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OPENING NIGHT ADDRESS 
BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


ZONES 9/2 


Good evening, and welcome. I'm Jim Maddox, and you are the 
Bread Loaf School of English. 

Counting everyone, there are well over 350 people in our 
community up here, including 250 students. Among those 250, are 20 
participants in an NEH Summer Institute entitled "Acts of 
Interpretation." Exactly a week from today, while we in Vermont are 
still in bed, some 60 more students will begin their Bread Loaf 
summer at Lincoln College, Oxford, and, later that same day, long 
after the Oxonians are asleep, almost 80 more students will listen 
to John Elder and President John McCardell open the second summer 
of our Bread Loaf program at St. John's College, Santa Fe, New 
Mexico. 

We are a large and thriving and actually quite wonderful 
community, and the first thing I would like to do is welcome into 
that community all the first-year Bread Loaf students, including 
the NEH participants. Please stand. 

Everyone who's ever sat through one of my opening-night 
speeches--and I promise you they're short speeches--knows that my 
real audience on this night is the first-year people. This is a 
unique place, needing some getting accustomed to, and I want to 
introduce you to it. First, there's the faculty, whom you'll begin 
meeting on more intimate terms tomorrow. They are teachers whose 


names you are likely to know if you carry out any research in the 





fields of their expertise; they are also people who are here at 

Bread Loaf because of a great gift for teaching. Let me ask them to 

stand individually and then be seated. Please hold your applause 

until the end, or the ceremony may not seem as short as I've 

promised. 

Kim Benston 

Richard Brodhead, who will act as interim director and who will 
also deliver this year's Elizabeth Drew Lecture 

Michael Cadden 

Courtney Cazden 

Dare Clubb 

Stephen Donadio 

Jonathan Freedman 

Dixie Goswami 

David Huddle 

Alan MacVey 

Carol MacVey 

Lucy Maddox 

Carole Oles 

Robert Pack 

Annabel Patterson 

Jacqueline Royster 

Margery Sabin 

Claire Sponsler 

Robert Stepto 


John Warnock 


Tilly Warnock 





I also want to introduce you to the Bread Loaf Acting 
Ensemble, a troupe of actors who have been performing here at Bread 
Loaf for most of the last decade. You will see them this summer, 
not only in our major production, Gertrude Stein's The Mother of Us 
All and two nights of short Beckett pieces, but also in some of 
your Bread Loaf classrooms--where their really revolutionary work 
in pedagogy takes place. They are: 

Irwin Appel 
Stephen Berenson 
Jim Lobdell 
Vanessa Marshall 
Brian McEleney 
Barry Press 
Cindy Rosenthal 
Anne Scurria 

I also want to introduce you to the people who probably are 
Bread Loaf for most of you in your first year, the three women who 
do the incredible job of keeping track of all of you and all the 
doings on three separate campuses. They are the members of the 
Bread Loaf community toward whom I myself feel the greatest 
personal gratitude: Elaine Hall, Betsy Evans, and Sandy Legault. 

Then there are two people whom all of you have probably 
already met. After many years here, Bob and Joanne Handy have left 
Bread Loaf this summer as the managers of the Front Desk, the 
nerve-center of the campus. We welcome this year two Bread Loaf 


alumni who take on that many-headed, very demanding job, Edward and 


Victoria Brown. 





Finally, I am very pleased to introduce one more person to you 
tonight, Middlebury's new President. He will be speaking a week 
from tonight to the Bread Loaf gathering at Santa Fe. He has also 
kindly come up from the valley tonight to say a few words to you. 


The fifteenth president of Middlebury College, John McCardell. 


The late Laurence Holland, for many years a teacher here at 
Bread Loaf, began his book on Henry James with some comments on a 
passage of James's from The American Scene. In that passage, James 
reflected upon the tiara worn by ladies in the boxes at the 
Metropolitan Opera in New York, and, not surprisingly, James, who 
had spent most of the last 30 years in England and Europe, compared 
those ladies to their counterparts in opera boxes in London or 
Paris or Milan. In the European capitals, James commented, the 
women wore the tiara because the occasion demanded the tiara. The 
opera was an autonomous cultural event that called for the tiara as 
one of its necessary appurtenances. It was James's feeling that in 
America, the tiara had less confidence. The American lady wished, 
through the magical act--and the magical thinking--of wearing a 
tiara, to evoke and give authenticity to the non-American, non- 
indigenous form of the opera. The opera pre-existed the audience in 
Paris or London; the American audience came forward with less 
cultural ease and brought the opera into being. 

James was writing of the propensity of American society to 
create and recreate itself anew, with a combination of uncertainty 


and triumphant inventiveness that in his mind were a part of the 





exceptionalism of the American character. 

That passage about the Metropolitan Opera has remained in my 
mind since I first read it as one of Larry Holland's students 
thirty years ago. I continue to remember it so often, I think, 
because it seems so vividly applicable to the Bread Loaf School, 
which is just about as American a cultural institution as you can 
find. Far more than James's Metropolitan Opera, the Bread Loaf 
School is something that happens because we all congregate to make 
TE happen; then in six weeks, we all agree that its identity will 
become:more dispersed, and--poof--we leave, and the School has only 
a diffused and sublimated existence. Far more than James's 
Metropolitan Opera, Bread Loaf is a self-constituting American 
institution, and far more than James's Metropolitan Opera the 
School is a reflection of the entire country out of which it 
reconstitutes itself each final Tuesday in June. 

Because of that James passage and the analogy it calls up for 
Bread Loaf in my mind, I confess that I reflect a lot during the 
year on this opening night and this opening ceremony. I think of 
how odd this whole little ceremony--this very American ceremony-- 


really is. Some of us here have on our fancy clothes, mainly 
because some of us had to go to the Director's cocktail party 
before dinner; our clothes are the tiaras of the occasion. But most 
of us don't have on our fancier clothes; this is rural Vermont, 
after all. This occasion has a certain formality, but we all have 
the good American sense not to take this too seriously. The whole 


occasion reminds us that Americans can be ceremonious, but also 


that we're a little jumpy about formality and are likely to prefer 





sweatbands to tiaras anyway. We're Americans. 

I seem to be hanging rather obsessively around one point: that 
Bread Loaf is in many ways a metonymy for America. I'm never able 
to get through a summer without saying at some point what I'll go 
ahead and get out of the way right now for this summer: at no other 
place, at no other institution do I feel so very much moved by 
American possibilities as I do here at Bread Loaf. A part of this 
feeling grows out of the fee that you here in the Little Theater 
are from all parts of the country--in some cases the most hidden- 
away corners of Alaska and New Mexico and Vermont. But I've been in 
other institutions with a national constituency, so it's not just 
where you're from that gives me this feeling. There's also, among 
the people who come to Bread Loaf, a powerful concern for what is 
happening at the most important pressure-point in the country, the 
preparation of the next generation. Most of the people listening to 
me are teachers in public and private high schools; some more of 
you are preparing to teach in colleges and universities. You are 
here, sometimes at considerable personal sacrifice, giving up 
vacations, or giving up jobs in which you could be earning money 
instead of spending it on tuition, in order to educate yourselves 
or retool yourselves for the challenge of American classrooms. It's 
true for some of you that your jobs have deep frustrations, and 
some of you look to the community at this school to provide a kind 
of support-system that your own schools don't provide. So) I feel at 
once energized and humbled when I address this very American group 


on opening night. Moreover, for many of the reasons I've just 


mentioned, at no other place I've ever taught, I think, do the 





faculty have such a deep-running admiration for the students who 
sit in their classrooms. 

The place itself is deeply American. It's an odd place, isn't 
it? I've always been sorry that I knew this place was here the 
first time I drove up from Washington, for it must be a surreal 
experience to come around the bend and suddenly to feel that you've 
passed through a time-warp into a cream-and-green-colored 
nineteenth-century bubble. The very founding of this odd, 
beautiful, homey, and homely place is an American story. It began 
with a man whose portrait you can find hanging over the mantel of 
the Blue Parlor of the Inn: Joseph Battell. He was a nineteenth- 
century type, by whom Henry James himself would have . been 
fascinated. Battell was the scion of a family that had become very 
wealthy through industrial patents. He didn't make the big pot of 
money; his mission was to spend it. He spent a great part of it 
after he rode up from Middlebury one fine day in the 1860s and 
found a farmhouse on this site that was to his liking. He bought 
the farmhouse, and eventually he bought every bit of mountain and 
forest as far as you can see from any point on the Bread Loaf 
campus. He then set about converting the farmhouse into what is now 
the Bread Loaf Inn, with the idea of establishing a resort for his 
friends and for paying guests. He built houses other than the Inn: 
all those painted cream or yellow are those built as a part of 
Joseph Battell's resort; the ones painted white are of later date. 

Battell is often thought of as an autocrat; famously, on 


certain days, he would decide that he wanted his community to have 


privacy, so he would simply put a barricade up on Route 125, 





halfway up the mountain, and stop all traffic. In this his domain, 
monarch of all he surveyed, he was again an American megalomaniacal 
type, a milder Thomas Sutpen, a landbound Ahab, all that Gatsby had 
always wanted to be. 

But it has always seemed to me that there was another side of 
Battell's creation of a community here. The place was a resort, but 
I think it was also a faint echo of American nineteenth-century 
utopian communities. It was the great good place, the green world 
in the heart of Nature, the place, precisely, to escape the clamor 
of the nineteenth century--so why not barricade the road? Bread 
Loaf as Joseph Battell ran it was a totally characteristic American 
blend of entrepreneurial genius and Nature worship. 

Then there's one final American touch to the Battell story. 
Joseph Battell left the entire Bread Loaf complex--the buildings 
and the vast holdings in land, the whole shooting-gallery, lock, 
stock, and barrel--to Middlebury College. He thus joined the ranks 
of those other nineteenth- and early twentieth-century tycoons--the 
Carnegies, the Mellons, the Firestones--who transformed at least a 
part of their wealth into gifts to American educational 
institutions. 

The history of Bread Loaf, both before and after it became the 
Sitesrot ithe Bread Aroa iSchool mise thus: a “history “of Van 
overwhelmingly interesting combination of American themes. Joseph 
Battell was a man of American wealth, a man of American power; he 
was also an American Romantic, and he sought to concretize his 
wealth to give substance to his Romantic dreams and obsessions. His 


romanticism was utopian, as he attempted to establish an idealized 





pastoral community. His Romanticism was directed toward nature in 
ways that anticipated the twentieth-century Nature Conservancy; 
like the modern-day Nature Conservancy, Battell decided to keep 
land from being developed by simply buying it all up himself; and 
finally Battell's romanticism was oriented toward education, as he 
left his estate to Middlebury College, which, in its wisdom, opened 
the Bread Loaf School of English here in 1920. 

Now no doubt because I've been somewhat selective in what I've 
narrated about Battell, his dreams and his obsessions seem 
particularly apt today, in this election year, 1992. Wealth, power, 
the environment, education: these things are much on our minds. In 
1992, the question of how America's great wealth and power can be 
channeled toward the rescue of the environment and the salvaging of 
our educational system must, alas, give way before the question of 
whether the national resources will be channeled in those 
directions. Our president's recent performance in Rio and his 
applause of the for-profit chain of schools to be run by Benno 
Schmitt and Christopher Whittle have left many Americans uneasy at 
what the next actions of the Environmental President and the 
Education President might be. Indeed one of the topics that will, 
I think, force itself upon our attention this summer is the Edison 
Project sponsored by Whittle and Schmitt. 

But the environment and education seem a very partial list of 
the issues that will be talked about--the issues that are being 
talked about--as American problems in this election year, although 
education has to be considered central to just about every other 


problem. Two other problems stare us in the face in 1992, and they 





cause me to go back to my idea of Joseph Battell as model American 
and to find that idea now a little naive and cozy. The two problems 
are, of course, the drastic collapse of America's cities and, 
inseparable from that, the great dilemma of race in our country. 
To mention America's cities is to be reminded that Battell 
created his utopia up here precisely by shutting the city out; 


shutting the city out is one thing that pastoral is all about, 





after all. The Bread Loaf School itself has historically had 
trouble taking cities into account. Only recently have we made 
really concerted efforts to recruit large numbers of teachers from 
America's urban schools, and even then our success has been only 
modest. So let us take with at least some skepticism and doubt the 
utopian and Romantic vision of Bread Loaf I previously offered. 
Isolated utopian communities, let us constantly remind ourselves, 
aren't enough. Let's remember that pastoral green worlds such as 
Shakespeare's and such as Bread Loaf's are defined precisely by 
their dialectical relationship to the world of the town they are a 


refuge from and to which the Shakespearean characters and the Bread 





Loaf pastoralists have to return at the end. The green world of 
Bread Loaf is an interlude between bouts of real business down 
there. 

As for race, well it just wasn't an issue for Battell's Bread 
Loaf; races other than Caucasian just aren't a part of Battell's 
story On Battel ls wordt i Sone fot che reasons Mion that sare 
perfectly self-evident: to take the mildest of those reasons, 
Vermont was then very likely what it is today: the state with the 


very smallest percentage of minorities as a part of its total 


JO 





population. Bread Loaf has tried to go against that demographic 
grain. But Bread Loaf, like most graduate institutions in the 
country that train teachers, still finds, despite strenuous 
efforts, that the number of minority members in its population is 
woefully small. 

So the place that Joseph Battell left all of us still enchants 
me as I imagine it enchanted Battell's friends who brought their 
horses here and kept them in that altogether magnificent building 
the Barn. But I confess that I have to resist Battell's place as 
well because of what it excludes in order to define itself. 

I have a liking for Joseph Battell, the progenitor of Bread 
Loaf--although, to tell you the truth, in my more bizarre moments 
I stand before his portrait in the Blue Parlor and reflect that old 
Joe probably isn't too fond of me. I admire his ambition, his love 
of these mountains, his sociability, his orneriness--even, in some 
of the anecdotes I haven't told you, his kookiness. (Joe wrote an 
entire book, in which he imagined himself a tree, giving advice to 
a young woman; but that's another story.) But I also like a lot of 
what Joe shut out of his world up here, and he seems to offer the 
best grist for the mill of my own mind when I find myself resisting 
him, disagreeing with him. I like his place; I like his reaching 
out and grabbing those mountains and then leaving them as they 
were. But we have to be sure that this world up here today 
acknowledges and honors exactly what history . . . and geography 

and even old Joe himself kept out. 


Come out now onto the East Lawn; meet each other; and get set 


for the real start-up of Bread Loaf tomorrow morning. 


tj 
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Opening Night 

Director Jim Maddox will welcome us one and all tonight in the 
Little Theatre at 7:30 p.m. A reception will follow; Jim will tell you 
where in his speech. 


The Bread Loaf Office (ext. 29 or 82) 


Elaine Hall and Betsy Evans keep things sane and under control 
from the Bread Loaf Office in the back of the Inn. They also handle 
appointment scheduling for Jim Maddox. Sandy LeGault will also 
be on hand occasionally to help out. This year’s student assistant and 
copier-operator is 
Michelle Burdsall. 


The Front 


Desk (ext. 0) 


Innkeepers Ed 
and Victoria Brown 
serve as Central In- 
formation for all 
sorts of things. They 
are assisted this year 
by Jennifer Heck, 
Heather Best (who doubles as the Bookstore Manager), and Nate 
Burt (who doubles as the Bread Loaf Van-driver). Together, this 
crew will do their best to handle your questions; they also serve as 
check-cashers, mail-managers, switchboard-switchers, and are just 
generally fine folk. 


Registration 

All students should check in with Elaine, Betsy, and Sandy 
today to insure the proper course registration and billing. A repre- 
sentative from the Middlebury Accounting office will also be in the 
Blue Parlor today to collect unpaid bills. If you want to make 
changes to your course schedule, please notify Elaine immediately. 


Day Care (Croutons) 

For those with offspring, Bread Loaf offers a small day care 
service lovingly known as Croutons. This year’s Head Croutoneer 
is Jackie Brown; she will be assisted by Julia Goodwin and Margaret 
Boswell. Children can be registered today in the Blue Parlor or 
tomorrow at the Crouton’s playground (alongside Dragon’s Den) 
between 8:15 and 4:45. 








“The days are wonderful 
and the nights are wonderful 
and the life is pleasant.” 


The Library (ext. 39 or 40) 


Brent Goeres, Barbara Lynch, Judy Watts, Krystal Sewell, and 
Chris Brady are at your service in Davison Library this summer 
whether you’re looking for a quiet place to read, a text for analysis, 
or just a plain old good book. Also be on the lookout for special ex- 
hibits during the course of the summer. 


The Computer Center (ext. 41) 

Located in a cool dry room beneath the Davison library, the 
Apple Cellar features a number of computers and printers to appease 
your high-tech 
fixations. Apple 
Cellar Director 
Caroline Eisner 
makes it all es- 
pecially user- 
friendly, along 
with her student 
assistants Chris 
Karwowski, 
Suzanne Price, 
Jennifer Spaf- 
ford, Sally Zitzman, and Sean Williams. Workshops and training 
sessions will be held throughout the term. A Laserwriter is also 
available at the nominal cost of 15 cents a page. 


The Bookstore (ext. 59) 


Down under the fire escape in the back of Annex, you'll finda 
green door that leads to the world of Heather Best, Bread Loaf’s 
Bookstore Manager. The store will be open all day today and tomor- 
row, and from 8 a.m. to 1 p.m. on Thursday. Thenceforth, the 
schedule will return to regular hours, which are listed on the attached 
schedule. Heather requests that students stay away from books from 
other courses, at least until all students have hada chance to buy texts 
for their own. 


Laundry 


Students may wash and dry their laundry in the small white 
building adjacent to the Barn parking lot. Laundry tokens cost fifty 
cents and are available at the machines near the Front Desk. Please 
be patient with the machines as they don’t always start right away; 
verbal coaxing has been known to help but physical coaxing will not 
be tolerated. 








Linen 
Students who have subscribed to the linen service may pick up 

their sheets and towels today at the Front Desk. Henceforth, linen ex- 

change will occur regularly at a time and place to be announced. 


Mail 

The Front Desk also serves as the Bread Loaf Rural Station post 
office, with federally regulated hours. Students normally share 
mailboxes, so be careful when checking your mail. Incoming mail 
should be in your box by 10-ish each morning; outgoing mail is 
collected at 4:00 p.m. Outgoing mail should be dropped into the 
mailslot (in the door to the left of the mailboxes). Stamps are 
available at the Front Desk. 


Check-Cashing 


The Front Desk can cash checks for up to $50 during most 
business hours. Please make the check out to Middlebury College 
and write your student I.D. number on the front. 


Valuables 
Small valuables can be stored in the safe at the Front Desk. See 
Ed or Vickie for details. 


Telephones 

You can call any campus extension by dialing that number on 
the beige campus phones in each dorm. Local calls can be made by 
dialing 9 and then the number. Long-distance calls (collect, calling 
card, or third party only) go through the switchboard at the Front 
Desk. There are public payphones in the Inn, in Gilmore, beside the 
laundromat, and on the first floor of the Barn classroom area. Please 
observe the posted switchboard hours, and ask your incoming 
callers to observe them as well. Emergency calls, of course, will be 
routed through to the Innkeepers at any time. 


Photocopies 

The Bread Loaf Office serves as the local copy center; for 10 
cents a page they will handle most of your duplicating needs. The 
machines are not self-service, however, and are used nearly full- 
time for faculty materials, so please allow at least a two-hour lead 
time (a full day is best) for processing. Materials which are required 
for class distribution and discussion will be copied free of charge. 


Fax 

The Bread Loaf Office also serves as the local fax outlet. Out- 
going items cost $1.00 a page. If you anticipate receiving a fax, 
please see Elaine to make arrangements; there is no fee for receiving 
a fax. The Office is often a bustling beehive of activity, so please 
limit your faxing to items of importance. 


Parking 

Vermont State Law prohibits parking at all times along route 
125. Please park your vehicle only in the designated parking area 
near the Barn when on the main campus. When you park on the 
campus roads, you block access to delivery trucks and emergency 
vehicles and basically gum up the works. 


Joggers and Bikers Beware 

Walking, jogging, and biking alongside Route 125 can be quite 
dangerous, so please exercise great caution. The Front Desk will 
gladly offer safer alternatives for those who wish to exercise 
outdoors. Bikers are also warned to keep their cycles locked at all 
times (except when in use, of course). Bicycles are not allowed in 
dorm hallways, doorways, porches, or fire escapes for reasons 
which should be obvious. 


Taxi 

Nate Burt will safely transport passengers to the local metropo- 
lis of Middlebury every Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday afternoon. 
The blue van will leave the Inn at 2 p.m. sharp and return from the 
Middlebury post office downtown at 4 p.m. Your grateful thanks are 
the only charge for the trip. 


Fitness Facilities 

Intramural soccer and volleyball games will begin shortly; 
listen for announcements at meals or check at the Front Desk for 
times. Athletic Director Cristen Brooks can also be consulted for 
schedules and suggestions. A tennis tournament will also be held 
later in the summer. The Front Desk has some sports equipment 
available for public use (volleyballs, a croquet set, and the odd - very 
odd - tennis racquet). The downtown Middlebury Campus also 
offers an Olympic-size swimming pool for Biondi wanna-bes and an 
extensive fitness center with aerobic and weight-training equip- 
ment. Don’t forget to bring your I.D. for admission. 


Meals 


To keep you fueled up and caffeinated throughout the summer, 
the Bread Loaf Dining Room in the Inn is staffed by an unbelievable 
band of student waiters and waitresses under the experienced 
supervision of HeadWaiter Peter Newton and his Assistant Jeanne 
Leiby. Please be prompt for meals and move along quickly upon 
finishing as these students have to clean up and get to class them- 
selves after meals. Weekend breakfasts are self-service. Guests anf 
off-campus students can buy meal tickets at the Front Desk; prices 
are $4 for breakfast, $6 for lunch, and $8 for supper. 


Fire 

Hot plates and coffee makers are contraband items at Bread 
Loaf due to fire hazard. Campus smoke detectors are sensitive and 
might be triggered by cigarette smoke; if this happens to you, air out 
the room and fan the smoke away from the alarm. If it persists in an- 
noying you and others, contact the Front Desk. If the alarm beeps, 
chirps, or brays intermittently, it might need new batteries; the Front 
Desk can handle that as well. 

Due to especially dry conditions this season in Vermont, there 
is a statewide ban on outdoor fires. Please do not start any campfires 
or bonfires; there is a $1,000 fine imposed on those who breach the 
law. 


Newspapers 

Those students who have subscribed to the New York Times 
must pay for their subscriptions by 10 a.m. Wednesday morning at 
the Front Desk. Checks should be made out to Middlebury College. 
Papers should be available by noon at the Front Desk. 








Star-Gazing 

A telescope is available for public use. Skywatchers can check 
it out by leaving their I.D. at the Front Desk. Resident Astronomer 
Jen Heck can be consulted for the latest on stellar events. 


Lost and Found 


Please bring all lost items to the Front Desk. Please look for all 
found items at the Front Desk. Or is it the other way around? 


Auditions for Mother of Us All 

Auditions for this summer’s major productions, Gertrude Stein’s 
The Mother of Us All, will be held in the Little Theatre at 7:30 on 
Wednesday night. All members of the Bread Loaf community - 
students, faculty, staff, families, and friends - are encouraged to 
audition. Theatre Director Alan Mokler has this to say: 

“The Mother of Us All is an imaginative investigation of the life 
of Susan B. Anthony, who led the struggle for women’s suffrage. Its 
cast includes many historical figures and through them examines 
American history from an unusual point of view. In this Columbus 
year, when all of us will be voting, it is a timely play. 

“We will be casting fourteen adults and three children from au- 
ditions. There are no small parts because everyone has a named role 
and is also part of a chorus. 

“To prepare for auditions, look over the play in the library. 
Choose a monologue from it or a poem by any author. Also, choose 
a short scene from a realistic play. Finally, since there’s a lot of 
singing, we’d like you to sing a song if you’re able. We can provide 
material at auditions. 

“We also need a choreographer, a vocal director, and two 
assistant stage managers. The scene and costume shops need volun- 
teer help too. 

“Auditions and evening rehearsals are open to anyone who 
would like to watch, so stop in and see what’s going on.” 


The Crumb 


Last but not least, the Crumb, that humble publication you’re 
looking at right now. The Crumb is the daily bulletin at Bread Loaf 
and is available on tables at lunch-time, at the Front Desk, and in the 
Barn. To have your announcements and observations included, 
write it up and leave it at the front desk for Hugh Coyle, this year’s 
Crumb Editor, by 8:30 a.m. that day. 

You might also consider entering the Crumb Quote of the 
Day™ contest to win fame and glory by Bread Loaf’s end. Each day, 
a quote will appear at the top of the Crumb. Observant readers will 
soon see that somewhere amidst the honest up-to-the-minute report- 
age which has become emblematic of the Crumb, a rather cryptic 
and/or silly story will appear, such as “Students Steal Steins from 
Stepto.” Easy, huh? This story, and the absurd headline above it, 
should provide you with hints to the source of the quote. Today’s 
should obviously point you toward Gertrude Stein as the author. 
Students receive one point for naming the author, and one more for 
naming the work from which the words are drawn. Submissions 
should be sent to Hugh c/o the Crumb no later than 8:30 a.m. the fol- 
lowing day. Winners will be announced in that day’s Crumb. 








Front Desk 


BREAD LOAF HOURS 


Monday - Saturday 
Sunday 





Bread Loaf Office 


Monday - Friday 





Switchboard 





Monday - Saturday 
Sunday 





Post Office 


Monday - Friday 

















8 a.m. - 8 p.m. 
8:30 a.m. - 1 p.m. 
5:30 p.m. - 8 p.m. 


8ish - lunch 
1:45 - 4 p.m. 


8 am. - 11 p.m. 
8:30 a.m. - 1 p.m. 
5:30 p.m. - 11 p.m. 


8 a.m. - 5 p.m. 











Saturday 8 a.m. - noon 
Meals Monday - Friday Breakfast: 7:30 - 8 a.m. 
Lunch: 1 - 1:15 p.m. 
Dinner: 6 - 6:15 p.m. 
Saturday, Sunday Breakfast: 8 - 8:30 a.m. 
Lunch: 1-1:15 p.m. 
Dinner: 6 - 6:15 p.m. 
Snack Bar Daily 7:30 a.m. - 6 p.m. 
6:30 p.m. - 11:00 p.m. 
(Grill closes at 10:30 p.m.) 
Bookstore Monday - Friday 7:45 a.m. - 9:30 a.m. 
12:30 p.m. - 1:00 p.m. 
1:45 p.m. - 2:15 p.m. 
Saturday 9 a.m. - 10 a.m. 
Library Daily 8 a.m. - midnight 





Apple Cellar 


Monday - Friday 
Saturday 
Sunday 


8:30 a.m. - midnight 
9 a.m. - 6 p.m. 
9 a.m. - midnight 





Infirmary 


Monday - Friday 
Saturday, Sunday 
Nurse Practitioner 


8 a.m. - 4 p.m. 
10 a.m - 4 p.m. 
Monday 2 p.m. - 4 p.m. 





Field House and 
Fitness Center 


Monday - Saturday 
Sunday 


Noon - 6:30 p.m. 
Noon - 5:30 p.m. 





Swimming Pool 
(at McCullough) 


Monday - Saturday 


Sunday 


7 -9 a.m. adults only 

11 a.m. - noon general swim 
Noon - 1 p.m. adults only 

3 p.m. - 5 p.m. general swim 
8 p.m. - 10 p.m. adults only 
3 p.m. - 5 p.m. general swim 
8 p.m. - 9:30 p.m. adults only 





1992 Schedule 


of Classes 


All classes will be held in the Barn except where otherwise noted. Barn East is to the right- 
hand side of the Barn and is reached via the stairway on the side of the building. Barn A is on the 
left-hand side of the Barn; follow the short walkway around to the door. The Inn Seminar room is 
behind the Inn; the entrance is across from the Little Theatre. 

Please cooperate with our request that there be nọ smoking in the classrooms. 


8:30 157. 


215: 


Rewriting a Life (D) 
The Essayist Tradition (I or IV) 


M,W,F 8:30-10 
i 219. The Dramaturg’s Perspective (V)(NEH)Mr. Cadden 


M-Th 9-12:00 


M,Th 


11:30 34. 
58. 
UOD, 
LU. 


NEH Seminar- Canterbury Tales 


Modern Fiction (II) 
Shakespeare Tragedy (II) 
Shakespeare A to Z (II) 

The Hollywood Film (IV) 

Native American Literature (IV) 


10-12:30 


The Actor’s Perspective (VI)(NEH) 


Contemp. American Short Story (IV) 
Fictions of Identity (V) 
Contemporary Drama (III) 

Theory & Practice in Writing (1) 
Learning From Theories & Stories (I) 


Victorian Texts and Contexts (III) 
Autobiography in America (IV) 
Studies in European Fiction (V) 
Voices in the Mind & in the Text (I) 


Romantic Poetry & its Inheritors (III) 
Playwriting (I) 

Historicizing Chaucer (ID) 

Travel Writing (1) 


Acting Workshop (VI) 
The Director’s Perspective (NEH) (VI) 


T,Th 2-4:30 


13. 
41. 
59: 
103. 


T,F 2-4:30 
So 
6. 


Literature, Law & Censorship (II) 
19th-Century American Fiction (IV) 
Reality Outside the Middle Class (IID 
Studies in Western Drama(V) 


Poetry Writing (I) 
Fiction Writing (I) 


Ms 
Ms 


Mr. 


Ms 


Mr. 
Ms. 
Mr. 
Ms. 


. Huddle 


. Warnock 3 
. Royster 4 


Patterson 


. Sabin 
Brodhead 
Patterson 
Freedman 
Maddox 


. MacVey 


. Huddle 


. Sponsler 


. Cadden 


. Royster 
. Goswami 


. Freedman 


. Stepto 


. Donadio 


. Cazden 


. Pack 


. Clubb 
. Sponsier 
. Warnock 


. MacVey 
. MacVey 


. Patterson 


. Donadio 


. Sabin 


. Benston 


. Oles Barn East 


Inn Seminar 





Letters to the Faculty 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


22 July T992 
To: Bread Loaf Faculty 


From: Jim Maddox fin maade 


Accompanying this memo you will find a message to Bread Loaf 
students concerning the Independent Reading Project. Each year a 
small number of students carry out these projects over the course 
of the academic year and then complete the work under the 
supervision of a Bread Loaf faculty member during the summer. 


If a student approaches you this summer about the possibility 
of an Independent Project and you have the time to advise him or 
her, you should assist the student in assembling a bibliography and 
in writing a prospectus for a paper of some 30-35 pages in length. 
(A perhaps unnecessary word of advice: the greatest problem in the 
past has been the very general definitions of the topics.) 


The project should grow out of the course in which you have 
taught the student, or out of a course that the student has already 
taken at Bread Loaf. A prerequisite for my approval of the project 
is the grade of A- or better in the relevant course. 


The student will submit a draft of the completed project to 
the Bread Loaf office in April of next year. I will then ask an 
appropriate member of the 1993 faculty to read and comment on the 
draft. The student will then show up at one of the Bread Loaf 
campuses next June, revised draft in hand, and will take the paper 
through one last step of rethinking and revising, working during 
the summer with the professor who read the draft in April. The 
grade given the finished paper lism the grade for the “entire 
Independent Project. 


It is essential that the April draft of the work pass through 
the Bread Loaf office; the student should not send the draft 
directly to the faculty member. The reason for this strict rule is 
the simple one of ensuring uniformity of procedures for all 
students. 


Bread Loaf will pay an honorarium to faculty members who take 
on these projects. 


If you have any questions about the Independent Projects, 
don't hesitate to track me down and ask. 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
24 July 1992 
To: Bread Loaf Students 
Oe wy 
p r AAK etre 
From Jim Maddox 77 11 fri K 
Subject: Independent Reading Projects 


If you wish to undertake an Independent Reading Project over the academic year 
1992-93, please read the following guidelines carefully. You might also consult the current 
Bread Loaf bulletin, pp. 6-7. 


The Independent Reading Project is not a guided reading program undertaken with a 
member of the Bread Loaf faculty as a literary correspondence course. The IRP involves a great 
deal of original scholarship on the student's part, with faculty supervision only at the 
beginning and end of the project. The initial consultation about the IRP is therefore of very 
great importance. 


The IRP should be considered an extension and intensification of work in a field that 
the student has already explored in a Bread Loaf course; the IRP is intended, therefore, to 
involve the kind of focused work and scholarship usually required for an M.A. thesis. 


You should consult your instructor in the course from which your project takes its 
impetus in order to assure that the project is a responsible one and that you have received some 
guidance in shaping a thesis and selecting manageable primary texts and major secondary 
sources. If you have taken a course in a prior year and received an A- or higher from the 
instructor not now on the faculty, you should consult with a faculty member currently teaching 
in that area. 


Before arranging an appointment with a faculty member, prepare a draft of your 
proposed subject and a list of the primary texts and secondary sources you intend to explore. 
Your instructor will assist you in focusing your subject or will suggest additional readings, but 
you should not expect him or her to devise the project for you. 


When you and your instructor have reached agreement on the proposed topic, you 
should compose a two-page prospectus; ask the instructor to sign the prospectus, then turn it in 
to the Bread Loaf office. These arrangements must be completed by Friday, August 7. This 
procedure verifies that the faculty member has reviewed the topic and finds that it is one that 
could be managed in an essay of approximately 30 pages. It does not mean that the instructor 
will provide any further advice during the subsequent academic year or accepts any 
responsibility for reading it the following summer. 


I will review your proposal in the fall after your grade in the course and your faculty’s 
comments have been recorded. I will approve your project only if your grade is high enough (A- 
or better) to suggest that you can undertake the project on your own with every expectation of 


SUCCESS. 











You should not solicit further guidance from any faculty member after the Bread Loaf 
session. I will be happy to discuss any problems that arise as you begin writing, especially if 
your thesis changes direction or moves to a more precise focus after you have completed your 
reading. 


You must submit by April 1, 1993, a draft of your project as well as a report on any 
changes in your reading list; send this draft to Elaine Hall at the Bread Loaf office. 
(Incidentally, since the entire process from this stage onward involves essentially the multiple 
revision of drafts, you would be best advised to locate a word-processor you can use if you don’t 
already have one.) If the project appears to be developing satisfactorily, you will at that time be 
enrolled in the IRP for the coming summer session and charged for a third course (unless the 
IRP is to be considered as one of your two courses for the summer.) The IRP has the same cost as 
a normal Bread Loaf course. 


On registration day, you must submit a revised draft of your project to the Bread Loaf 
office. I will then forward a‘draft to the member of the 1993 faculty who will serve as your 
reader. If you do not submit a draft, your project will be automatically canceled and you will 
receive a refund if you were taking it as a third course. If you continue, you will work with your 
reader during the course of the summer to revise and refine the project and to incorporate the 
faculty member's suggestions into the work. This may involve some additional reading, but the 
major emphasis will be on the revision of what you have already written. Your final grade for 
the project will be determined by the faculty reader. As with all courses at Bread Loaf, your 
grade must be a B- or better to earn three credits. 














MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
20 May 1992 
Dear New Bread Loaf Faculty Member: 


You have already received the letter of general information about the Bread Loaf 
summer. I want to add a few comments to new faculty, just to familiarize you with some Bread 
Loaf customs. Ever since I first joined the Bread Loaf faculty in 1979, I have watched myself 
and others undergo a mild acculturation experience at Bread Loaf--and it has finally occurred 
to me that it might be useful to send along this note to explain a few details, so that you'll feel a 
little more immediately at home. 


Dress at Bread Loaf is quite casual, as you would expect, except for a few moderately 
more formal occasions--Opening Night, the Elizabeth Drew Lecture, etc. It's probably wise to 
bring along some few dressier clothes, although casual dress is never out of place. 


The first of those "moderately more formal occasions" is Opening Night itself. There 
will be a 5:00 cocktail party, then dinner, then a mercifully short ceremony of welcome in the 
Little Theatre. 


All of your meals will be in the large dining room in the Bread Loaf Inn. There's a 
faculty table at breakfast and dinner; seating is catch-as-catch-can at lunch. The faculty table 
is there only because, in the intense and pretty constant student-faculty interaction at Bread 
Loaf, most faculty find it relaxing to have a haven where they're off-duty and don't have to talk 
about next week's assigned paper even at meals. But there's no requirement, no expectation, 
that you sit at the faculty table. It's just there if you want it. 


Almost every Wednesday afternoon at 5:00 there is a cocktail party (another 
“moderately formal occasion") at Treman Cottage, the homey little faculty club. A fraction of 
the student body is invited each week, until they've all been invited--so there's quite a crush. On 
the final Wednesday there's a party for the seniors. Many students look forward to these parties 
rather more than one might expect. Despite the ready access to faculty at Bread Loaf, some 
students somehow muster up the courage for an ice-breaking talk with the professor only at 
these parties. So faculty are encouraged, but not required (we're very non-coercive), to come. 


A word or two more about Treman. Many faculty like to drop by to chat for a half-hour 
before lunch and for a drink before dinner. There's a liquor cabinet and a refrigerator if you 
wish to store your own beverages there. There are always some (Vermont) cheese and crackers 
to nibble on before dinner. Some faculty--and the actors--gather there in the evening for a 
nightcap and conversation. 


One thing to warn you of is the immense crunch of busy-ness at the end of the session. I 
neither encourage nor discourage final exams at Bread Loaf. Some faculty members give them, 
some don't; it's entirely up to you and your pedagogical philosophy. If you do give them, they 
must be graded in a hurry: exams are given the final Thursday and Friday; senior grades must 
be submitted by Saturday morning; all grades must be submitted by Sunday noon at the latest 











(and this is all in the midst of senior parties, commencement, etc.). In addition, there is the 
unique Bread Loaf phenomenon, the comment card--the faculty's bugbear. These are cards on 
which you're asked to make more or less extensive comments about each student you teach--the 
length, say, of an average paragraph. I sometimes use the information on these cards to help 
determine, in very close cases, whether a student should be readmitted. But the major use of the 
cards is on letters of recommendation--which we write by the dozens and dozens every year, as 
you may imagine. The Bread Loaf letter of recommendation is a composite letter, often very 
impressive in its detailed information, culled from the comment cards. The custom of these 
composite letters, by the way, will save you from being approached by your Bread Loaf 
students during the academic year for letters of recommendation. So there's some benefit for 
you deriving from the comment cards. 


Just a suggestion: in my last years as a faculty member at Bread Loaf (before I became 
that harmless drudge, an administrator), I found it convenient to keep on-disk notes on the 
students as I graded their papers or had other comments to make about them during the course 
of the summer. That way, all the commenting didn't have to be compressed into the final couple 
of hectic days. 


I very much hope that all faculty will remain at Bread Loaf for commencement on 
August 8. After five summers of study--sometimes at the sacrifice of leaving a family back 
home--the students and their families find commencement an important and solemn and 
festive occasion. It's good for the faculty to be there to celebrate with them. (One faculty member 
is chosen by the senior class each year to be the major speaker at commencement.) 


I myself will have to leave Bread Loaf twice during the session, once to see how things 
are going at the Oxford program and once on a similar mission to Santa Fe. During my 
absences, Dick Brodhead will be the interim director. 


There are probably several other Bread Loaf facts of life that I'm too accustomed to to 


think of telling you about; the above will have to do for now. Bread Loaf is emphatically not a 
clubby place: just come prepared to live as you please, and I think you'll find yourself very 


happy. 


Once more, I look forward to seeing you next month in Vermont. 


Best wishes, 


Jim Maddox 





BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH - 1992 
SALARY AND TAX INFORMATION 


ENERAL; 


Summer faculty and staff members are paid in two installments. The first payment is 
made about midway through the session, and the second at the end of the session. 


Form W-4 (withholding exemptions) should be returned to the Bread Loaf office as soon 
as possible so that there will be no delay in processing your salary check. 


OTHER INFORMATION: 
TRAVEL ALLOWANCE 


Travel allowance will be paid by check separate from your salary payments. Although 
travel allowance payments are not subject to withholding taxes, they are subject to 
income tax, and consequently the College is required to report these payments to the 
Internal Revenue Service on your W-2 statement. You can claim allowance deductions 
on your tax return to offset this income. 


Travel allowance checks will not be ready upon arrival this year. You will be able to 
pick them up from Elaine the beginning of July. Before receiving your travel check, you 
must verify with Elaine and sign the Employment Eligibility Verification (Form I-9). 
Please be sure to bring identification (driver's license, Social Security card, birth 
certificate, U.S. Military Card, passport - any two will be fine.) 


FEDERAL AND STATE WITHHOLDING TAXES 


Salary payments are subject to Federal income and Social Security taxes. Those of you 
with two or more employers for 1992, who will have more than the maximum FICA tax 
withheld by law, will be able to recover the excess when filing your 1992 Federal Income 
Tax Return. The College is required to withhold Vermont Income Tax whether or not 
you are a year-round resident of Vermont. If you are a non-resident, you should file a 
Vermont Non-Resident Income Tax return to recover excessive state taxes withheld. 
Please contact the Vermont tax office at 802-828-2515 after December 1992 if you desire 
this form. 





Drug-Free Workplace Policy Statement 


Drug and alcohol use are highly detrimental to the safety and 
effectiveness of employees in the work place. No employee may either 
use or be under the influence of any illicit drug or alcohol while in 
the work place, while on duty, or while operating a vehicle or 
equipment owned or leased by the College. 


As a recipient of federal grant monies, the College fully supports and 
complies with the provisions of the Drug-Free Workplace Act of 1986 
and the Drug-Free Schools and Communities Act Amendments of 1989, 
Public Law 101-226. One of the provisions of these laws requires 
employees to notify the College within five days of a conviction for 
violating any criminal drug law by an action in the workplace. 


Possessing, manufacturing, distributing, transferring, purchasing, 
selling, using, or being under the influence of alcoholic beverages or 
illegal drugs while on College property, while attending 
business-related activities, while on duty, or while operating a 
vehicle or machine leased or owned by the College may lead to 
disciplinary action, including suspension without pay or discharge. 


Physician-prescribed medications are permitted, provided they do not 
adversely affect job performance or the safety of the employee or 
other individuals in the work place. 


The College recognizes that employees may wish to seek professional 
assistance in overcoming drug or alcohol problems. The Employee 
Assistance Program and employee medical benefit plans can be 
beneficial to employees seeking assessment and treatment. For more 
information on the EAP program and other benefits please contact a 
representative in the Personnel Office or your supervisor. 


Employees who voluntarily admit to having drug or alcohol problems 
which have not resulted in disciplinary action may be eligible for 
unpaid time off to participate in a rehabilitation program. Such a 
leave will be granted if the employee abstains from use of the problem 
substance while on leave, abides by all policies, rules, and 
prohibitions relating to conduct in the work place, and if the College 
suffers no undue hardship as a consequence of granting the leave. 





BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


Health Care for Summer Faculty and Staff 
Middlebury College - Cornwall Clinic 


Telephone: 388-7946, ext. 14 


The nurse at the Cornwall Clinic has as her primary responsibility 
the provision of health care to the students enrolled in the Bread Loaf 
School of English. Summer session faculty and staff who are not 
regular residents of Middlebury, and who do not have established ties 
with local caregivers may utilize certain resources at the Cornwall 
EI sale o 

Health care for faculty and staff is not as extensive as that 
provided for students and when her schedule permits, a nurse will 
examine and treat health problems listed below. 


* Basic first aid (care of uncomplicated blisters, scrapes, 
SUIMIOUIEHISI ee Ch) 


x Assessment and treatment of uncomplicated, minor health problems 
e.g., colds, headaches, insect bites, menstrual cramps, digestive 
disorders; 

* Blood pressure checks; 


* Referral to local health caregivers 


Those who choose to use these services will be required to 


complete a health history form. No services other than basic farst aid 
are provided for children. 


Clinic hours: Monday - Friday: S Eome 3O 4 jolts 
Sate tite Gli ahyam Gc SUING yas OR Nt One PANE 


Emergencies After-hours: If you need medical attention after-hours, 
proceed to Porter Medical Center which is located on South Street in 
Middlebury. 


Serious Emergencies: In situations perceived as life threatening or 
serious medical emergencies, such as difficulty in breathing, 
significant loss of blood, unconsciousness, or back and neck injuries, 
call the Middlebury Volunteer Ambulance Service at 388-3333. PERSONS 
WITH NECK OR SPINE INJURIES SHOULD NEVER BE MOVED. 


If you need to speak to a counselor after-hours, call Counseling Service 
of Addison County at 388-6751 or 388-7641. 


EEE 


You are responsible for the payment of all fees incurred for 
medical visits to Porter Medical Center and other hospitals, laboratory 
tests, x-rays, hospitalization, care by physicians, ambulance services, 
etc. Middlebury College offers only the above listed health care 
services at the Cornwall Clinic and does not provide medical or accident 
insurance for faculty and staff. 


Please see list cf health care providers on back page. 








LOCAL CAREGIVERS: 


DENTISTS: 
John Carlson 
James Daly 
Harvey Green 
David Hills 
John Langfeldt 
Bart Larrow 
Jason & Joseph Wark 


DERMATOLOGIST: 
W. Landon Dennison 


EVE DOGRORS# 
William Eichner 
Clement Gagne 
Michael Gallagher 


EAR, NOSE, & THROAT: 


Patrick Stine 


FAMILY PRACTICE: 
Clark Bryant 
Timothy Cope 
William Fifield 


INTERNISTS: 
Theodore Collier 
Robert LaFiandra 
Stanley Shapiro 


OB/GYN: 
Alan Ayer 
James Malcolm 
Planned Parenthood 


PEDIATRICIANS: 
Jody Brakeley 
Jack Mayer 
Wayne Peters 


Marion Bauer 

Gerald Cecere 
Counseling Service of 
Addison County 
Betsy/Bill Dowdall 
Justine Logan 

Faith Lowell 

Chip Maver 


PSYCHIATRISTS: 
Chuck King 
Robert Pierattini 


388-6344 
388-4432 
388-2727 
388-7045 
388-6404 
3885725 
388-2222 


388-2879 


388-6565 
388-2811 
SIOZ MAY) 


388-7037 


388-7185 
388-6777 
388-6777 


388-2879 
388-7445 
388-9884 


388-6347 
388-6326 
388-2765 


IGOS) 
388-1338 
388-7959 


COUNSELORS: 


IBSENS 
38853137 


388E 
388-3644 
3388-7528 
388-3056 
388-344] 


388-4174 
HOG 7 US 7/ 


(Oral surgeon) 


(Orthodontists) 


(Two Tuesdays a month) 


Grace McGrath 
Carol McKnight 
Nina Miller-Levine 
Paula Nath 
Patricia Noll 
Donald Rahelich 
John Vojtisek 


388-6013 
388-6227 
453-5067 
388-3025 
388-0933 
JOGSI 
388-3666 








THE UNIVERSITY OF IOWA 





May 29, 1992 


Dear Colleagues, 


Once again this summer members of the Acting Ensemble 
will be in residence at Bread Loaf to perform and to assist 
in classes. The major production will be Gertrude Stein's 
play THE MOTHER OF US ALL. Normally this is performed with 
Virgil Thompson's operatic score, but we'll be doing the 
piece differently -- more as a dream play. I chose the play 
because, in this Columbus year, it deals with American 
history in a highly imaginative way; and in this voting 
year it examines the life of Susan B. Anthony, who 
struggled for women's suffrage. 


We'll also be presenting two evenings of one act plays 
by Samuel Beckett. We plan to perform THEATRE I, COME AND 
GO, ROCKABYE and THAT TIME. 


Members of the Ensemble will also be available to work 
with your classes. The actors in residence this year will 
be Brian McEleney, Stephen Berenson, Anne Scurria, Barry 
Press, Cindy Rosenthal, Jim Lobdell, Irwin Appel and (a new 
member) Vanessa Marshall. 


We are eager to help in whatever way we can. As many of 
you know, actors are especially adept at exploring 
literature - scenes from plays, DOCEEY ECEN Original 
student writing, narrative. Normally they tend to explore 
voice, rhythm, possible intention, and so forth. But the 
actors can also develop improvisations for your class or 
present staged readings of material. They are happy to work 
in small groups outside of class or to work as tutors. 


Rather than listing examples of the actors! work, this 
year we'd like to invite faculty members to a special 
session to talk about possibilities. We'll schedule this as 
soon as we arrive at Bread Loaf - certainly within the 
first few days. 


It's very easy to request actors in your class: just 





Theatre Arts Department 107 Theatre Arts Bldg. Iowa City, Iowa 52242-1705 319/335-2700 








ask me or talk to one of them. We're eager to help you, 
quick to plan, and open to every suggestion. 


Finally, this summer several actors will be offering 
special workshops open to all students. Trewin Wall Orter 
one on speaking Shakespeare's language; Barry will offer 
one in improvisation and writing; Jim will do something on 
readers! theater. There may be more. 


If you have any questions, ideas or requests, please 
give me a call in the evenings: 319-351-6952. Of course you 
can also wait till we all arrive on the mountain. Thanks -- 
I'm looking forward to working together. 


Sincerely, 


Wea, Wet 


Alan MacVey 
Bread Loaf Thed@tre Supervisor 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


22 June 1992 
To: All Bread Loaf Faculty Members 
From: Jim Madde 


Alan Mokler and the Bread Loaf Acting Ensemble will hold a 
meeting in the Blue Parlor this Wednesday, June 24, at 5:00 for all 
faculty members--returning as well as first-year--who might be 
interested in inviting members of the Ensemble to their classrooms. 
The purpose of the meeting will be to describe the great variety of 
pedagogical functions that the Ensemble can fill in a class. 
Several returning faculty members will be on hand to talk about 
their use of the Ensemble in the past. 


If you are already familiar with the Ensemble's classroom 
visits, it probably isn't necessary for you to come to this 
meeting. If, however, you anticipate using the Ensemble in your 
classes, you should get in touch with Alan and/or members of the 
Ensemble, to describe what you think your needs will be during the 
summer. 


There is of course no expectation, much less a requirement, 
that you use the Ensemble in your classroom--or that you come to 
this meeting. This meeting is held solely to give you information 
and to answer any questions you might have. 





June 18, 1992 
Mr. Nicholas Clifford 
Provost 
Middlebury College 
Middlebury VT 05753 


Dear Nick, 

I am writing to invite you and Deborah to the opening reception of the Bread Loaf 
School of English at Treman Cottage on the Bread Loaf campus at 5:00 p.m. on Tuesday, June 
23. Dinner will follow at 6:00. Then at 7:30 there will be a brief opening ceremony in the Little 
Theatre, at which new students will be welcomed and the faculty will be introduced to the 
student body. Immediately after, there will be an informal reception for the entire School. 

I hope that you will be able to attend these festivities. I look forward to seeing you there. 

Cordially. 


James Maddox 
Director 


JM/ese 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


June 23, 1992 


Dear Colleague: 


This letter is addressed to all Bread Loaf faculty. A variant of this letter will be familiar 
to returning colleagues, but it would be nice if you would refresh your memory about our 
grading strategies anyway. 


Your grading at Bread Loaf should in general reflect the grading you do at your home 
institution for students in a Master’s program. In general, grades from A (or, in very 
exceptional cases, A+) to A- should indicate a distinguished performance. Grades from B+ to B- 
cover a fairly broad range, from quite good work (B+) to passing but undistinguished 
performance. Grades from B+ to B- cover a fairly broad range, from quite good work (B+) to 
passing but undistinguished work (B-). C is a grade for work that does not merit a pass. F is for a 
total failure in the course, usually reflecting a failure to finish the work. 


Final grades at Bread Loaf in recent years suggest that as a normal expectation, at least 
half of them will be B+ or better. First-year students do not always do as well as their more 
experienced Bread Loaf peers, but many surprise us in impressive ways. 


More important than the grades on the transcript are the comments I ask you to write 
on each student at the time you submit your grades. These judgments become a part of the 
School’s records and are helpful in determining whether to readmit a student and, probably 
more importantly, in the preparation of letters of recommendation, a massive number of 
which we write for the students every year. I attach a statement of School policy regarding 
these comments since they are included under the Family Education Rights and Privacy Acts of 
1974, 


Some kind of early paper could help spot trouble - a weak student, a miscalculation in 
the demands of the course, etc. Most members of the faculty in literature assign a six- to eight- 
page paper due about July 15; another about July 29. That observation carries nothing 
prescriptive about it. 


We have in recent summers become plagued with late papers and excuses for extensions. 
It’s probably a good idea to announce your policy on due dates early on. Community casualness 
in regard to deadlines can create problems you don’t need in August. On behalf of the students, I 
ask please that any papers not ready by the end of classes be given to Elaine and Betsy for 
mailing if the student has left before Commencement. All comment cards must be turned in 
prior to your departure. I think the obligation of the faculty here is clear. 


Most students at Bread Loaf should achieve a grade of B without difficulty. Clearly the 
crucial grade is B-. If a weak first-year student has made good progress and you believe that he 
or she could become a Master’s candidate at Bread Loaf, it is reasonable to give a grade of B-. If 
returning students have in your judgment been done a disservice by being reaccepted, please do 
not make the problem of termination more difficult by awarding B’s when they should not be 
encouraged to continue. Think of yourself and your next summer's colleagues. 








B- is a probationary grade. This grade is your recommendation that a student be 
readmitted the following summer on probation. If he or she then fails to achieve B or better in 
both courses, we will not readmit. A Bread Loaf faculty member can no longer in this age of 
academic litigation give a student a passing grade and then suggest in confidence that I not 
readmit her or him. You can, of course, recommend, but I have little choice but to readmit on 
probation. If the School faces the problem of the marginal student early in his or her Bread 
Loaf career, we (I, you, he and she) can be spared much anguish at Commencement time. 


Enclosed is a list of first-year students. Please give them a particularly careful scrutiny 
for their sake and yours. 


I will be glad to discuss with you problems of student workload, grading, and standards 
of the School. 


Sincerely, 


U 
~ James H. Maddox 
Director 


JHM/ese 








June 23, 1992 
TO: Faculty 
FROM: Jim Maddox 
RE: Auditors 


We have advised students that no auditors are permitted in writing courses, afternoon 
seminars and workshops. You are, of course, free to admit auditors to any of your courses; you 
should simply recognize that if you do so in courses in the above categories, you may possibly 
receive complaints from students we've already waved off. 


Although students are encouraged to audit an additional literature course, auditing 
means simply attending class unless you invite participation. Some teachers find it best to 
open class discussions only to those students formally enrolled. Each year there are a few 
complains about courses in which auditors dominate the discussion and create some morale 
problems. But you should consider the decision on auditor participation to be entirely your 
own. 


JHM/ese 





June 29, 1992 
Memo to: Bread Loaf Faculty 


From: Jim Maddox 


Re: Auditors 


Since the students in Lee Patterson’s NEH Seminar have their entire mornings 
occupied, I have decided to allow them to ask you about the possibility of auditing your 
afternoon classes. Please feel free to follow your own policies and to deny the request if that is 
best for you and your class. 





6/20/92 
Dear Faculty, 


Welcome to Bread Loaf. The following information may be helpful to 
you this summer. 

Treman Cottage is always open to faculty, their spouses and guests. 
Before lunch and dinner every day we provide Vermont cheddar, crackers, 
mixers and ice,. Coffee is available after dinner. Come and relax in Treman 
anytime. I ask only that you conduct student conferences elsewhere. 

Desk copies of many books are in Treman. Check with me, Michael 
Brittain or Cristen Brooks if you would like a copy. Michael, Cristen, and I 
are the three assistants to the Director. We hope to help you and your 
families throughout the summer,. We can be reached via the front desk of 
the Inn, and often we hover around Treman. 

You and your children are welcome to use the College athletic 
facilities. Hours for the field house and the pool are available at the front 
desk. These hours will be published soon the The Crumb. Children must be 
accompanied by an adult and you will be asked to show your college ID. 
Please ask your children to avoid the barn area during classes (8:30-5:30). 
Classes are easily disrupted on this quiet campus. After dinner there are 
frequent volleyball games on the East Lawn. Everyone is invited to play. 

There is a children’s table in the dining hall. Head waiters Jeanne 
Leiby and Peter Newton will assign the best waiters to serve the young. 

I would be grateful if you could supply me with the names, ages and 
expected dates of residence of your children. The meal plan forms attached 
to this letter can be used to supply this information. Payment is usually 
made during the last week of the session. Faculty guests must pay for 
meals at the full rate ($4, $6 and $8). 

Hugh Coyle is the editor of the daily newspaper, The Crumb. All 
Crumb submissions must be received by Hugh by 8:30 a.m. He would 
appreciate it if you would submit material a day early whenever possible. 
Announcements may be left for Hugh at the front desk or left with Elaine 
Hall and Betsy Evans the hard working administrative office staff. Good 
luck with everything. Cristen, Michael and I will try to make the summer a 
smooth one. 


Sincerely, 


Douglas Woodsum 
Assistant to the Director 





Meal Plans - Faculty Children 
1992 


While love and fame may be the food of poets, children generally 
require more conventional fare. While Bread Loaf defies the Chicago School 
of Economics by offering free lunch (and dinner and breakfast) to those 
four and under, you may wish to nourish your older children according to 
one of the following meal plans. 


Full Session Rate: $427.00 If your child is over four years old and will 
be with us for the entire session, this meal plan will prove the most 
palatable. As the board charge for students is $855 your child gets a 50% 
discount just for selecting such distinguished parents. If your child misses 
one meal consistently (breakfast, perhaps?), we can deduct the cost of the 
missed meal from the final bill according to the following schedule: 
breakfast - 25%; lunch - 35%; dinner - 40%. (Thus, for example, if your 
child eats only lunch and dinner in the Dining Room, the charge for the 
entire session will be 75% of $427 or 320. 


Weekly Rate: $71 If your child will be here for only part of the session, 
you can arrange to be billed by the week. As above, if your child misses 
one meal consistently, an appropriate percentage of the cost can be 
deducted. 


Individual Meal Rate: Breakfast $2 Lunch $3 Dinner $4 

If your child eats in the Dining Room only on occasion, this is a tasty 
option. Please note that these rates apply to faculty children only. Other 
guests must for over $4 for breakfast, $6 for lunch, and $8 for dinner. 
Please keep an accurate count of all meals eaten. 


Bills for the meal plan you have chosen may be paid at the end of the 
session. I would be happy to meet with you at your convenience to 
complete the attached form. As always, I will be glad to try to answer any 
questions you may have. 


Thanks for your cooperation, 


Woody Woodsum 





MEAL PLANS - FACULTY CHILDREN 1992 
Please fill out a separate form for each child over four years of age. 
Meals Regularly Missed: 


Breakfast 


MEAL PLANS - SELECT ONE: 
1. Full Session Rate ------ $427.00 


Percentage Deducted for Meals Regularly Missed 
Adjust Cost 


2. Weekly Rate -------- $71.00 


Percentage Deducted for Meals Regularly Missed 
Adjust Cost Per Week 

Number of Weeks 

Total Cost 


3. Individual Meal Rates: 


Breakfast ------ $2.00 
Puncha ce ee $3.00 
Dinner --------- $4.00 


I AGREE TO COUNT ALL MEALS EATEN ON THE INDIVIDUAL MEAL PLAN. 








Signature 





BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 





July 29, 1992 
To: Bread Loaf Faculty Members 


From: Jim Maddox, Director Gee Mad Mie p) 


Enclosed are the Comment Cards, Grade Rosters, and notation of seniors in your course(s). Would 
you please verify immediately that every student listed is, in fact, taking your course and that there 
are no students listed of whom you are not aware? 

FINAL EXAMS 

Please let Elaine in the office know whether or not you are giving exams by Friday, July 31. If 
you are giving exams, you should give Elaine the exam(s) to be reproduced no later than the morning of 
August 5. 


There is no need to proctor exams. Please remain with your class for about fifteen minutes to 
answer questions, and let your students know where you can be reached. 


Students should not be given more than three hours to complete an examination. 
Exams are scheduled for the following days and times: 

8:30 classes - Thursday, August 6 - 9:00-12:00 

9:30 classes - Thursday, August 6 - 2:00-5:00 

10:30 classes - Friday, August 7 - 9:00-12:00 

11:30 classes - Friday, August 7 - 2:00-5:00 


Afternoon classes that have exams are scheduled depending on the majority of students’ 
schedules. For any changes in this schedule, please see Elaine. 


Exam books and copies of the exams will be brought to the Barn classroom for you well before 
the exam starts. Please return to the Barn at the end of the exam time to pick up your students’ 
bluebooks. 


Blue books of graduating seniors should be read at once, and the final grades should be returned 
to Elaine no later than 11 a.m. on Saturday, August 8. 


GRADES 


Please submit grades and comment cards as speedily as you can: on Friday or Saturday morning 
in the office or on Saturday afternoon or early Sunday, August 9, at the Front Desk; the Bread Loaf 
office moves from the Mountain to the Middlebury campus on Monday morning. Any exam you grade 
below a B minus should be turned over to Elaine with your comment cards and course rosters. 


Please, if at all possible, do not assign the grade of Incomplete; only in rare cases does the 
School ever use this grade. The grounds for assigning it must be personal or family emergencies. In any 








case, if you want to assign a final grade of Incomplete, please review the situation with me first. Before 
assigning such a grade, arrangements must be made in writing with the student for completing the work 
in the course in a timely fashion. Students with this grade should be instructed to forward completed 
work to the Bread Loaf office for transmittal to the instructor. If the work is not completed by the 
deadline established, a grade of F will be recorded. 


COMMENT CARDS 


Please provide an appraisal of each student on the Comment Card. This evaluation of the 
student's work will explain the significance of the grade and will be helpful in readmitting students or 
in denying readmission, in academic counseling and above all in preparation of letters of 
recommendation. (If students know that your evaluation of their work is available in the Bread Loaf 
office, they may not feel the need to request letters of recommendation from you during the winter. At 
least this is our hope.) 


If you assign a student a grade of B- or lower, you should offer clear reasons for the grade. A B- 
will bring credit for the course, but is a signal that the student must improve in order to proceed toward 
the degree or, perhaps, should not be encouraged to continue on with the degree. A grade of C+ or lower 
signals that denial of readmission is called for. I hope that Comment Cards will give me clear advice 
in such cases, and that the comments will be in keeping with the letter grade assigned. It is difficult to 
give proper guidance to students if faculty members recommend denial of readmission and yet award 
passing grades. 


I also ask for your judgment as to whether the quality of the student's writing and ability to 
work independently make the student fully qualified to undertake an Independent Reading Project. A 
simple "yes," "no," or "doubtful" is an adequate signal. In recent years we have had a disturbingly large 
number of weak Independent Reading Projects, and I would encourage you to be rigorous in making this 
judgment. I also ask your opinion as to the advisability of the student’s attending Oxford where a great 
deal of independent work is crucial to the program. 


Comment cards are marked "Not Confidential" if the student has indicated that he or she 
reserves the right to review his or her record. Needless to say, you are free to follow your own policy in 
writing evaluations under these circumstances. 











MEDD EB URAYSIC OL LE GE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


May 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf Faculty and Staff: 


As many of you are well aware, the School of English has tried to be as accommodating 
as possible in regards to guests and visitors on campus. Over the past several years, the number 
of requests for guest rooms has far exceeded the small number we have, and those few rooms 
are normally reserved for visiting lecturers and project directors. 


Please advise your guests that they should make arrangements well in advance with a 
local motel, inn, bed-and-breakfast, or campground for lodging. Vermont thrives on the tourist 
business in the summer, and lodging can be difficult (if not impossible) to find unless it's 
booked early. At the School of English, we simply cannot guarantee that there will be space 
available on campus for your guests, especially on the short notice we usually receive, and it 
makes us feel like horrible people when we're held responsible for not being able to put up last- 
minute guests for the night or weekend. Also, be advised that if guests are to be accommodated 
on Campus, you will ultimately be responsible for the charges incurred during their stay (the 
going rate last summer was $20 per night per person, not including meals). These arrangements 
should be made with the front desk. You can check with me in the Bread Loaf office about the 
availability of rooms; I will assign those that are open on a first-come, first-serve basis. 


I apologize in advance for any inconvenience or problems which this might incur for 
you or your potential guests. Advance planning is the surest way to avoid them, even though we 
do tend to live day to day on the Mountain! 


Best wishes, 


Vy) 2 
Laine) 
aine Hall 


Administrative Secretary 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 


Bread Loaf School of English 


May 1992 


Dear Colleague: 


Since the rental costs of academic 
regalia for Commencement Night have become so 
exorbitant, may I please ask you to bring your 
cap, gown, and hood, if you own them. 


Cordially, 


~ 


James Maddox 
Director 


JM/elh 





Letters to the Students 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School! of English 


15 May 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf Student: 


I am writing to welcome both returning Bread Loaf students and those who will be 
spending their first summer on the Mountain. We have a great faculty, wonderful courses, and a 
production of Gertrude Stein’s The Mother of Us All this summer; it all promises to be 
unforgettable. Now to business. 


Student bills have been sent from Middlebury College and are payable upon receipt. All 
bills must be paid in full by Registration Day or they will be assessed a late fee. Those students 
admitted after June 1 should make every effort to pay prior to arriving. 


The Bread Loaf campus is twelve miles from Middlebury. The Bread Loaf taxi will meet 
all Vermont Transit buses at Middlebury Gulf Station (the closest bus stop) on Rt. 7 South in 
Middlebury on June 23; do not get off at Middlebury College itself. There are Vermont Transit 
buses from Montreal, Boston, Albany, and New York City. Buses leave the Burlington bus 
station at 7:30 and 11:30 A.M. and 2:30 and 5:00 P.M. They leave the airport at 11:05 A.M. and 
2:00 and 4:30 P.M. 


The closest airport is in Burlington which is 40 miles north of Middlebury. Several 
airlines land in Burlington; your travel agent should have no trouble making connections for 
you. Travel from Burlington to Middlebury can be made on Vermont Transit buses, or you can 
get a taxi for $55 or so right to Bread Loaf. 


If you are traveling by car, you should turn off U.S. 7 at the junction of State Highway 
125, four miles south of Middlebury. The Bread Loaf campus is eight miles mostly up and east 
of this junction on Rt. 125. The School will provide taxi service at modest cost during the 
summer so that you can get to Middlebury some afternoons if you don't have a car. 


Please return the enclosed arrival card as soon as you know your plans and before June 
15th, so we can plan either to meet you at the bus station or to greet you when you drive in. 


Upon arrival at Bread Loaf, you should go to the Inn Desk to check in and receive your 
room and post office box assignments from the Inn Managers. You will also receive a Basic 
Information publication which you should read as soon as you are settled in your room. There 
will also be fellow students called Green Ribbon Greeters who will help you locate your room, 
direct you to the various places you need to stop at for registration and answer questions you 
may have. The second stop is the Bread Loaf Office where you will register or confirm your 
courses with Elaine Hall and find out where your classes will meet. The next stop is the Blue 
Parlor, where you will be welcomed by Sandy LeGault and Betsy Evans of the Bread Loaf Office, 
a representative of the Accounting Office of Middlebury College, and the Bread Loaf Nurse. Here 
you will settle your financial account, receive an ID card, turn in late medical forms, register 
your car, etc. I too will be there to welcome you. That is a quick overview of registration. You 
are then free to find the bookstore, your room and other points of interest. We would like to ask 











that you purchase from the bookstore only the books for your enrolled classes. If you are 
auditing a class, please wait a couple of days before purchasing these books to ensure that 
enrolled members get the books they need. 


The School will officially open with a brief and friendly ceremony in the Little Theatre 
at 7:30 p.m. on June 23rd. Following the opening ceremony will be a reception in the Barn. 


The first meal served will be lunch at 1:00 on Tuesday, June 23. No rooms will be 
available before the morning of June 23, except for waiters, waitresses, computer assistants, 
theater assistants and green ribbon greeters who must arrive on Monday, June 22. Rooms will 
be ready for faculty and staff on Sunday, June 21. Students with difficult travel plans and who 
need to arrive on Monday, June 22, may do so after contacting the Bread Loaf office. For these 
people, the Bread Loaf taxi will be operating. 


You should bring informal clothing for country wear, both for cool (40° to 50°) and 
warm (75° to 90°F), wet and dry weather. Vermont weather is notoriously fickle. Bring insect 
repellent, preferably Cutters or Deet. Some people have found that Avon Skin So Soft bath oil 
works as a nice repellent. If you choose not to use the Nu-Way linen rental service, (see 
enclosure) you must bring your own linen, unless you are on the faculty or staff. Bread Loaf 
provides blankets, bedspreads and pillows free of charge. 


Radios and stereos (unless you use earphones) are not permitted in the dormitories, 
which are far from soundproof. If you’re new to Bread Loaf, it may seem strange to ban these 
seeming necessities of modern life, but the rule is firm; in an isolated setting where study is a 
constant pursuit, the noise of even one radio can be unbelievably disruptive. Silence is 
maintained during the hours of 11 P.M. to 7:00 AM. to offer the opportunity for sleep. Please 
leave portable TV's, refrigerators, microwaves, hot plates and coffee pots at home. Hot plates 
and coffee pots can be a fire hazard. (Medical supplies needing refrigeration may be given to our 
Nurse.) 


A subscription to the New York Times may be purchased by returning the enclosed 
form. 


For your convenience bring traveler's checks, which may be cashed at the Front Desk. 
Until August 1, banks will honor personal checks in amounts not exceeding $20 - an 
inconvenience not in my control. And after that, no honor and no checks at all. The obliging 
Front Desk Team, however, will gladly cash $50 personal and traveler's checks throughout the 
session. 


Pets are not allowed in dormitories or in school buildings. If you must bring an animal, 
please make prior arrangements to have it kept off campus. A barking dog can seriously 
disrupt a class on a quiet mountain campus. You do neither your colleagues nor your pet a 
service in bringing it on campus. 


The Inn Managers ask me to advise you that guests are not to be invited for overnight 
visits in student rooms. There are several nice motels, inns and bed-and-breakfast places in 
the area. 


You should inform correspondents to address you at: (Your name), Bread Loaf School of 
English, Bread Loaf Rural Station, Middlebury VT 05753. The most common delay in receiving 
mail is the lack of your name. Please make clear that this address is, alas, temporary. Notify 
your Post Office to forward your mail to Bread Loaf only until August 5. Newspapers, magazines 
and other than first class mail cannot be forwarded. Express packages sent in advance should 
be addressed to you at the Bread Loaf School of English, Tilden House, Middlebury College, 
Middlebury VT 05753. 


The telephone switchboard closes at 11 P.M. Late evening calls should be completed by 
this time. Incoming calls should be received well before 11 P.M. as it rings into the Inn 





Manager’s home after this time. Please remind your family and friends of any time 
differential between their home and Vermont. Emergency telephone messages, of course, will 
be delivered at any time. The Bread Loaf campus telephone is 802-388-7945. There are also pay 
phones available on campus. 


I hope that you have a cool and pleasant trip to the Mountain. You will then be ready to 
plunge into an enjoyable, intellectually rewarding summer. I look forward to seeing you. 


Cordially, 


aa : 
CLA 
James H. Maddox 


Director 
JHM/elh 


P.S. If you discover at the last moment that you are unable to attend Bread Loaf this summer, 

call the Bread Loaf office at 802-388-3711, Ext. 5418 by June 16th or 802-388-7945 after 
June 16th. We have a waiting list of very good candidates, and I would hate to have them lose 
out on a chance to attend Bread Loaf. 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 
onbbavey 2b) Abs)e) 2 


Health Services 


Dear Student, 


We are pleased to welcome you to the 1992 session of the Bread Loaf 
School of English. Please help us to anticipate and meet your health 
needs by completing one of the enclosed confidential Health Forms and 
return it to: Parton Health Center, Carr Hall, Middlebury College, 
Middlebury, Vermont 05753. A physician's or psychotherapist's statement 
QUEEN ene de tat SNOraalyy ChhOnle Condition t onionNngon ng Neale ana om 
psychological problems will assist us in providing optimal care. The 
Health Center handles most primary health care needs, but the College 
Cannot guarantee that all health care needs will be met on campus or in 
Middlebury. 





The summer program can be intensive and stress-producing. If you have 
had or are now experiencing stress-related physical or emotional 
symptoms, e.g., head/stomachaches, sleeping problems or depression, 
please consult your health care provider before arriving on campus. 

We encourage you to utilize College health services this summer if you 
experience any stress-related problems. Tf you have or anticipate 
special health needs, please contact the Health Center before May 24 
Qe BNécer~ sue Lil ae SO2Z/SE88SS7IL, SMe, DIS. 


We hope your experience this summer will be satisfying and rewarding. 


Sincerely, AKG 
r Li ey ME A i 
GP Umaga sS Hahle a Kast 
Gary F. Margolis, Ph.D KAthleen Rea VAR N SN 
Ditsaceogu ot Counseling Administrative Director 
and Human Relations Parton Health Center 


Enclosure 





BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


Student Health Services 
Telephone: 388-7946, ext. 14 


Clinic Hours: 8 a.m. - 4 p.m., Monday - Friday 
OF Ayame 4 p.m Saturday & Sunday 


Middlebury College offers health services through the Cornwall 
Clinic, Parton Health Center, and The Center for Counseling and Human 
Relations. On the Bread Loaf campus, a registered nurse is on campus 
from 8 a.m. to 4 p.m., Monday thru Friday and 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. on 
Saturday and Sunday. A nurse practitioner is available by appointment 
for intermediate health care intervention. 


The following health services are available to students: 
* Assessment and treatment of injuries and illnesses; 

* Consultation regarding chronic health problems; 

* Allergy injections; 

* Health education; 


* Referrals to medical or counseling resources for care beyond 
the scope provided by Middlebury College; 


* Inpatient accomodations when necessary; 


* A one-day supply of basic medications and certain laboratory 
tests; 


* Psychological counseling (see below) 


EMERGENCIES AFTER-HOURS: After hours, students may go directly to the 
Emergency Room at Porter Medical Center in Middlebury if treatment 
cannot wait until the Cornwall Clinic reopens. A physician is always 
on duty at the Emergency Room. Depending on the situation, there may 
be charges for the Emergency Room and related professional services. 
There is always a charge for laboratory tests, x-rays, hospital 
admission and actual medical emergencies. 


SERIOUS EMERGENCIES: In situations perceived as life threatening or 
serious medical emergencies such as difficulty in breathing, significant 
loss of blood, unconsciousness, or back and neck injuries, call the 
Middlebury Volunteer Ambulance Service at 388-3333. PERSONS WITH NECK 
OR SPINAL INJURIES SHOULD NEVER BE MOVED. 


PSYCHOLOGICAL COUNSELING 


The Center for Counseling and Human Relations is located in Carr 
Hall on the Middlebury College campus. Three psychological counselors 
are available for crisis intervention, for short-term counseling and for 
making referrals to local therapists for students wishing more intensive 
or long-term summer help. For appointments call 388-3711, ext. 5141 
between 8 a.m. and 2:30 p.m. 

If you need to speak to a counselor after-hours, contact Counseling 








Service of Addison County at 388-6751 or 388-7641. 
ACCIDENT INSURANCE 


Middlebury College DOES NOT provide sickness insurance, but does 
automatically provide accident insurance for students while they are 
enrolled in the summer session. Walter Sussenguth and Associates will 
pay for the expense of treating injuries up to a total of $2,000 for any 
one accident. The company will cover the first $100 of an accident. 
Claims in excess of $100 will be paid only if they are not payable under 
the terms of other policies covering the student. Covered treatment 
includes x-rays, laboratory tests, surgery, physician's visits, nursing 
care, hospital care and treatment, and prescription drugs. The expense 
for dental treatment of injuries to sound natural teeth is limited to 
$1,000. 

Claims should be reported within 30 days from the date of the 
accident and applicable medical bills must be submitted within 90 days 
BOR 

Boston Mutual Life Insurance Company 
Student Health Claims 
120 Royall Street 
Canton, Massachusetts 02021 


You should be aware of the limitations and exclusions of this plan 
before making a claim for benefits. You may obtain claim forms at the 
Cornwall Building. If you have any questions, please contact the 
company at the above address or use the toll free number: 1-800-669-2668 


CONFIDENTIALITY 


The College health services maintain confidentiality of your 
records, appointments and conversations. Ordinarily, no information of 
a personal nature is transmitted to anyone without your written consent. 
Exceptions are made when there is a clear and present danger to you or 
the life of another person. In such cases, deans, family, Security 
and/or professional personnel may be notified. An attempt is made to 
contact the person named on the confidential health form, if a student 
is unconscious, critically ill, seriously injured or about to undergo 
emergency surgery. In such situations, College health care personnel 
reserve the right to notify the director or dean of the school. 

In cases of assault, health care staff will urge that in the 
interests of personal and community safety, you report or allow staff to 
report, anonymous information about the occurrence to Campus Security 
and the Director of the Bread Loaf School of English. This report, 
however, is your decision and will be made only with your permission. 


TH 


Tn 





SUMMER SCHOOL HEALTH FORM 





(Short Version) 


NAME (please print) 
Last First 


Summer Program 


, Social Security Number / / 





1. Have you been a student at Middlebury College in the past three 
years? 
-If not, disregard this form and complete the enclosed four-page, 
long version Health Form. 
-If so, please complete this form in lieu of the four-page, long 
version Health Form. 


2. Please indicate the year when you last attended Middlebury 
College 


3. If you were enrolled at Middlebury as an undergraduate, please 
indicate the year you graduated 


4. Are you currently enrolled at Middlebury as an undergraduate? 
-If so, what year will you graduate? 


5. If you have changed your name, indicate your previous name 

6. Has there been any changes in your health since last attending 
Middlebury? 
If so, please list specific diagnosis, the treatment regimen recommended, 
medications you are currently taking, name and address of your caregiver, 


and any other details which may be helpful to us. 





Signature Date 
Please return this form to: George F. Parton Health Center 
Carr Hall 


Middlebury College 
Middlebury, VT 05753 








Seen a 





Bread Loaf School of English 





PARTON HEALTH CENTER 
MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
Tel. (802) 388-3711, ext. 5135 











Name 





LAST 


Date of Birth: 


FIRST 





Home Address: 








Home Tel: ( ) 





S.S. # 


HEALTH FORM 


INSTRUCTIONS: This form must be completed, signed, and submitted in order for you to attend Middlebury College. The 
information will be held in confidence as part of your health records at the College. Contents of your health file will not jeopardize 
your admission to Middlebury College. Itis in your interest that your health records be complete. Please attach additional sheets 


if necessary. 





Please return the completed forms to the address above. Thank you for your cooperation. 





PERSONAL HEALTH HISTORY 
Have you ever had or have you now: (Please check and describe at right of each item) 


YES NO YEAR COMMENTS 





Migraine 





YES NO YEAR 


COMMENTS 





Jaundice or hepatitis 





Frequent or severe headache | 


Rectal disease 





Fainting spells 


Kidney or bladder infection 











Concussion or severe head injury 


Kidney stone 








Head or neck x-rays or 
radiation treatments 


Albumin or blood in urine 








Mother used D.E.S. during 





Sinusitis 


pregnancy with you 








Hearing loss 


Abnormal pap smear 





Other ear, nose & throat trouble 


lFibroayste breasts 











Eye trouble other than for glasses 


Bone, joint, or other deformity 








Asthma 


Shoulder dislocation 





Cigarette or other tobacco use 


+— 
Knee problems 





Pneumonia 


Recurrent back pain 





Chronic Cough 





Neck and/or back injury 








Tumor or Cancer 





High blood pressure 


Broken bones 








Rheumatic fever 





Swollen or painful joints 





Arthritis, rheumatism or bursitis 





Heart Trouble 


KER 


Paralysis 





| Tuberculosis or positive TB test 


Diabetes or sugar in urine 




















Pain or pressure in chest 
= 


Thyroid trouble 





Lyme Disease 





Cogenital heart disease 


Ț Skin disease 





Pilonidal cyst 





Mitral valve prolapse 


F 





Epilepsy or seizure disorder 














Elevated cholestrol 








Malaria 








| 


Blood disorders 








Anemia 





Mononucleosis 











Learning disability 











Shortness of breath 





Severe or recurrent abdominal pain 





Hernia 














Obesity 








Positive HIV Antibody test/AIDS 


Vegetarian 


















Ulcer (duodenal or stomach) 











Chronic Fatigue Syndrome 








Irritable bowel syndrome 








Eating disorder 





Inflammatory bowel 








Problems with alcohol or drug use 








Lactose intolerance 





Serious depression 





Self-induced vomiting | 














Excessive worry or anxiety 














| Gall bladder trouble or gallstones | 





Sexually transmitted diseases 























Please check each item "YES" or "NO." 
For every item checked "YES," please explain fully in blank space on right 








YES NO 


EE 
oE 


ae 
Ee) 
BS 


O 
ae 
OO 


Have you ever experienced adverse If yes, please explain fully: type of reaction, your age when the reaction 


reactions (hypersensitivity, allergies, occurred, and how often the experience has occurred.) 
upset stomach, rash, hives, etc.) to: 


Penicillin 





Sulfa 


Other antibiotics 
(Name: 











Aspirin 


Codeine 





Other pain relievers 
(Name: 


Horse serum 








Local anesthetics 


Other drugs, medicines, chemicals 
(Name: 








YES NO 


ae 
fe) 
OO 
Oo 
ia 
mim 
L 


Are you allergic to: 

















Foods (please list) Name of allergist: 

Stinging insects (please specify Address: 

Molds, pollen 

Animals (please specify) Telephone: ( ) 

Other (please specify) Date series begun: 

Do you receive allergy desensitization injections? Please describe any adverse reactions to these injections: 


Do you wish to continue allergy desensitization injections 
at Middlebury College Health Center? If so, please 
supply the information in the right-hand column. 








—Please bring your serum with you, along with complete directions and a schedule for the injections— 





YES NO 


io 


Do you use medicine regularly? Please list any drugs, medicines, chemicals, vitamins and minerals (both 
prescription and non-prescription) you use and indicate how often you use them. We recommend that you 
bring what you anticipate needing. 


(Name) 





(Name) 





(Name) 











Please indicate year for any of the following childhood illnesses you have experienced: 


Chickenpox Measles Rubella (German Measles) 


Diphtheria Mumps Scarlet Fever 














[ ] E Have you ever had any problems for which 
you have received counseling or psycho- 
therapy? If so, please describe. 








[_] |] Have you ever been a patient in any type of 
hospital? (If yes, specify when, where and 
diagnosis.) 











[C] C] Have you had any operations? (If yes, 
please describe and give year in which 
they were performed.) 














[] C] Have you ever had any serious illnesses 
or injuries other than those already noted? 
(If yes, specify when and where and give 
details.) 

















m C] Do you use corrective eyewear? Please copy your prescription(s) here: 


Eyeglasses: prescription: 








Contact lenses: prescription: 





Note: We recommend that you bring an extra pair. 





Has any blood relative of yours had any of the following? 























YES NO RELATIONSHIP YES NO RELATIONSHIP 

Diabetes Depression 
High blood pressure Other serious illness (specify): 
Stroke 
Cancer (Type: ) 
Heart attack before age 55 If either parent or any sibling is 

i C deceased, please list relation- 
Cholesterol or blood fat disorder ship to you, age at death, and 
Alcoholism cause of death. 
Sickle cell anemia 
Glaucoma 

















IMMUNIZATIONS 


VACCIINE TYPE MONTH, DAY & YEAR FOR EACH DOSE 








10 
























































YEAR 
DPT or Td (Diphtheria, Pertussis, Tetanus Š 2 BOQSTER 
or Tetanus, Diphtheria) 
Polio - not required after 18th birthday 
Measles (red or hard measles) Vaccine DENS o 
check type: L] Live L] Killed* [J Unknown Titer Date I 
*reimmunization required Disease DER ooo aa 
Rubella (3-day or German measles) Vaccine Date: / / 
Titer Date: / / 
Disease Date: / / 
Result: Was disease diagnosed by a physician? 











Measles and rubella vaccine - must be repeated if administered before first birthday. 








Have you ever had to discontinue study or restrict activities because of physical or nervous disturbances? If yes, explain fully. 














Have you ever had any limitation placed on the amount and type of physical exercise? If yes, explain fully 











SOURCES OF HEALTH CARE 
Please list the names, addresses, and telephone numbers of physicians, psychologists, or other health caregivers you now consult. 

















Name Field Name Field 
Address Address 

City, State City, State 

Tel. ( ) Tel. ( ) 











HEALTH INSURANCE COVERAGE 
Please list below any current insurance coverage such as Blue Cross/Blue Shield, public assistance, or private insurance. 


INSURANCE COMPANY ADDRESS GROUP/POLICY NUMBER 











EMERGENCY NOTIFICATION 
































In case of emergency please notify: In case of emergency please notify: 

Name Name 

Relationship Relationship 

Street Street 

City State City State 
Zip Telephone ( ) Zip Telephone ( ) 

Work Telephone ( ) Work Telephone ( ) 











My signature below indicates that: 

e | consent to medical and nursing treatment by the staff at the Health Center. 

e the information on this form is correct and complete to the best of my knowledge. 
e | understand that Middlebury College views my health as chiefly my responsibility. 


e If | require services, prescriptions, or referrals beyond the primary care services available at Parton Health Center, | shall assume 
the financial responsibility or negotiate satisfactory arrangements with the caregiver. 


e | hereby authorize the release of any information on file pertaining to my condition of health. | understand that my contacts with 
health and counseling services are held in confidence but that confidentiality may be broken if my life or that of any other 
person is in danger. 








DATE SIGNATURE OF STUDENT 








DATE SIGNATURE OF PARENT OR GUARDIAN 
(required if student is not yet 18 years old or if insurance listed 
above is in parent's or guardian's name) 


IF YOU HAVE ANY QUESTIONS, CALL THE HEALTH CENTER AT 388-3711, ext. 5135 





Bread Loaf School of English 
Middlebury College 
Middlebury VT 05753 


ACCIDENT INSURANCE 


Middlebury College does not provide sickness insurance, but does 
automatically provide accident insurance for students while they are 
enrolled in the summer session. 


Boston Mutual Life Insurance Company will pay for the expense of treating 
injuries up to a total of $2,000 for any one accident. The company will cover 
the first $100 of an accident. Claims in excess of $100 will be paid only to 
the extent that they are not payable under the terms of other policies 


covering the student. 


Covered treatment includes x-rays, laboratory tests, surgery, physician’s 
visits, nursing care, hospital care and treatment, and prescription drugs. 
The expense for dental treatment of injuries to sound natural teeth is 
limited to $1,000. 


Claims: In the event of accident, claims should be reported to Boston Mutual 
Life Insurance Company, Claims Division, 120 Royall Street, Canton MA 
02021 within 30 days from the date of the accident. Medical bills must be 
submitted within 90 days from date of treatment. Claim forms are available 
from the Parton Health Center, Middlebury College (802-388-3711, Ext. 
5135). If you have any questions concerning the limitations and exclusions of 
this plan or filing a claim, please contact Walter W. Sussenguth and 
Associates, the plan administrator at the above address, or use the toll-free 
number: 1-800-669-2668, Ext. 445. 


The insurance will be effective for the periods indicated below: 


English School, Vermont 23 June - 8 August 1992 

English School at Lincoln College, 29 June - 8 August 1992 
Oxford* 

English School at Santa Fe 30 June - 13 August 1992 


*Under Britain's medical program, you must have medical coverage to meet 
the treatment of medical conditions and problems you have on arrival in 
Britain. National Health will, at the discretion of our doctor, meet expenses 
of emergencies encountered during the summer. Expenses of hospitalization 
are paid by National Health under normal circumstances. Be sure to bring 
your medical insurance forms for claiming expenses under your own medical 
insurance plan. 





SEXUAL HARASSMENT 


Sexual harassment is a violation of an individual's basic civil rights and will not be tolerated by 
Middlebury College. Sexual harassment is against the law and violates Middlebury College's Policy. 

Middlebury College's Harassment Policy Statement (1992) prohibits harassment based on sex, sexual 
orientation, race, religion, national origin, age or physical ability. This policy states: 

"As an educational institution, Middlebury College is committed to maintaining a campus environment 
where bigotry and intolerance, including discrimination on the basis of sex, sexual orientation, race, ethnicity, 
religious beliefs, physical ability or age have no place, and where any form of coercion or harassment that insults 
the dignity of others and interferes with their freedom to learn or work is unacceptable. Harassment, as defined 
below, is antithetical to the mission of this College. In addition, many forms of harassment have been 
recognized as violations of the civil rights laws by the Federal Courts, by the U.S. Equal Employment 
Commission, by the State of Vermont and by the U.S. Department of Education. 

Middlebury College defines harassment as verbal or physical conduct which on the basis of sex, sexual 
orientation, race, religion, national origin, age or physical ability has the purpose or effect, from the point of 
view of a reasonable person, either of interfering with an individual's educational or work performance or of 
creating an intimidating, hostile or offensive educational, work or living environment. Harassment includes such 
conduct specifically directed at an individual or a small group of individuals and expresses hatred or contempt on 
the basis of stereotyped group characteristics or because of a person's identification with a particular group. 
Harassment also includes violence in word or deed or attempts to incite violence directed against members of these 
groups because of their group identification. In addition, harassment may include repeated slurs, or taunts in the 
guise of a joke, or disparaging references to others, when such conduct is based on sex, sexual orientation, race, 
ethnic origin, religion, physical ability or age. 

With specific reference to sexual harassment, in addition to conduct which creates a hostile 
environment, sexual harassment includes what a reasonable person would judge to be unwelcome sexual advances 
or requests for sexual favors which explicitly or implicitly affect educational or employment decisions concerning 
an individual. Those in positions of authority must recognize that in their relationships with subordinates and 
students there is always an element of unequal power. It is incumbent upon those with authority not to abuse the 
power with which they have been entrusted. 

Moreover, Middlebury College embraces the ethical standard set forth by the American Association of 
University Professors, which holds that a professor, in order to encourage the free pursuit of learning, must avoid 
any exploitation of students for his/her private advantage. Accordingly. faculty and staff members should be 
aware that romantic and sexual involvements with students over whom they have direct or indirect authority are 
discouraged by Middlebury College, even though such involvements need not always constitute a form of sexual 
harassment. 

Middlebury College recognizes that the protection of free and open speech and the open exchange of 
ideas is essential to any academic or artistic community. crucial for the activities of scholars and artists. It is, 
therefore, an important element in the “reasonable person standard” to be used in judging whether harassment has 
occurred. This harassment policy statement is meant neither to proscribe nor to inhibit discussions, in or out of 
the classroom, of complex, controversial or sensitive matters, including sex, sexual orientation, race, ethnicity, 
religious orientation, age or physical ability, when in the judgement of a reasonable person they arise 
appropriately and with respect for the dignity of others. Middlebury College is a community of learners and as 
such recognizes and affirms that free and honest intellectual inquiry, debate, and constructive dialogue are vital to 
the academic mission of the College and must be protected even when the views expressed are unpopular or 
controversial. Middlebury College also recognizes, however, that verbal conduct can be used specifically to 
intimidate or coerce and to inhibit genuine discourse, free inquiry and learning. Such abuses are unacceptable. If 
someone believes that another's speech or writing is offensive, wrong or hurtful, he or she is encouraged to 
express that judgement in the exercise of his or her own freedom of speech or to seek redress when appropriate. 

Middlebury College maintains that all members of its community have the right to participate in the life 
of the College without harassment or intimidation. The College remains firmly committed to protecting these 
rights for all members of the College community.” 

It is important to recognize that both men and women are affected by and can be the recipients of sexual 
harassment. Sexual harassment can occur between a faculty member and a student, a supervisor and a student 
employee, an adviser and a student, a staff person and a student, or between two students. Sexual harassment may 
also occur between a supervisor and an employee, two members of the staff, two members of the faculty, or a 
faculty member and a staff person. Sexual harassment may also involve groups of people. 

Examples of possible sexual harassment include, but are not limited to, the following: 


- repeated homophobic graffiti on an individual's message board 

- intrusive questions about one's personal life 

- intimidation, hostility, or condescension which is based on a person's gender or sexual orientation 
- repeated slurs, taunts, or humiliating jokes when such conduct is based on sex or sexual orientation 
- repeated requests for socializing when a person has indicated he/she is not interested 








- unwanted physical contact such as touching, pinching, brushing up against, patting or rubbing a 
traditionally sexual part of a person's body 
- trapping a person or in some way blocking movement 
- demands or requests for sexual favors accompanicd by threats about grades, recommendations, or your job. 
- promises of preferential treatment in exchange for sex 
- touching a person on a traditionally non-sexual part of the body after that person has indicated no desire 
for such physical contact 
- continuing to write suggestive notes or letters after being informed they are unwelcome 
- harassment, or retaliation of any kind for having previously filed a complaint 
What you can do to protect yourself: 
- Be sure the harasser knows you do not welcome this treatment 
and be clear about your limits: say “no” or “stop” 
- Avoid answering personal questions 
- Document where, when, and how you are being harassed 
Often sexual harassment issues can be resolved in an informal manner by verbally setting limits with the 
harasser or writing a limit-setting letter to the harasser. If this response doesn't stop the unwanted behavior or if 
you would like to speak with someone for advice, or to make a complaint, and if you are a College employee or a 
student during the academic year, you may bring your concem to: 
Shirley Fisler - Director of Human Resources 
Extension 5465 


Ann Hanson - Dean of Students 
Extension 5382 


Edward Martin - Professor of English 
Extension 5297 
If you are a student or employee at the Bread Loaf School of English, you may contact: 
Dixie Goswami - Director and Coordinator in the Program in Writing 
Extension 58 


Richard Brodhead - Professor of English 
388-4889 

if you are a student or employee at the Language Schools, you may bring your complaint to: 
Shirley Fisler - Director of Human Resources 


Extension 5465 


Ann Hanson - Dean of Students 

Extension 5382 
NOTE: At the Language Schools, many different cultures are represented, each with its own patterns of personal 
behavior. Cultural differences do not excuse inappropriate or offensive behavior; they do call for particular 
awareness of and sensitivity to other people's rights and dignity. 

Each of the people mentioned above has been designated to listen to sexual harassment concerns and 
advise you. If you are a student, other resources on campus are: The Counseling Service, Parton Health Center, the 
nurse at Bread Loaf, the College Chaplain, or the Director of Health Education. Your discussions with any of these 
resource people will be confidential and will not necessarily commit you to further action. If you are an employee, 
you may also contact the Human Resources Department, your supervisor, or your department chairperson. 

Many forms of sexual harassment also violate Federal and State Laws. You may also contact the Civil 
Rights Division of the Attorney General's Office in Vermont at 828-3171 and you may contact the Regional 
Office of the U.S. Department of Education Office for Civil Rights in Boston, MA at (617) 223-9662 for advice 
and support. If you are an employee, an additional resource is the district Equal Employment Opportunity 
Commission office at (617) 565-3200. If you choose to contact one of these offices, your conversations will be 
confidential and will not commit you to further action unless you choose to file a complaint with one of these 
offices. 


You have a right to be treated with respect and dignity as an employee or student at 
Middlebury College. 


NOTE: For a full statement of College policy and options available within the College for resolving a 
complaint, see the College Handbook. Copies of the College Handbook are available at the Office of Health 
Education, Carr Hall or the Dean of Students’ Office, Old Chapel. 


Revised 4/92 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
May 15, 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf School of English Student: 


On December 12, 1989, President Bush signed into law the Drug-Free Schools and 
Communities Act Amendment (Public Law 101-226). This legislation requires colleges and 
universities to distribute to all students information concerning drugs and alcohol. I am 
therefore enclosing for your information the booklet "Drugs, Alcohol, and You--Your 
Accountability and Responsibility at Middlebury College." This booklet contains information 
relevant to all students. 


The materials contained in this publication do not represent any shift in Middlebury 
College's drug and alcohol policy. This publication does, however, contain updated 
information regarding State and Federal laws regulating drug and alcohol use, sale, etc. The 
most significant change in Vermont state law regarding alcohol is reflected in new, stricter 
D.W.I. laws. 


Students at Oxford and at Santa Fe, of course, are subject to the laws of the United 
Kingdom and New Mexico, respectively. 


It is important that you as a student of Middlebury College be up-to-date regarding the 
College Drug and Alcohol Policy and be aware of pertinent State and Federal laws prohibiting 
illegal possession, use, sale and distribution of drugs and alcohol, and the legal sanctions 
associated with a conviction. Because drug and alcohol abuse is also a health issue, it is 
important that all students know where confidential medical and psychological help is 
available for those who need it. 


I urge you to read the attached booklet in its entirety. 


Sincerely, 


yp ee 
px Mattel 
James H. Maddox 


Director, Bread Loaf School of 
English 





Drugs, 
Alcohol 
and You 


Your Accountability and Responsibility at Middlebury College 


Office of Health Education 
1991- 


1-92 
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Middlebury College is deeply concerned about illegal drug use and alcohol abuse in our society and in our 
community. The College regards illegal drug use and alcohol abuse as a problem which can affect the entire College 
community. It is important that you as a member of the Middlebury community to be aware of the College drug 
and alcohol policy as well as pertinent State and Federal laws. It is also important that all members of our 
community know where help is available for those who need it. 


There are a number of State and Federal laws prohibiting the possession, use, sale, and distribution of illicit drugs 
such as marijuana, cocaine, L.S.D., crack, heroin, etc. Legal sanctions for conviction include: required community 
service, significant fines, and lengthy imprisonment. For example, in the State of Vermont, a first time offense for 
the possession of less than two ounces of marijuana carries a penalty of up to a S500 fine and six months’ 
imprisonment; the unlawful sale of less than one-half ounce of marijuana carries a penalty of up to a S10,000 fine 
and two years of imprisonment. The unlawful possession of cocaine in the amount of less than 2.5 grams carries a 
penalty of up to a $2,000 fine and one year imprisonment. The distribution of cocaine in an amount less than 2.5 
grams can result in a penalty of $75,000 fine and 3 years’ imprisonment.* 

(*See appendix for more information regarding State and Federal sanctions.) 

It is important to note that because of new Federal regulations, if you are prosecuted and found guilty of a drug 
charge, your Federal Aid grants may be jeopardized. In addition, a felony conviction from a drug charge will prohibit 
entry into some professions. 


Alcohol is a drug and for many in our community it is an illegal drug. It is illegal in the State of Vermont for 

people under the age of 21 years to possess or drink alcoholic beverages. It is also illegal to misrepresent one's age 

in order to obtain alcoholic beverages, and to supply or sell alcoholic beverages to someone under the age of 21 

years. The following are pertinent Vermont laws pertaining to alcohol: 

DWI 

23 VS 1201 (a) (1): A person shall not operate, attempt to operate, or be in actual physical control of any 
vehicle on a highway while there is .08 percent or more by weight of alcohol in his blood 
as shown by analysis of his breath or blood: or 

(2): under the influence of intoxicating liquor; or 
(3): under the influence of any other drug or the combined influence of alcohol and any other 

drug to a degree which renders him incapable of driving safely. 
PENALTY: Ist offense: 90 days loss of license; fined not less than S200 nor more than 
$750 or imprisoned not more than 2 years: or both 

PERSONS UNDER 18 YRS: ALCOHOL CONCENTRATION OF 0.02 or MORE 

15 23 VSA 1216: A person under the age of 18 who operates, attempts to operate or is in actual physical 
control of a vehicle on a highway when the person's alcohol concentration is .02 or more 
commits a civil traffic violation subject to the jurisdiction of the traffic bureau. 
PENALTY: No fine or points are assessed for a violation of this section, rather the 
offender's license to operate is suspended until an alcohol and driving education program 
has been completed. A second offense requires alcohol screening and satisfactory 
completion of a therapy program. The person is also subject to recall of his provisional 
license for violation of this section 

FURNISHING ALCOHOL TO MINOR 

7 VSA 658: A person who sells or furnishes a minor malt or vinous beverages or spirituous liquors 
shall be fined not less than S200 nor more than $1,000 or imprisoned not more than two 
years; or both. 

POSSESSION OF ALCOHOL BY MINOR/MINORS MISREPRESENTING AGE TO PROG ‘URE OR POSSESS 
LIQUOR 

7 VSA 657: A minor who falsely misrepresents his age for the purpose of procuring or who procures 
malt or vinous beverages or spirituous liquors from any licensee, state liquor agency, or 
other person or persons or who possesses malt vinous beverages or spirituous liquor for 
the purpose of consumption by himself or other minors, except in the regular 
performance of his duties as an employee of a licensee licensed to sell alcohol liquor, 
shall be fined not more than $500 or imprisoned not more than 30 days; or both. 

ADULT IDENTIFICATION CARDS 

7 VSA 669: Any person who misrepresents his age, or practices any deceit in the procurement of an 
adult identification card, or uses or exhibits for the purpose of obtaining alcoholic 











3 
beverages the identification care of another person or one which has been forged or altered; 
any person who loans or transfers his identification card to another for use in procurement 
of alcoholic beverages shall be guilty of a misdemeanor and shall be fined $50, which fine 
shall not be suspended. 

Issues of civil liability also arise if you serve alcoholic beverages to a minor or to a person who is apparently under 
the influence of an intoxicant. "You are liable" means "you are legally responsible". For example, if you supply 
alcoholic beverages to an underage person and then there is an accident, you may be held liable for damages. Where 
significant property destruction, serious injury, or death results, damages can amount to enormous monetary 
settlements. 


MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE DRUG AND ALCOHOL POLICY 

Middlebury College opposes the illegal possession, distribution, and consumption of alcohol and the 
possession, manufacture, distribution and use of illegal drugs. The College also opposes the possession and use of 
prescription drugs by persons for purposes other than those prescribed by a licensed physician. Drugs other than 
those prescribed by a licensed physician for legitimate health purposes may not be used or stored on College 
property. 

Students of Middlebury College, including the Bread Loaf School of English and the Language Schools, are 
subject to the College Drug and Alcohol Policy and rules and regulations while on College premises or College- 
related premises or when involved with off-campus college-sponsored events or off-campus events sponsored by 
registered college organizations. In assigning sanctions for violation of College policy, the circumstance 
surrounding the offense and the severity of the incident and any prior disciplinary history for the individuals involved 
will be taken into consideration. 

The College campus, including the Bread Loaf campus, is subject to Local, State, and Federal laws 
concerning the possession, use, distribution and manufacture of drugs including alcohol. Students must be aware of 
and abide by these laws or face the possibility of legal prosecution. Middlebury College opposes the use of illegal 
drugs and does not provide students with a haven from the law. The College will not inhibit the legal prosecution of 
any member of the College community who violates Local, State, or Federal law. Law enforcement officers, when 
in possession of the proper documents, have a legal right to search any and all buildings on the campus without 
prior notice. The College also reserves the right to furnish the police with information regarding illegal activities. 


DI PLINARY RESPONSE; 

At Middlebury College those students found selling, manufacturing, or in possession of drugs in amounts that 
indicate drug sales or distribution will face penalties ranging from suspension to expulsion from school. Students or 
organizations found illegally selling, manufacturing, or distributing alcohol will face disciplinary action up to and 
including possible expulsion. Those students using illegal drugs, or in possession of amounts which appear to 
constitute "personal use" will face penalties ranging from official warning to indefinite suspension. The illegal use 
of alcohol will result in penalties ranging from warming to indefinite suspension. Involvement with or dependency 
upon drugs or excessive or illegal use of alcohol will also be viewed by the College as a health concern as well as a 
disciplinary matter. In these cases a drug/alcohol assessment will be required at our Center for Counseling and 
Human Relations or with an off-campus specialist. In addition, in instances where a student's name occurs 
repeatedly in connection with a drug or alcoho! problem, even though no concrete evidence or direct witness is 
involved, a Dean will contact the student and meet with him or her. In these instances: 

1) students may be encouraged or required to undergo a drug/alcohol evaluation; 

2) if applicable, a student's parents or guardian may be notified of concerns about a student's drug or alcohol 
problem. In disciplinary situations and the situations of concern mentioned above, a student may be required to 
withdraw from the College until successful resolution of the problem is documented to the satisfaction of the 
College. 

HEALTH RISKS AND OTHER EFFECTS 

The non-medical use of drugs and the abuse of alcohol is clearly antithetical to physical and mental development. 
Research and clinical observation indicate that drug and alcohol abuse can lead to a lack of motivation, lowered 
academic performance, antisocial behavior, and serious chemical dependency. Such abuse can be life-threatening. 
Even early on in an abuse pattern a drug, including alcohol, can place a person at risk for committing acts he/she 
would normally never do. For example, in the United States alcohol is linked to 1/3 of all suicides and 1/2 of all 
homicides, and approximately 50% of all convicted criminals report that they were under the influence of alcohol 
when they committed the crime. In addition, an estimated 60% of child and spousal abuse and 41% of assaults are 





drug-related. It is estimated that 75% of rapists and 55% of their victims were impaired due to drug-alcohol usage at 
the time of the rape. 

Drug and alcohol consumption causes a number of marked changes in behavior and perception, which can 
place a person at increased risk for accident resulting in bodily harm. 

In regard to alcohol consumption, even low dosages significantly impair the judgment and coordination 
required to drive a car safely or perform other tasks in a safe manner. For example, in the United States alcohol is 
linked to 1/2 of all automobile fatalities, 60% of motorcycle fatalities, 60% of all fatal falls and 70% of all drowning 
deaths. Moderate to high doses of alcohol causes marked impairments in higher mental functions, severely altering a 
person's ability to learn and remember information. Very high doses cause respiratory depression and death. If 
combined with other central nervous system depressants such as some seizure medication, antihistamines, sleeping 
pills, etc., much lower doses of alcohol will produce the effects just described. 

Repeated use of alcohol and other drugs can lead to chemical dependency. When dependency has occurred, 
sudden cessation of intake is likely to produce a variety of withdrawal symptoms including anxiety, irritability , 
insomnia, tremors,, hallucinations, convulsion, etc. Student withdrawal from some drugs, including alcohol, can be 
life-threatening. 

Drug and alcohol use has significant effects on the body. The long-term consumption of drugs and/or alcohol 
will lead to a general deterioration of health. The following are just some of the serious physical consequences: heart 
disease and failure; liver disease including hepatitis and cirrhosis; gastrointestinal disorders; cancer of the lungs, 
pancreas, esophagus, stomach and mouth; respiratory disorders including pneumonia and chronic bronchitis; 
malnutrition; high blood pressure; 
impotence; agitation and high anxiety; depression: perforation of the nasal septum; brain damage. 

Drug and/or alcohol use impairs judgment, reasoning, and communication. When judgement is impaired, 
students can be placed in a situation which can increase the risk of date rape and also the risk of contracting sexually 
transmitted diseases including the HIV virus which causes AIDS. Drug and alcohol use can also impair the 
functioning of the immune system which increases a person's susceptibility to contracting the AIDS virus if 
exposed.Drug and/or alcohol use during pregnancy can cause severe birth defects including physical abnormalities, 
deafness, mental retardation, and malformed brains. In addition, many babies are born with addictions to substances 
their mothers use. 

For more specific information regarding illicit and frequently abused prescription drugs, see the Appendix. 


N , 
Students who are concerned about their own or a friend's use of alcohol or drugs are encouraged to seek assistance 
through Middlebury's Counseling and Human Relations Services or the Parton Health Center, both located in Carr 
Hall. Bread Loaf students may also seek medical consultation through the Cornwall Infirmary on the Bread Loaf 
campus. Professional staff are available twenty-four hours a day to provide care and treatment for individuals related 
to the use of alcohol and drugs. Members of the Counseling and Human Relations Services and Parton Health 
Center provide supportive counseling in addition to psychological and medical evaluations on a confidential basis. 
They help students to identify and understand the signs and behaviors associated with substance abuse, including 
usage patterns, motivations and negative consequences. They can also provide useful information for evaluating and 
confronting a friend about the use of alcohol and drugs. Also available is referral information about community 
resources including private counselors, self-help groups, and comprehensive treatment facilities. Services provided 
by the Health Center, the Cornwall Infirmary and C ounseling Services are confidential. Emergency medical 
treatment can be provided by the Health Center or Porter Medical Center. 

The Director of Health Education provides educational matcrials for individuals and programs for the 
College community that address the many issues surrounding alcohol and drugs. The Office of Health Education is 
also located in Carr Hall. 

Alcoholics Anonymous, Narcotics Anonymous, Al-Anon, and Adult Children of Alcoholics groups meet 
regularly in Middlebury and welcome student participation. A listing of meeting times and locations is available 
through the Office of Health Education, Parton Health Center, Center for Counseling and Human Relations and the 
Cornwall Infirmary. 


Middlebury College believes that drug and alcohol problems affect our entire community and that each of us has a 
responsibility to help safeguard the community health by respecting College policy and intervening in situations of 
abuse. Any member of the College community having knowledge of the possession or use of illegal drugs by an 
individual on campus is urged to confront the person and encourage the individual who is using illegal drugs or 
abusing alcohol to seek counseling and/or medical assistance. All members of the community are asked to help 
protect the community health by informing appropriate College staff members of instances of drug dealing. 





Drugs: 


APPENDIX 


The State of Vermont Statutes cover a wide range of drug offenses, including the 

possession, cultivation or manufacture, sale, delivery, and the sale or delivery of 
drugs on school grounds (elementary, secondary or vocational schools). Among other 
provisions the State laws create the following maximum sentences for first offenses: 


Drugs 
Marijuana 
Possession -— less than 2 oz. 
LOZ ©2 MORE 
L lao co 10 liso 
LO ios, Wie more 
Sale - Less einen L/2 Roz 
W/O Ozo CO L ibe 
TERO MOCE 
Cocaine 
Possession - less than 2.5 grams 





SRD 


Possession - 


Sale - 


Heroin 


Possession - 


Sale - 


25 cacam sh CO IL Oz 
L oza 60 L lido 
TARRO REM Once 


Sale or delivery - 


less than 2.5 grams 
2 pme ranse OZE 
l O25 Ole more 


less than 400 micrograms 
400 micrograms to 
4,000 micrograms 
4,000 micrograms to 
40,000 micrograms 
40,000 micrograms or more 


less than 400 micrograms 
400 micrograms to 

4,000 micrograms 
4,000 micrograms or more 


less than 200 milligrams 
200 milligrams to 1 gram 
1 gram to 2 grams 

2 grams or more 


less than 200 milligrams 
200 milligrams to 1 gram 
l gram or more 


Penalties 


$500 fine and/or 6 months imprisonment 
$10,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$10,000 fine and/or 2 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$75,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 














$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonmen 


$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonmen 








Appendix (Con't) 


Depressants, Stimulants, and Narcotic Drugs 
Possession - less than 100 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
100 to 1,000 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
L000 to 10:000 titmas 
the recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
10,000 times or more 
the recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
Sale - less than 100 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
100 to 1,000 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
1,000 times or more 
the recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 


Hallucinogens other than L.S.D. 
Possession - less than 10 doses 
10 to 10G doses 
100 to 1,000 doses 
1,000 doses or more 
Sale - less than 10 doses 
10 to 100 doses 
100 or more doses 


All Drugs other than Marijuana 
Manufacture or cultivation 


(other than Heroin and Cocaine) 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 


$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 


$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$25,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


Maximum penalty $1,000,000 fine 
and/or 20 years imprisonment 


Second offenses, selling to minors, or selling on school property carry more severe 
sanctions. 
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Controlled Substances - Uses & Effects 


DRUGS/ 
CSA SCHEDULES 


NARCOTICS 
Opium 
Morphine 
Codeine 
Heroin 
Hydromorphone 


Meperidine (Pethidine) _ 


Methadone 


WAN 
WL 


TRADE OR 


OTHER NAMES 


Dover's Powder, Paregoric 
OW Be 3 


epectolin 
Morphine, MS-Contin, 
Roxanol, Roxanol-SR 
Tylenol w/Codeine, Empirin w/Codeine 
Robitussan A-C, Fiorinal w/Codeine 
Diacetylmorphine, 
Horse, Smack _ 


Dilaudid _ 

Demerol, 
Mepergan —_— —  — 
Dolophine, Methadone, 
Methadose 


MEDICAL 
USES 


Analgesic, antidiarrheal 
Analgesic, antitussive 
Analgesic, antitussive 
None 

Analgesic 

Analgesic 

Analgesic 


DEPENDENCE 
Physical Psychological 


High 
High 
Moderate 
High 
High 
High 
High 


High 
High 
Moderate 
High 
High 
High 
High-Low 


Oral, smoked, 


injected 
Oral, 
injected 
Injected, 


snitted, smoked 


Oral, 
injected 
Oral, 
injected 
Oral, 


12-24 injected 
Oral, 


JI 


POSSIBLE 
EFFECTS 


Euphoria, 
drowsiness, 
respiratory 

depression, 
constricted pupils, 
nausea 


EFFECTS OF 
OVERDOSE 


Slow 
and shallow 
breathing, 
clammy skin, 
convulsions, 
coma, 
possible death 


WITHDRAWA 
SYNDROME | 


Watery eyes, 
runny nose, 
yawning, 
loss of appetite, 
irritability, 
tremors, panic, 
cramps, nausea, 
chills and 
sweating 


Numorphan, Percodan, Percocet, Tylox, 
Tussionex, Fentanyl, Darvon, Lomotil, Talwin? 


Analgesic, antidiarrheal, 
antitussive 


Other Narcotics | II II} IV V 
DEPRESSANTS 


High-Low High-Low Variable injected 


Chloral Hydrate Gus IV 
 Barbiturates MIL IV 
Benzodiazepines IV 
Methaqualone 
Glutethimide Il 
Other Depressants III IV 


Cocaine’ I 


Amphetamines ll 
Phenmetrazine ll 


Other Stimulants WV 


_Doriden 


Methylphenidate Mt 


Noctec 


Amytal, Butisol, Fiorinal, Lotusate, 


Nembutal, Seconal, Tuinal, Phenobarbital 


Ativan, 


Quaalude __ 


Equanil, Miltown, Noludar, 
Placidyl, Valmid 


oke, Flake, 
Snow, Crack _ ; 
Biphetamine, Delcobese, Desoxyn, 
Dexedrine, Obetrol 


Preludin 


Ritalin 


Adipex, Cylert, Didrex, lonamin, Melfiat, Plegine, 


Sanorex, Tenuate, Tepanil, Prelu-2 


HALLUCINOGENS 


Acid, 
Microdot 


almane, Diazepam, Librium, Xanax, Serax, Valium 
Tranxexe,, Verstran, Versed, Halcion, Paxipam, Restoril 


Hypnotic 


~ Anasthetic, anticonvulsant, sedative, 


hypnotic, veterinary euthanasia agent 
Antianxiety, anticonvulsant, 
sedative, hypnotic 


Sedative, hypnotic 
Sedative, hypnotic 


Antianxiety, sedative, 
hypnotic 


Local anesthetic 
Attention deficit disorders, 
narcolepsy, weight contro! 


__ Weight control 


‘Attention deficit disorders, 


narcolepsy _ 


Weight control 


Moderate 


High-Mod. 
Low 

High 

High 
Moderate 


Possible 
Possible 
Possible 
Possible 
Possible 


Moderate _ 
High-Mod. 
Low 
High 


Moderate _ 


Moderate 


High i 
High 

High 
Moderate 
High 


__ Unknown 


Oral 
Oral 
Oral 
Oral 
Oral 


Oral 


Sniffed, smoked, 


injected 
Oral, 
injected 
Oral, 
injected 





Ere Mescaline and Peyote 


Mexc, Buttons, 
Cactus 





__ Amphetamine Variants 


2,5-DMA, PMA, STP, MDA, 
MDMA, TMA, DOM, DOB 





_Phencyclidine Wy 


PCP, Angel Dust, 





_Phencyclidine Analogues _| 


Hog 
PCE, PGPy, 
TCP 


Unknown 
___Unknown 


__Unknown 


Oral, 





_Unknown _ 


__Unknown 


High _ 


High o 


‘Yes _ 


Days 
Days __ 


injected 





Bufotenine, Ibogaine, DMT, 
o O . 


Other Hallucinogens ` | DET, Psi 


CANNABIS 
Marijuana 


None 


Unknown _ 


Unknown 


Moderate _ 





Tetrahydrocannabinol til 


Unknown 


Moderate 


Possible Variable injected, snittod 


Yes 








Hashish 


Unknown 


_ Moderate _ 





Hashish Oil 


'Designated a narcotic under the CSA. 


“Not designated a narcotic under the CSA. 


Unknown 


Moderate 


we 24 


Yes 


Variable injected 
Smoked, oral, 


Smoked, oral, 


Slurred speech, 

disorientation, 

drunken 
behavior 
without odor of 
alcohol 


Increased alertness, 

excitation, euphoria, 

increased pulse rate 
& blood pressure, 

insomnia, 

loss of appetite 


Illusions and 
hallucinations, 
poor perception 
of time 
and distance 


Euphoria, 

relaxed inhibitions, 

increased appetite, 

disoriented 
behavior 


Shallow 
respiration, 
clammy skin, 
dilated pupils, 
weak and 
rapid pulse, 
coma, 
possible death 


Agitation, 
increase in body 
temperature, 
hallucinations, 
convulsions, 
possible death 


Longer, 
more intense 
“trip” episodes, 
psychosis, 
possible death 


Fatigue, 
paranoia, 
possible psychosis 


Anxiety, 
insomnia, 
tremors, 
delirium, 
convulsions, 
possible death 


Apathy, 

long periods 
of sleep, 

irritability, 

depression, 

disorientation 


Withdrawal 
syndrome 
not reported 


Insomnia, 

hyperactivity, and 

decreased appetite 
occasionally 
reported 





Federal Trafficking Penalties AN TO TORE 


















































































































j PENALTY | | | 
| CSA | Quantity DRUG 2 Eee ENACT 
| 2nd Offense | 1st Offense | | | Quantity | 960 Olena | 2nd Offense 
— | 10-99 gm or = Bette [100 gm or more | 
| | aom | METHAMPHETAMINE ort Rg or more | 
| mixture ' | 
| | 100-999 gm | 1 kg or mor | 
ce hae 10 | Notless than 5 e | H EROIN | noel Notlessthan10 | Notless than 20 
years. Not more | years. Not more = ars | 
| : | years. Not more years. Not more 
| than life. than 40 years, J900-4,999 gm 5 to or more 
| y mixture | ~ COCAINE mixture tan He. | thaniife: 
| | If death or ce If death or serious 2 Aes i =A If death or serious | If death or serious 
injury, not less injury, not less 29-49 gm i 50 gmor more | in ini 
| f 5 r jury, not less ! injury, not less 
| than life. | than 20 years. Not mixture | - COCAIN E BASE mixture Hane years. Not | than life. | 
and | more than life. 0-99 gmor | 400 gm or more} More than life. | | 
: 100-999gm | | | 
Fine of not more | Fine of not more RUG 9 | PCP ies Th pei Fine of not more | Fine of not more | 
l than $A milion than $2 million T | than $4 million | than $8 million 
individual, individual, $5 1-10 gm | LSD | 10 gm or more individual, $10 | individual, $20 
$10 million other million other than [mixture | | mixture {million other than | million other than 
than individual. | individual. ] + facincivell | individual. | 
40-399 gm |400 gm or more | 
mixture | FENTANYL | w | | 
| 10-99 gm 100 gm or more | | 
| wee” | FENTANYL ANALOGUE | eroek | | 
| | Drug Quantity | First Offense ! Second Offense 
| | | | Not more than 20 years. | Not more than 30 years. 
| Others? | Any | If death or serious injury, not less than 20 years, not more than life. | If death or serious injury, life. 
| | | | Fine $1 million individual, $5 million not individual. | Fine $2 million individual, $10 million not individual. 
T 
| | Ni | Any | Not more than 5 years. I Not more than 10 years. | 
| Hl IL | Fine not more than $250,000 individual, $1 million not individual. | | Fine not more than $500,000 individual, $2 million not individual. | 
All Any Not more than 3 years. Not more than 6 years. | 
Iv Fine not more than $250,000 individual, $1 million not individual. Fine not more than $500,000 individual, $2 million not individual. | 
| | A | Not more than 1 year. | Not more than 2 years. | 
Vv | All oy | Fine not more than $100,000 individual, $250,000 not individual. | Fire not more than $200,000 individual, $500,000 not individual. j 
‘Law as originally enacted states 100 gm. Congress requested to make technical correction to 1 kg *Does noi include marijuana, hashish, or hash oil. (See separate chart.) 
Federal Trafficking Penalties - Marijuana As of November 18, 1988 
i | | 
Quantity | Description First Offense Second Offense | 
+ +—— 
| Not less than 10 years, not more than life. | Not less than 20 years, not more than life. 
| 1,000 kg Marijuana If death or serious injury, not less than 20 | If death or serious injury, not less than life. | 
| or more; or Mixture containing years, not more than life. Mps Fine not more than $8 million individual, 
1,000 or more | Jetectable quantity* Fine not more than $4 million individual, $20 million other than individual. 
plants _| $10 million other than individual. 
— — 
100 kg Not less than 5 years, not more than 40 Not less than 10 years, not more than life. 
ars. If death or serious injury, not less than life. | 
| to 1,000 kg rr ye ETE ; UR as 
l aroa __ Marijuana If death or serious injury, not less than 20 | Fine not more than $4 million individual, 
| plants Mixture containing years, not more than life. $10 million other than individual. 
| detectable quantity* Fine not more than $2 million individual, 
$5 million other than individual. 
| i h ears. Not more than 30 years. 
50 to 100 kg Marijuana Not more than 20 ye; IEO eee 
| lf death or serious injury, not less than 20 | If death or serious injury, life. 
| ; years, not more than life. Fine $2 million individual, 
| 10to 100k Hashish i iominaivi illi indivi 
| o g Fine $1 million individual, $10 million other than individual. 
| ; | $5 million other than individual. 
| 1to 100kg Hashish Oil 
bce Ss ee ee Sees 
| 
| 50-99 plants Marijuana 
ieena Marijuana o moreian alee Ta Not more than 10 years. 
ine not more than $250,000, Fine $500,000 individual, 
| Less than $1 million other than individual. $2 million other than individual 
| 10kg Hashish 
_ Less than 1 kg Hashish Oil 











‘Includes Hashish and Hashish Oil (Marijuana is a Schedule | Controlled Substance) 














June 1992 


MEISD ED Regi PAURA OLEC 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 


To Faculty, Staff, and Students at the Bread Loaf School of English: 


We write to you concerning the Human Immunodeficiency Virus (HIV) 
which causes the Acquired Immunodeficiency Syndrome (AIDS). Recent 
statistics show a significant increase nationally in the number of AIDS 
cases reported in the past year. In addition, recent statistics from the 
Center for Disease Control indicate that over 206,000 Americans now have 
AIDS and that many more have been infected by the virus (HIV). Most of 
these people do not know they are carriers. The AIDS epidemic continues 
to be of concern nationally and, therefore, it must also concern each of us at 
Middlebury. Members of our community have received treatment for the 
virus which causes AIDS. 


We believe it is important that you understand what resources are available 
on campus in the areas of education, diagnosis, treatment, and support. 
We also believe it is important that we inform you of the policy guidelines at 
Middlebury. 


The American College Health Association (ACHA) provides a series of 
guidelines for college policy based on facts from the best recent medical data 
available. Middlebury College has used those guidelines and adapted them 
to our particular needs. 


ACHA recommends that colleges not adopt blanket policies concerning 
individuals with AIDS or AIDS-related conditions. Rather, it suggests that 
certain guidelines be followed and that the college analyze and respond to 
each case individually. Middlebury College has established a committee of 
three people whose responsibility it is to do this. For the 1992 school year 
these individuals are: 


1) Ruth K. Grant, M.D., College Physician 

2) Gary Margolis, Ph.D., Director of Counseling and Human 
Relations 

3) Kathleen Ready,MSN, Head Nurse 


In order to provide essential medical support, appropriate health and 
hygiene counseling and related assistance, any member of the community 
who has tested positive for HIV or who has AIDS or an AIDS-related 
condition are strongly recommended to consult with either the College 
Health Center or their own physician. In addition, individuals who are 
HIV positive or who have AIDS, are asked to consult with one of the 
individuals named above. Responses to such occurrences will be guided 
both by Middlebury's commitment to the protection of individual rights, 








including confidentiality, and by necessary consideration of the community 
public health interest. 


If you think you may have been exposed to AIDS or have symptoms of 
AIDS, we strongly urge you to make contact with the college Health Center. 
Through the Health Center you will receive information, evaluation, 
counseling and support, and education regarding testing options. 
Confidentiality is maintained in accordance with laws governing the 
privacy of medical information. 


It is important that we all be acquainted with the latest information 
concerning AIDS. We strongly urge each of you to read the enclosed 
handout which contains guidelines for handling blood and body fluids, 
and information on HIV, which everyone needs to know. Additional 
information phamplets, such as AIDS...What Everyone Should Know and 
Make Sex Safer pamphlets, and free condoms are available to all members 
of the community at the Parton Health Center in the waiting room, and in 
the stairwell on the east end of Carr Hall and at Cornwall Infirmry.If you 
have any questions regarding AIDS or HIV, we encourage you to speak to a 
nurse at the Cornwall Infirmy. Or if you prefer to speak with a resource 
outside of the College, we encourage you to call the toll-free hotline at the 
Vermont Health Department (1-800-882-AIDS). This information is free 
and calls are confidential. 


Remember studies and guidelines from the Center for Disease ontrol and 
the Public Health Service indicate that individuals with AIDS or AIDS- 
related conditions do not pose a health risk to others through casual 
contact. Available evidence indicates that AIDS is transmitted only by 
intimate sexual contact or by exposure to contaminated blood. 


Sincerely, 
D pa 
Yonna MCLhary gece Ga Ay OSL 
Yonna McShane , MEd. Ruth K. Grant, M.D. 
Health Educator Medical Center Director 
Counseling and Human Relations Parton Health Center 


eae Prady eu 
athleen Ready. MSN 


Head Nurse 
Parton Health Center 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE HIV TASK FORCE 
GUIDELINES FOR HANDLING BLOOD AND BODY FLUIDS 


"Guidelines for Handling Blood and Body Fluids" refers to the 
"Universal Precautions" measures one takes to prevent the transmission of 
bloodborne diseases such as hepatitis B and HIV. They are called 
universal because they are recommended whenever there is potential 
exposure to blood or body fluids of another individual whose infection 
status is most likely unknown. 


Bloodborne diseases can be transmitted from an infected individual to 
another when there is sufficient contact between the infected individual's 
blood, semen, vaginal secretions, or blood-containing fluid and another's 
non-intact skin or mucous membranes. These diseases can also be 
transmitted through a puncture wound with a contaminated needle or sharp 
object. Middlebury College therefore recommends the following for the 
handl ing or blood and@ body Elumds: 


la Barrier methods such as gloves are strongly recommended whenever 


someone is at risk for direct exposure to another individual's blood 
or body fluids. The Health Center will provide gloves to anyone 
who requests them, free of charge. Members of the custodial staff 
should wear latex gloves when cleaning bathrooms. The custodial 
staff should disinfect reuseable gloves after contact with blood or 
body fluids. 


2e Good handwashing is important after any potential contact with blood 
or body fluids, even if gloves are worn. If you get blood or 
body fluids on your skin, wash well with copious amounts of soap 
and water. If you come into direct contact with blood or body 
fluids, we recommend speaking with a nurse at the Health Center. 


3 Procedures for the decontamination of environmental surfaces and 
objects soiled by blood or body fluids should be adopted and 
implemented. The Public Health Service recommends the cleaning of 
contaminated surfaces with a household bleach (Clorox) and freshly 
diluted 1:10 - 1:100 in water. 


Students should contact the custodial staff at ext. 5243 to clean 
any blood spills, rather than attempting to clean it themselves. 
If it is after-hours or on the weekend, Campus Security should be 
contacted. : 


4, Extreme caution should be exercised in disposing of needles. Students 
and employees may obtain an infectious waste container from the 
Health Center, if needed. 


bie Laboratory courses requiring exposure to blood such as finger pricks 
for blood typing or examination should use disposable equipment. 
No lancets or blood-letting devices should be reused or shared. 

Se, No student is required to obtain or process the blood of others. 


i Implements that may become contaminated with blood such as razors, 
toothbrushes, or tweezers should never be shared by individuals. 


Rev. 3/92 








AIDS AND HIV - WHAT WE ALL NEED TO KNOW 


AIDS and the HIV infection does not discriminate based on sex, sexual 
orientation, race, socio-economic class, etc. Many men and women who 
are HIV positive do not realize that they are carrying the virus because it is 
not unusual for individuals to remain symptom free for many years. 
However, people who have the HIV infection can transmit the virus to 
others even if they have no symptoms. HIV can be transmitted by semen, 
blood, blood products, and vaginal and cervical secretions. Theoretically , 
the virus is contained in other body fluids, however, whether or not it is 
present in sufficient amount to transmit the infection is unclear. You can 
reduce your risks of being infected by HIV if you: 


1. Make well informed and safe choices about sexual activity. 
If you do not have vaginal, anal, or oral sexual intercourse, 
you will be providing yourself with excellent protection 
against the sexual transmission of HIV. 


2. Always use safe sex practices if you are engaging in sexual 
activity involving intercourse and take precautions with 
every partner. Communicate assertively with your sexual 
partner and always use latex condoms when engaging in 
intercourse. Spermicides containing nonoxynal-9 may 
increase the protection provided by a condom. Latex squares 
or dental dams are rubber devices that may be used during 
oral intercourse. The level of protection this practice 
provides is not known, but it is logical to assume that this 
may reduce the risk of acquiring HIV if they are used 
properly and consistently. 


3. Separate alcohol and drug use from sexual activity. Having 
sex when you are drunk or drugged, often results in not 
practicing safer sex. Alcohol and drugs impair cognitive 
function, making adequate decision making more difficult. 
They also make communicating more difficult. 


4. Never share needles or engage in any other activity which 
may result in exposure to blood. (see the other side of this 
handout for more information on blood precautions). 


Remember your behavior determines your risk for acquiring HIV. If you do 
not engage in risky behavior, you greatly reduce your risk of infection. 


Remember studies and guidelines from the Center for Disease Control and 


the Public Health Service indicate that individuals with the HIV infection or 
AIDS do not pose a health risk to others through casual contact. 


Health Education 4/92 
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BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


Student Health Services 
Telephone: 388-7946, ext. 14 


Clinic Hours: 8 a.m. - 4 p.m., Monday - Friday 
4 p.m., Saturday & Sunday 


Middlebury College offers health services through the Cornwall 
Clinic, Parton Health Center, and The Center for Counseling and Human 
Relations. On the Bread Loaf campus, a registered nurse is on campus 
from 8 a.m. to 4 p.m., Monday thru Friday and 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. on 
Saturday and Sunday. A nurse practitioner is available by appointment 
for intermediate health care intervention. 


The following health services are available to students: 
* Assessment and treatment of injuries and illnesses; 

* Consultation regarding chronic health problems; 

* Allergy injections; 

* Health education; 


* Referrals to medical or counseling resources for care beyond 
the scope provided by Middlebury College; 


* Inpatient accomodations when necessary; 


* A one-day supply of basic medications and certain laboratory 
tests; 


* Psychological counseling (see below) 


EMERGENCIES AFTER-HOURS: After hours, students may go directly to the 
Emergency Room at Porter Medical Center in Middlebury if treatment 
cannot wait until the Cornwall Clinic reopens. A physician is always 
on duty at the Emergency Room. Depending on the situation, there may 
be charges for the Emergency Room and related professional services. 
There is always a charge for laboratory tests, x-rays, hospital 
admission and actual medical emergencies. 


SERIOUS EMERGENCIES: In situations perceived as life threatening or 
serious medical emergencies such as difficulty in breathing, significant 
loss of blood, unconsciousness, or back and neck injuries, call the 
Middlebury Volunteer Ambulance Service at 388-3333. PERSONS WITH NECK 
OR SPINAL INJURIES SHOULD NEVER BE MOVED. 


PSYCHOLOGICAL COUNSELING 


The Center for Counseling and Human Relations is located in Carr 
Hall on the Middlebury College campus. Three psychological counselors 
are available for crisis intervention, for short-term counseling and for 
making referrals to local therapists for students wishing more intensive 
or long-term summer help. For appointments call 388-3711, ext. 5141 
between 8 a.m. and 2:30 p.m. 

If you need to speak to a counselor after-hours, contact Counseling 





service of Addison County at 388-6151 orn 383-7641. 
ACCIDENT INSURANCE 


Middlebury College DOES NOT provide sickness insurance, but does 
automatically provide accident insurance for students while they are 
enrolled in the summer session. Walter Sussenguth and Associates will 
pay for the expense of treating injuries Up tO a total Yor $2,000) ror any 
one accident. The company will cover the first $100 of an accident. 
Claims in excess of $100 will be paid only if they are not payable under 
the terms of other policies covering the student. Covered treatment 
includes x-rays, laboratory tests, surgery, physician's visits, nursing 
care, hospital care and treatment, and prescription drugs. The expense 
for dental treatment of injuries to sound natural teeth is limited to 
$1,000. 

Claims should be reported within 30 days from the date of the 
accident and applicable medical bills must be submitted within 90 days 
OR 

Boston Mutual Life Insurance Company 
Student Health Claims 
120 Royall Street 
Canton, Massachusetts 02021 


You should be aware of the limitations and exclusions of this plan 
before making a claim for benefits. You may obtain claim forms at the 
Cornwall Building. If you have any questions, please contact the 
company at the above address or use the toll free number: 1-800-669-2668 


CONFIDENTIALITY 


The College health services maintain confidentiality of your 
records, appointments and conversations. Ordinarily, no information of 
a personal nature is transmitted to anyone without your written consent. 
Exceptions are made when there is a clear and present danger to you or 
the life of another person. In such cases, deans, family, Security 
and/or professional personnel may be notified. An attempt is made to 
contact the person named on the confidential health form, if a student 
is unconscious, critically ill, seriously injured or about to undergo 
emergency surgery. In such situations, College health care personnel 
reserve the right to notify the director or dean of the school. 

In cases of assault, health care staff will urge that in the 
interests of personal and community safety, you report or allow staff to 
report, anonymous information about the occurrence to Campus Security 
and the Director of the Bread Loaf School of English. This report, 
however, is your decision and will be made only with your permission. 





SUBSCRIPTION BLANK FOR NEW YORK TIMES 


Since some of you may want to keep in touch with the outside 
world, you can subscribe to all the news that's fit to print in 
the New York Times. Check below the kind of subscription you 


want, if any; payment in full will be due when you pick up your 


first copy at the front desk. Subscriptions will be from Wednesday, 


June 24 to Wednesday, August 5. 


CHECK ONE 
Daily only 
Sunday only 


Daily and Sunday 


YOUR NAME 
(Please print) 
Please do not send payment in the mail. Bring it with you to 
Bread Loaf. 
Please return this form, if you are subscribing, by June 15, 1992, 


to the Bread Loaf office. 





Nu-Way Linen 
68 South Main Street 
Port Henry, New York 12974 


Telephone 518-546-7666 


Dear Student: 


Nu-Way Linen has been selected to provide linen service for students attending 
Middlebury College's Bread Loaf School of English for the 1992 Summer Session. A weekly 
linen service includes 2 sheets, 1 pillow case and 3 bath towels. The price for this six week 
service is $38.50 and includes a deposit of $10.00 which will be refunded when a complete 


set of linen is returned at the end of the session. An order form and return envelope is 


enclosed for your convenience. Please make checks payable to Nu-Way Linen. 


Thank you and good luck this Summer. 


Sincerely yours, 


William Joyce 





May 1992 


Dear Bread Loaf Relatives and Friends, 


I want to welcome all relatives and friends of Bread Loaf students to the Mountain. 
Bread Loaf is much more than a School; it is a community with shared intellectual, social and 
recreational interests. 


You who are not enrolled students are cordially invited to join in as many on-campus 
activities as you wish. This includes attending the evening lectures or panel discussions, 
faculty and student readings, and receptions. There is also a school-wide picnic at the Frost 
Farm. We also offer films, plays, and dances. You are welcome to use the tennis and volleyball 
courts, Johnson Pond, and the Snack Bar in the Barn. You may purchase meal tickets at the 
Front Desk as space permits whenever you'd like to join on-campus Bread Loaf students for a 
meal. I'm sorry, but we are unable to accommodate children of students at meals. If you'd like 
to audit an occasional class, you may do so after checking with the Bread Loaf Office to see 
whether the instructor permits auditors. It has been a tradition since 1920 to pay the School 
$1.00 a class hour to help the Bread Loaf office meet their routine office expenses in providing 
services to classes (photocopying, etc.). Jim Lobdell, the Theatre Production Manager, would 
welcome your assistance in mounting our dramatic productions. You are encouraged to try out 
for a part in our major play by Gertrude Stein, The Mother of Us All, or our other productions. 


There are also a few restrictions, which I'm sure you'll find understandable. Dogs must 
not be brought on campus because they create a serious nuisance by barking outside open 
classroom windows, by annoying students and faculty in the Barn, or worse, being left 
unattended in cars. We also ask that children not be allowed to play in the area of the Barn 
during class hours (8:30 a.m. to 5:00 p.m.) 


Bread Loaf offers an informal weekday child-care program, Croutons, for all our off- 
campus youngsters. You can make arrangements by completing the enclosed Croutons form 
and sending it to the Bread Loaf office by June 15. The fees are minimal and the program 
terrific. Croutons can always use a helping hand, so if you have some free time, stop in and get 
acquainted with the program. The Crouton Director will also be planning one or two social 
gatherings, so off-campus students and families may get to know each other. 


I hope we can make the summer a truly enjoyable one for you and your family. 


Cordially, 


James H. Maddox 
JHM/elh Director 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


May 1992 
Bread Loaf School of English y 


Dear Bread Loaf Parents, 


Attending classes at the Bread Loaf School of English is hard enough. Attending classes 
while at the same time attempting to provide for the needs of a young child can be more trying 
than it need be. 


For the past several years, a child-care program called "Croutons" has lessened the 
burden on students, faculty and staff who bring their children to Vermont. Each year we have 
tried to make Croutons better. Starting out as a play group furnished with a few paintbrushes, 
Croutons has grown to such proportions that the School now provides facilities complete with 
a playground at Dragon's Den, less than a mile from the School. 


Depending on the ages of children in attendance, some of the activities offered may 
include creative writing, dramatics, cooking, music, reading, swimming, art, games, a field trip 
(possibly), and lots and lots of fun. 


Hours are set for 8:15 to 5:15. Supervision during the lunch hour (12:45 - 1: a5) is aw 
provided, The rates below are for the first child in each family, The cost for each additicnal 
child from the same family will be one-half the stated rates. 

AGES: Two to 8 

Full day $7.50 

Morning only (8:15 - 12:45) $4.50 

Afternoon only (1:45 - 5:15) $3.00 
AGES: 9 and above 

Full day $5.50 

Morning only (8:15 - 12:45) $3.00 

Afternoon only (1:45 - 5:15) $2.50 


All children of students, faculty, and staff staying at Croutons do need to pay for the 
service. The older children, however, get paid a modest rebate--perhaps to use as their own 
spending money during the summer--if they choose to be “Croutoneers” and assist the Crouton 
staff. 


Children 9 - 11 get paid $.50 an hour. 
Children 12 and above get paid $1.00 an hour. 


Children under the age of two will be supervised only during actual class hours. 
Additional supervision may be arranged with the Crouton Director, but will depend on how 
much help is available. The charge for infant care is $2.00 per hour. The very young children 
will be accepted if their parents can provide a playpen (or something similar) in which the baby 
can be safely tended. 








Children frequently like to bring special things to share with their friends at Croutons, 
and also take home special things they have made. Please provide him/her with a fairly sturdy 
plastic bag with handles that can also be used to hold a change of clothing, an old shirt or 
smock for painting days, swim suits, towels, diapers, bottles, blankets, toys, etc. 


It would be helpful to have an idea of how many children may be in attendance this 
summer. If you are planning on having a child cared for on a regular basis, please send the 
attached registration form by June 15 to the Bread Loaf office. 


We would also like to ask that if you have a couple of spare hours a day, you might think 
about helping out at Croutons and seeing what the program is all about. 


Sincerely, 


G pK 
James H. Maddox 


Director 


JHM/elh 














CROUTONS 


Please mail this form to: The Bread Loaf School of English 
Tilden House 
Middlebury College 
Middlebury VT 05753 


Children's names and ages 





Parent's name and home address 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


Dear 1992 Wait Staff: 


Let me start this note off with a heartfelt thank you for agreeing to 
be on the 1992 Bread Loaf Wait Staff. Your acceptance has helped with the 
planning to make sure that the School has a smooth beginning by starting 
off on the right foot. 


The Head Waiter this summer is Peter Newton and the Assistant 
Head Waiter is Jeanne Leiby. 


Enclosed is a handout of guidelines for being a waiter. Please read 
them over before you come and bring them with you for reference. 


The Financial Aid Office would like me to remind each of you that if 
you haven't turned in the aid offer form to please do so immediately so 
your bill can be properly credited. No aid award is final until this has been 
received. 


We look forward to welcoming you on the Mountain on Monday, June 
22nd for the start of a wonderful summer. 


Cordially, 
y4 ~ 
LiAl 


Elaine Hall 
Administrative Secretary 





INFORMATION FOR WAITERS 


THE GOLDEN RULE 


Attendance. A former Bread Loaf head waiter is fond of quoting Woody Allen's 
observation that "90% of life is showing up." The School assumes that in accepting a 
waitership contract you plan to wait at every meal. If for any special reason you must 
have a meal off, see the head waiter, Peter Newton. Every week each waiter normally 
receives one full day free from his or her waiting duties in addition to receiving the 
breakfast of the following day off. Near the end of each week waiters should sign up 
for time off for the next week. The head waiter will post a days off sheet. Occasionally 
a waiter may need to hire someone to work in his or her place. Each waiter must 
assume responsibility for hiring and paying his or her substitute. A list of substitutes 
will be available. 


Being courteous is just as important as "showing up." Try to remember these 
suggestions: 


- Waiters should lend each other a hand whenever possible, particularly 
toward the end of the meal. Everyone occasionally falls behind schedule; waiter 
cooperation will help everyone finish more quickly. 


- When you have your station completely set up, you may need to help someone 
else set his station. 


- Courtesy, patience, and efficiency are extremely important to a smoothly run 
dining hall. 


- The head waiter will be glad to help in any way he can with problems 
pertaining to the job. But do not expect the head waiter (or any other waiter) to 
overlook the unsatisfactory performance of a waiter. A waiter who fails to do his or 
her job jeopardizes not only his or her position, but also the morale and cooperative 
spirit of a traditionally close-knit and mutually supportive group. 


- Treat the kitchen staff courteously and cooperate with them completely. 


- Remember: Do not seek efficiency at the expense of dining hall etiquette, 
regardless of the conduct and etiquette of the people you serve. If you have a 
problem with a customer, discuss it with the head waiter and he will do his best to 
alleviate the problem. 


- In the past, waiters have adopted different styles of waiting. Courtesy is most 
important. Trying too hard to be efficient can produce unwanted results ranging 
from the mildly embarrassing plight of having extra drinks on your hands to the 
uncomfortable awareness that you have been rude to a fellow member of the Bread 
Loaf community. 





THE LOGISTICAL INFORMATION ABOUT THE DINING HALL AT BREAD LOAF 


- The door of the dining hall is kept open for fifteen minutes after the start of 
each meal (thirty minutes at breakfast) during which time guests are permitted. 
After the door closes, no guests are normally admitted. 


- Each waiter will serve two tables of six or three tables of four each. 


- Stations will be changed periodically so that no one will have easier posts 
than others for any length of time. 


- Those waiting at the faculty table and the children's table should go to the 
head of the serving line in the kitchen. 


- Any visitors eating in the dining hall must buy a meal ticket at the Inn desk, 
and give it to the head waiter at the door. 


- The dining hall is to be run as an inn: it is not a college cafeteria. There is no 
guest menu, but meals are individually served and should be served properly. The 
customer is always right. If you do not think so, tell the head waiter, not the diner. 


- While you are eating, the head waiter will announce the stations for the 
meal. He will post the assignment sheet so that you may check it in case you miss the 
announcement. 


A QUICK GUIDE TO WAITING ON TABLES, FOR THOSE WHO HAVE NEVER DONE IT BEFORE 


- Serve food from the left; beverages from the right. Remove plates from the 
left. Some tables are very close together and hard to squeeze between, but try not to 
lean across guests to reach the plates. 


- Wait until all guests at a given table are finished with a course before 
bringing the next one unless some of these at the table were very late arrivals or a 
guest requests to be served before the others. 


- Do not remove silverware or slide dishes from a guest's place until he or she 
is finished with that course. Wait a moment before taking the plate, rather than 
snatching it away the minute the fork is set down. 


- Be sure to ask whether anyone would like seconds. (After checking with 
servers in the kitchen.) At the end of the main course clear bread, butter, jam, etc. 
Guests may have seconds on beverages. Hot coffee seconds are normally served by 
pitcher. 


- At the end of the meal you may clear the place of the individual as soon as he 
or she is finished eating completely. If the person wishes to linger over a beverage, 
that is fine, but you may continue to clear the rest if he or she is finished. Never 
clear while people are still eating unless they are nearly finished, for others at the 
table may well feel rushed. 


- If there is a question in your mind about what someone wants, ask the guest. 





- Do not allow dishes and garbage to stack up on trays. Remove them quickly to 
the kitchen so that dishwashers can finish their work more quickly. 


- Scrape and stack dishes according to size. Separate silverware on the tray to 
save time. 


WAITING DUTIES SPECIFIC TO BREAD LOAF, FOR THOSE WHO HAVE WAITED BEFORE, BUT 
NOT AT BREAD LOAF 


- Try to keep your waiting jacket clean. You will change jackets twice each 
week (Wednesday and Sunday). Do not take someone else's jacket if you misplace © 
yours or if someone accidentally takes yours. 


- It is a good idea to keep in your jacket a small pad and pen for taking 
breakfast and beverage orders. 


- After you have eaten and returned your dishes to the kitchen, you should put 
on your waiter's jacket and check the menu posted in the kitchen to see that you 
have put out the correct settings for the meal. (Waiters occasionally enjoy a broader 
fare than regular diners. Also, last minute changes may be made in the menu.) 


- Following each meal, waiters should set places for the next meal. Tables 
should be thoroughly wiped with damp sponges or clothes. Place a fresh paper place 
mat at the center of each table. Each table should have reasonably full salt and 
pepper shakers, a bowl of sugar, a sugar spoon, a table lamp, an ask tray, napkins, 
and silverware. Put out dinner napkins at dinner only. 


- Be sure to put out butter, catsup, relish, jelly, crackers, etc. when they are 
offered. You may need to put out serving spoons. Make sure there is a tray stand near 
your table. Make sure you have a pen and paper with which to take orders. 


- The waiters serving as busers for the meal are responsible for pouring 
drinks in the kitchen while other waiters are setting stations. 


- A few minutes before bell time the head waiter will let you know that you 
should have your station set up. When he announces that it is bell time you should be 
at your station. Light oil lamps for dinner a few minutes before bell time. 


- Make sure windows are propped open and fans are on during warm weather. 


- Waiters sometimes forget that they are expected to wait for the graduation 
banquet which takes place the evening of the day following final exams (Saturday). 
Waiters must spend several hours the morning of the banquet preparing the dining 
hall for the dinner. If you plan to leave prior to the banquet let the head waiter know 
and plan to hire a substitute. Waiters who leave prior to the banquet forfeit tips. 


- Be sure to empty liquids into the sink before putting dirty glasses and cups 
on the rack. 


- You will need to wipe off your tray with a sponge or cloth after returning 
dirty dishes to the kitchen. Keep your tray clean. Blobs of jelly, lumps of gravy, and 
streams of milk not only mar the aesthetic appeal of your shiny tray, but also make 
for an unreliable grip on a trayful of fragile dishes. 





-Be sure to put silverware in the appropriately labeled soaking basins. Do not 
throw silverware at the water. Splashing the dishwasher is forbidden. Occasionally 
waiters may have to fill in for dishwashers. 


- Busers will assist waiters in returning dirty dishes, but each waiter is 
primarily responsible for busing his or her own station. 


- Do not put untouched food, clean plates, or clean silver on the same tray with 
dirty dishes. 


- No seconds on dessert will be served. Before bringing desserts from the 
kitchen, ask the people at your tables how many wish dessert. Bring only that 
number. Use underliners with small dessert dishes and with the dishes in which 
boiled eggs are served. 


- Containers for unused butter, catsup, crackers, pickles, etc. will be on a 
counter in the kitchen. Please do not throw out unused condiments. 


- After a meal has been served, tables cleared and reset, check to make sure 
there is nothing further to do before you leave. Make sure no trays have been left on 
stands in the dining hall. Trays are to be cleaned and stacked in the kitchen. Check to 
see whether you can help someone set his or her station. No waiters are to leave the 
dining hall until all stations are in order. If you have a class immediately following a 
meal, you may leave in time to get to class. It is not always necessary to leave the 
dining hall early in order to make it to class on time. 


- Be sure to hang your jacket in the proper room. Do not leave it draped over a 
chair in the dining hall. 


- Do not leave extra silverware, napkins, cloths, sponges, etc. at stations 
between meals. Do not "hoard" silverware. 


- At breakfast, serve beverages right away. A buser will help serve refills of 
coffee. 


- All food and beverages should be brought from the kitchen on a tray. If you 
have a small order (one cup of coffee), you may want to use one of the small trays. 
Return small trays to the kitchen so that others may use them. Do not accumulate 
trays at your station. You will usually have two tray stands. You should have no more 
than two trays. 


THERE ARE A FEW THINGS WAITERS SHOULD NOT DO.... 


- No smoking in the dining hall or kitchen except at the waiters' table and 
then only during waiters' mealtime. 


- No drinking before serving tables. 


- Do not run in the dining hall or kitchen. 





- There is no tipping until the end of the session. All tips will be divided evenly 
among the waiters. 


- Waiters and guests may not use kitchen facilities for their personal use. Do 
not ask to do so. (Ice, for example, is for meal time use only. You may purchase ice at 
the snack bar in the Barn.) 


- Never leave books, food, plates, glasses, or eating utensils in the waiters’ 
dining area. Try to keep the back tables reserved for waiters and kitchen staff clean. 
Do not expect someone else to do the job for you. 


- Do not cluster in groups or sit down while guests are eating. Do not retire to 
the waiters' table to smoke or eat. Stay by your station. If there is a lull during a meal, 
it saves time to get your napkins and silver for the next meal. 





JOB DESCRIPTION FOR COMPUTER ROOM ASSISTANTS 


1. Computer room assistants work twenty hours per week for full room 
and board. Hours will be assigned by the Computer Room Director, Joanne 
Tulonen. Hours will be worked around the students classes, but will 
include at least one weekend shift. 


2. Assistants should arrive at Bread Loaf by Monday lunch, the day before 
the session begins. They should be prepared to work Monday afternoon, 
evening and all day Tuesday unpacking computers and assisting with 
inventory. 


3. Assistants should be prepared to stay through Saturday at the end of 
the session and to put in six hours of packing around their final exam 
schedules. 


4. Daily shift duties will be explained and updated as needed by the 
Computer Room Director. Duties will include the following: 


MORNING 

a. Unlock doors and open windows. 

b. Empty dehumidifier. 

c. Tally previous days user hours and put forms in file. 

d. Put out new user count forms. 

e. Plug in machines. 

f. Load Appleworks in Apple He's. 

g. Turn on IBM file server and load network diskettes in PS2/25's. 
h. Turn on CD ROM and load Microsoft Bookshelf. 

ALL SHIFTS 

a. Answer students’ questions. 

b Write down any problems and post on bulletin board. 

c. Write down questions you can't answer and post on bulletin board. 
d. Tally user hours at the end of your shift. 

e. Keep sign up sheets accurate. Ask stayers to re-sign, or write their 


names down yourself. 
. Answer phone and take messages. 
. Nudge users off machines if new users are waiting. 
. Lock doors at lunch and supper breaks. 
Warn users to save often, especially when storms approach. 
During severe electrical storms, turn off and unplug machines. 


=) 0a 





k. Replace paper as necessary and ribbons as they get too light. Put 
stickers on printers indicating when ribbons were changed. 

l. Arrange for an approved substitute if you can't cover your shift. 
will be responsible for paying the sub with cash or traded hours. 


CLOSING (Midnight) 

a. Close and lock windows. 

b. Turn off machines. 

c. Shut down IBM network according to instructions posted by file 


server. 
. Unplug all machines. 
. Empty dehumidifier if necessary. 
Collect Appleworks and place in box on bookcase. 
. Collect network boot diskettes from IBM's (and other IBM 
diskettes) and place in diskette box on IBM shelf. 
. Lock both doors. 


= cron 





May 21, 1992 
Dear Fellow Computer Users, 


Spring has finally come to Vermont after a long cool spell and summer is right around 
the corner. This means the opening of School of English for the summer is only a few short 
weeks away. As detail after detail is reviewed and completed, another one or two pop up in its 
place. My next challenge is to get the computer equipment that has been lent out returned and 
redistributed for the summer. For this task, I asking for your cooperation. 


Enclosed is a list of the equipment loaned to you at the end of last summer and this will 
serve as your packing list. I am also enclosing some general guidelines for boxing and shipping 
the computers back to Bread Loaf. Please be sure to include all manuals and cords when you 
pack. 


You should ship all materials back via UPS or some other reputable company. If you are 
planning to drive the equipment to Bread Loaf, please let me know. We would like to have all 
equipment and accessories back to Bread Loaf by June 15th. On the 16th we move our office to 
the summer campus and no one will be at the winter address to receive the equipment. This 
will also give us time to inspect, clean and inventory the equipment before the session begins. 
We will willingly accept any computer back at any time between the receipt of this letter and 
the 15th of June. In fact, the earlier the better as some of the machines will be examined and 
then sent to the Santa Fe campus. 


I have also included a table of insurance rates which can be used when shipping the 
equipment. The figures will vary according to what type of equipment and accessories you are 
sending back. 


In a separate letter from the packed boxes, please list exactly what you are returning 
and if there are any problems with the equipment, i.e. disk drive is broken. It would also be 
helpful to know how many boxes you are sending back. 


If you have any questions, please give me a call at 802-388-3711, Ext. 5360. I look 
forward to receiving your packages. 


Cordially, 


Elaine Hall 
Administrative Secretary 





Rates at Which to Insure Equipment 


Apple Ile Equipmen 


CUP (keyboard) and 3 cards $1,400 
Monitor (color add $350) 700 
Duodisk Drive 700 
Software 300 
Books and Manuals 200 
Printer (dot matrix) 1000 
Modem 300 


Macintosh Equipmen 


Macintosh LC Hard Drive $2,500 
Apple keyboard 130 
Macintosh 12” RGB Display 600 
Memory Expansion Kit 225 
Apple Ile Card for Mac LC 200 
Apple Modem 2400 350 
Laser Writer II Printer 2,175 
Local Talk Locking Connector 75 


Apple Sys Peripheral-8 Cable 30 





Guidelines for Packing Up the Computers 


Here are some guidelines for taking apart and packing up the computers. By now, some of you 
are old hands at this. If this is your first time doing it, don’t worry -it’s much easier than 
putting the computers together. Allow yourself plenty of time, though, so you don’t feel frazzled 
or rushed. Remember to send back not only the computer (and printer, if necessary), but also all 
the manuals and software that you have on loan from Bread Loaf. Be sure to send a special list 
of EVERYTHING that is being sent so we will know if anything doesn’t arrive. 


These instructions presume that you still have the original boxes to ship the computers 
back in. If you don’t you should check with your local UPS office regarding packing procedures. 
The steps listed will depend on the type of machine you are packing. 


1. LABELS. Check to make sure that each piece (box) is labelled with your name. If you have 
more than one computer, each should also have a number on the label. If the labels are 
missing, please put a stick-on lable on each piece. 


2. PACKING MATERIAL. It is also assumed that you have the original packing foam the 
computer came in. If this is badly damaged, it will need to be supplemented with other packing 
material. Be sure to wrap the pieces in the plastic bags to insure that dust and pieces of foam do 
not get into the computer and cause damage. This is especially critical if foam peanuts are used. 
Newspaper is not an appropriate packing material because of the dust and it just doesn’t protect 
the machines. 


3. CLEANING. We hope that all the computers will arrive back at the Mountain in good 
condition. You can clean the monitor screens with Windex, and the keyboard with a little 409 
or Fantastik. Just be sure to spray the cleaner on a cloth, not the computer itself. 


4. MONITOR. Unplug the monitor cord (the thin one) and pack it in the box with the monitor. 


5. DISK DRIVE. Unscrew the heavy gray cord that connects it to the CPU, tape the screws 
securely to the top of the disk drive, and pack it in this box. Close the doors of the disk drive to 
prevent anything from finding its way inside. 


6. CPU (Keyboard). You don’t need to remove the cards from inside the CPU. If your computer is 
connected to a printer or modem, unscrew these connections. Please screw the screws back in, 
so that they hold that part of the connections in place. Pack the CPU securely, and tuck in the 
CPU cord where it won't rattle around. 


7. PRINTER. These are heavy, but otherwise not hard to pack. Take the paper out and wipe the 
machine off. Disconnect the cord that connected it to the CPU (if you don’t already do that in 6 
above) and make sure the screws are all there. Then secure the printer in its styrofoam and tuck 
in the cord. For laser printers, the toner cartridge must be removed and sent back separately in 
its box. 





8. MANUALS. These should also be labelled; initials will do. If they fit in the boxes with the 
computer components, you can pack them there. Otherwise, just box them up separately. 


9. SOFTWARE. It’s especially important for us to know exactly what software is being returned. 
Make sure you include it in your list to Bread Loaf. Disks should be in paper sleeves so they 
don’t get scratched. Pack disks either in cardboard sleeves or disk box if you have one. If you 
don’t have either, just put them between cardboard in a sturdy envelope. 


If you have ANY trouble taking things apart, don't hesitate to call the Bread Loaf office. Good 
Luck! 





June 3, 1992 


XXX 
XXX 
XXX 


Dear xxx 


Once again this summer we're looking for a few of the friendliest, most outgoing, and 
just all-around plain wonderful people ever to grace the campus of Bread Loaf to serve as guides 
and helpers to those who have, until now, been less fortunate. With that in mind, I am asking if 
you would be willing to serve as a Green Ribbon Greeter for the School of English on Opening 
Day, June 23. In return for sharing your infinite knowledge and abundant good will, the School 
will pay you a small honorarium of $25. 


To accept or decline this most honored position, please either give me a call at the Bread 
Loaf office (x. 5360). I'll need to have your social security number as well so that I can process 
the honorarium more quickly and get the cash in your hand. 


If you are able to help us out, it would be best if you could arrive somewhat early 
(Monday would be best) and check in with the office on your arrival. It is probable that we will 
have a short meeting Monday afternoon or evening to go over a few things before Registration 
Day. 


Thank you very much for your help in making this summer begin on a smooth and 
pleasant note. I look forward very much to welcoming you back to Bread Loaf in just a few 
weeks. 


Gratefully, 


Elaine Hall 
Administrative Secretary 
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Acts of Interpretation 


his Institute is designed for teachers 
| who seek to deepen their knowledge 

both of dramatic literature and of the 
practical arts of the stage: acting and directing. 
A dramaturg/ scholar will lead all participants 
in a literary examination of nine classic and 
contemporary plays; an actor-teacher will work 
with half the group in an intense study of the 
craft of acting; and a director will guide the 
other half in a consideration of the problems a 
director faces in production. 

The three courses will draw upon many of 
the same texts. They will also make use of the 
talents of the professional actors in Bread Loaf’s 
resident Acting Ensemble. All three teachers 
will share the same goal: to use his or her 
discipline to bring into focus the possibilities 
inherent in a script and, by making choices, to 
enter into a dialogue with the text itself. 

During the academic year, following the 
summer of 1992, members of the Acting 
Ensemble will, as their schedules permit, accept 
invitations to spend two to four days in a 
participant's school, assisting in classes and 
leading workshops. 

Preference will be given to teachers from 
schools that do not have easy access to a 
professional theater. 

In addition to submitting transcripts and 
letters of reference, applicants will be asked to 
describe their roles in teaching dramatic 
literature and/or producing theater in their 
schools. Their principals must certify that they 
will support the applicant with a grant of $200 
and will encourage teachers’ efforts to involve 
the Bread Loaf Acting Ensemble in their classes 
during the school year. 

Participants will receive a full-tuition 
scholarship ($2,425), room and board on 
campus ($1,200) and a stipend of $250 per week 
for expenses. Courses may be audited or taken 
for credit, but all students are expected to 
participate fully in class activities. 


The Courses 


All participants will enroll in the first 
course and select one of the other two for their 
second course. 


THE DRAMATURG’S PERSPECTIVE: QUES- 
TIONING THE TEXT (Mr. Cadden) 


We will examine classic plays from five 
periods of Western theatrical tradition and 
three works from the contemporary repertoire. 
We will place each classic text within the social, 
political, and cultural structures of the commu- 
nity it served and look closely at such elements 
as architecture, the calendar of city life, and the 
relationships between the theater and its 
patrons. We will attempt to discover how 
modern ways of seeing might help illuminate 
these texts and move them closer to us. We will 
use many of the same methods to construct an 
historical and theoretical model of the contem- 
porary theater, thereby seeing our own texts not 
only as ”this year's hits” but as complex cultural 
markers. 


THE DIRECTOR'S PERSPECTIVE: SHAPING 
THE TEXT (Mr. MacVey) 


Half the sessions of this workshop will be 
devoted to a study of the problems a director 
encounters in production: choosing a text, 
preparing it for rehearsal, developing a design, 
working with actors, and staging the play. The 
other sessions will be devoted to presenting and 
discussing scenes directed by members of the 
class. Each participant will direct three scenes, 
the last of which will be presented in the theater 
for the Bread Loaf community. 


THE ACTOR'S PERSPECTIVE: EMBODYING 
THE TEXT (Ms. MacVey) 


Through exercises, improvisations and 
scene study this course will help participants 
develop the ability to make personal the inner 
lives of their characters, and to find imaginative 
ways to reveal this mystery on stage. We will 
give special attention to the many ways an 
individual moment may be interpreted, and the 
choices that might best serve a playwright’s 
demands. This course is designed for those with 
limited training in acting. 


The Faculty 


Michael Cadden, B.A., Yale; B.A. University of 
Bristol, England; D.F.A. Yale School of Drama. 
Senior Lecturer in Theater, Princeton Univer- 
sity. 


Alan Mokler MacVey. B.A., M.A. Stanford; 
M.F.A. Yale. Associate Professor and Chair 

of the Theatre Arts Department, University of 
Iowa; Artistic Director of the Acting Ensemble 
at Bread Loaf, and Coordinator of the Institute. 


Carol Elliott MacVey. B.A. Notre Dame College; 
M.A. Middlebury College. Visiting Assistant 
Professor of Theatre Arts, University of lowa; 
member of the Bread Loaf Acting Ensemble. 


For more information and an official 
application, please write to: 


James Maddox, Project Administrator 
Bread Loaf School of English 
Middlebury College 
Middlebury, Vermont 05753 
(802)-388-3711 x. 5418 











Every summer the Bread Loaf School of 
English assembles a community of teachers and 
learners at each of its three campuses: at the 
Bread Loaf Mountain campus in Vermont; at 
Lincoln College, Oxford; and at St. John’s 
College in Santa Fe, New Mexico. Students at 
each of these campuses follow courses of study 
leading to the Master of Arts and Master of 
Letters degrees in English. The Bread Loaf 
emphasis has always been upon close contact 
between teacher and student in an intensive six- 
week course of study. 

Since 1920, the central location for these 
programs of study has been the campus located 
outside Middlebury, in sight of Bread Loaf 
Mountain in the Green Mountains of Vermont. 
Here, faculty members from many of the most 
distinguished graduate programs in the country 
offer courses in Literature, Literary Theory, 
Creative Writing, the Teaching of Writing, and 
Theater. All of these courses benefit from the 
on-site presence of a professional Acting 
Ensemble which visits classrooms and, along 
with actors drawn from the student body, 
mounts a major production each summer. Each 
year approximately 250 students come from all 
regions of the United States and several foreign 
countries to study at the Bread Loaf campus. 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


Thank you for your inquiry concerning the National Endowment for the Humanities 
Institute “Acts of Interpretation" to be held at the Bread Loaf School of English in Vermont 
(June 23 to August 8). 


Please find enclosed the NEH brochure, the narrative, an application form, two 
reference forms, a certification paper, and the 1992 bulletin of the Bread Loaf School of 
English. The application deadline is March 15, 1992. 


If you have any further questions, please write or phone me; I will answer them or direct 
them to James Maddox, Project Administrator, or Alan MacVey, Coordinator of the Institute. 
Letters should be addressed to the Bread Loaf School of English, Tilden House, Middlebury 
College, Middlebury, Vermont 05753-6115. 


Sincerely, 


Elizabeth Evans 
Secretary 


Endowment programs do not discriminate on the basis of race, color, 
national origin, sex, handicap, or age. For further information, write to 
the Equal Opportunity Officer, National Endowment for the Humanities, 
1100 Pennsylvania Avenue, N.W., Washington, D.C. 20506. 





NEH INSTITUTE - ACTS OF INTERPRETATION 
MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE - THE BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


Application for Admission 
Please answer the following questions and mail by March 15, 1992 to: 
Bread Loaf School of English, Tilden House 
Middlebury College, Middlebury, Vermont 05753 


1. Name Date of Birth 





Temporary Address 








Telephone Use until (date) 





Permanent Address i 





Telephone Social Security 





2. From what college did you graduate? Major Year Degree 


3. Where have you done graduate work? Major Year Degree. 





4. At what institution are you now teaching? 








Address 





5. On reverse side, describe the economic and social background of your community and your students. 
Attach an additional sheet if you prefer. 


6. Also on reverse side or as an attachment, describe your experience as a teacher of dramatic literature 
(e.g. courses taught, school productions directed, theatrical experience, etc.). 


7. Indicate which of the two drama courses you would prefer to enroll in: 


[_] The Director’s Perspective: Shaping the Text 





[C] The Actor’s Perspective: Embodying the Text 
All NEH Institute participants will be enrolled in the seminar “The Dramaturg’s Perspective: Questioning the Text” 
8. In what capacity will you be enrolled? Auditor Continuing Education Degree Candidate 


9. Ifyou are a new applicant, please send a transcript of your undergraduate and graduate records, and, if possible, a recent 
snapshot or photograph with this application to assist in identification while at Bread Loaf. 


10. List the names and addresses of the two references familiar with your work in dramatic literature and theater arts to 
whom you have given the enclosed reference forms: 











11. On the reverse side or on a separate sheet, please describe what attracts you to this Institute, and briefly relate how you 
expect that it will affect your work as a teacher. 


Signature Date 








Acts of Interpretation: 
Dramatic Literature in Text and Action 
A Narrative Description 


Background 


During the summer of 1989, The National Endowment for the Humanities sponsored an 
Institute in Dramatic Literature at the Bread Loaf School of English, a graduate school of 
Middlebury College. Twenty high school teachers attended a seven-week session to study "The 
Poetry of the Theater" with scholars of dramatic literature and a professional Equity theater 
company, the Bread Loaf Acting Ensemble. During the following academic year many of the 
professional actors travelled to schools where the NEH participants taught, and there 
participated in classes and led workshops. 


The Institute was enormously successful. The summer session itself was extremely 
effective, but the visits were in another category altogether. By bringing professional artists to 
students (and even teachers) many of whom had never even seen an actor in person, the 
Institute did more than enliven the study of dramatic literature; it provided an important 
cultural and personal experience to hundreds of people. 


The Shape of the Institute 


The 1992 Institute will bring twenty high school teachers from around the United 
States to study at the Bread Loaf School of English in Vermont. All participants will be 
teachers of dramatic literature; most will probably be "the drama person" in their schools; 
many will be involved in directing their high school theater productions, and some will be 
teaching practical theater skills such as acting. We will seek to attract teachers who have little 
access to professional theater, teachers whose students, for the most part, will have never seen 
a professional theater production. We will then send professional actors back to their schools 
to assist them in their classrooms, participate with their students in all elements of their work 
in drama, and lead workshops for other teachers interested in how theater can be used in the 
humanities curriculum. 


During the summer, all participants will be involved in two intensive seminars. Each 
of the two courses will meet five to six hours a week and will require two to three times that 
amount of time in outside preparation. 


At the center of each participant's schedule will be a course in dramatic literature, 
"Text, Theater, and Theory." The course will analyze plays from a scholarly point of view and 
will also use members of the Acting Ensemble, Bread Loaf's resident Equity theater company, 
to help investigate texts. 


Each participant will take a second course in either acting or directing. Just as the 
scholarly course will make use of actors to investigate texts, thereby connecting scholarship 
and production, the practical course will draw heavily on the required reading from the core 
course, and will explore many of the same plays from another point of view. The professional 
actors will also assist in these courses. In this way participants will have a unified program 
that approaches much of the same material from quite different directions. 


The follow-up visits, because they were so unusual and successful, will be expanded. 
Most will last four days instead of two and all will benefit from what we learned during the 
visits in 1989-90. 


Texts and Faculty 


This Institute is about the theater--its power, its mystery, its ability to stir the 
imagination. Quite rightly it centers on a series of great texts drawn from five of the liveliest 
periods in the history of the theater. These include The Bakkhai by Euripides, King Lear by 





Shakespeare, Tartuffe by Moliere, Hedda Gabler by Ibsen, Three Sisters by Chekhov, and 
Waiting for Godot by Beckett. Participants will study these plays to see how they reflected and 
spoke to their own societies. They will then compare them to the way our own society is 
mirrored in three important contemporary plays: Cloud Nine by Caryl Churchill, Boseman 
and Lena by Athol Fugard, and Joe Turner’s Come and Gone by August Wilson. 


The twenty participants will select either Acting or Directing as their second course, 
and so spend half their time in a small group of ten. Both these courses will focus on ways 
theater artists interpret dramatic literature in order to bring it to life on the stage. The students 
in the Acting and Directing courses will bring their courses’ different perspectives back to the 
core course for discussion each day. 


"Text, Theater and Theory” will be taught by Michael Cadden, Senior Lecturer in 
Theater, Princeton University. He will be joined by Alan Mokler MacVey, Professor and Chair 
of the Theatre Arts Department, University of lowa, Artistic Director of the Acting Ensemble at 
Bread Loaf, and Coordinator of the Institute; and Carol Elliot MacVey, Visiting Assistant 
Professor of Theatre Arts, University of Iowa, and member of the Bread Loaf Acting Ensemble. 


They will be assisted by the professional Equity members of the Acting Ensemble. - 
These artist-teachers explore scenes from the plays by "rehearsing" them in front of the class. 
This means they present scenes with scripts in hand, then discuss their choices with the class. 
Based on the discussion, they try the scene again in different ways. Various interpretations can 
therefore be examined, altered, and compared. The actors will also meet with participants 
individually to discuss acting, directing, and the theater in general. 


The Institutional Context: The Bread Loaf School of English 


As was the case in 1989, all Institute participants will be members of the Bread Loaf 
community. Each summer since 1920, the School of English has attracted to its Vermont 
campus in the Green Mountains over 200 teachers who have undertaken its M.A. program. In 
1992, the School's curriculum will consist of over 30 courses in English, American and 
Continental Literature, Theater, and Writing. 


Bread Loaf draws its faculty from institutions throughout the United States and the 
United Kingdom, including such universities as Yale, Columbia, Harvard, Berkeley, and the 
University of London. The faculty take their meals with the students, live on the isolated 
mountain campus, and engage in both social and athletic activities. Rank, class, age, and 
economic, academic and social differentiations which loom large during the academic year 
disappear with the friendship that grows from a common enterprise--teaching and learning. 


At Bread Loaf, the Institute will have its own cultural identity. None of the other Bread 
Loaf students will participate in Institute courses, and the three instructors will meet daily to 
be certain the course of study remains unified. In addition, while all other Bread Loaf students 
are required to enroll in courses for graduate credit, Institute participants may elect either to 
take their courses for credit or to enroll as auditors. 


At the same time, participants will have the opportunity to take advantage of the many 
opportunities offered by the School of English. Should they wish, they may audit other courses, 
audition for roles in the theater productions on campus, attend lectures on literary criticism 
and writing theory, learn computer technology, or use the libraries on the mountain or at 
the Middlebury College campus. They will surely want to participate in the many social events, 
ranging from square dances, films and parties to a picnic at the Robert Frost Farm. In other 
words, they will be members of two communities--their own and Bread Loaf's. We know they 
will find, as participants did in 1989, that their own carefully integrated program will be 
enriched by living, eating, and sharing ideas with other teachers from around the United 
States. l 





Theater at Bread Loaf 


Institute participants will also benefit from Bread Loaf's long-standing commitment to 
theater. Each summer the school produces one major production using the Acting Ensemble 
and members of the Bread Loaf community. Participants will be invited to audition for this 
production, or to work as assistants to the director or designers. Recent productions have 
included Merchant of Venice, Cloud Nine, Macbeth, Buried Child, The Winter's Tale, Caucasian 
Chalk Circle, and King Lear. 





In addition to the major production, the school normally presents a series of staged 
readings, student-directed one-acts, and fully mounted final scenes from the directing course. 


Bread Loaf is unique in fully integrating an Equity theater company into an academic 
environment. Each summer members of the Acting Ensemble participate in dozens of classes, 
get to know everyone in the community, and share their own vision of theater with many who 
have never even met a professional actor. All their rehearsals are open, and members of the 
community frequently attend; simply by watching a great play come together observers can 
learn much about the theater and about dramatic literature. Participants in 1989 were struck 
by how comfortable they felt watching the actors work, and how easy it was to get to know 
them; they therefore felt relaxed about inviting them to their schools. 


Follow-up: Professional Actors in the Classroom 


During the 1989-90 academic year, members of the Acting Ensemble visited the 
classrooms of fifteen of the participants from the previous summer's Institute. These visits 
were enormously successful. Not only did the artists engage hundreds of students and share 
their skills with dozens of teachers, they brought to schools around the country a word of 
support from The National Endowment for the Humanities. They made a difference to the 
teachers, to the students, and to the communities. 


We propose that actors visit the schools of all 1992 participants. Most of the time a 
single actor will be in residence for four or five days. This gives sufficient time to work 
extensively with the Institute participant in his or her classroom, to lead one or more 
workshops for other teachers, to get to know these teachers and go into their classrooms, and, 
if appropriate, to attend rehearsals or lead special sessions with students. Under certain 
conditions, two actors could be in residence for two or three days. The entire strategy of these 
visits will be to assist the participants in using acting and directing skills to make their 
students better readers of texts. 


Briefly the actors' planned activities include: 


--Examining dramatic literature from a performance point of view, exploring scenes, 
suggesting possibilities, and emphasizing that plays are made up of choices, not answers. For 
example, an actor and the teacher might read a scene from THE CRUCIBLE. After discussing it 
with the class they would ask for ideas and perhaps try the scene again differently based on 
student ideas. They might take a single exchange of dialogue and try it many different ways. Or 
they might get two students to do some of this same work under the direction of the actor. 


--Using their skills to investigate other, non-dramatic texts--fiction, poetry and the 
essay. By exploring voice, rhythm, and "dramatic structure" actors suggest how texts may have 
multiple meanings. This is the most unusual aspect of the work the Acting Ensemble does. Here 
is a specific example. An actor reads aloud a passage from "Why I Live at the P.O." by Eudora 
Welty. What happens when the reader's voice changes from "normal" to something else--to a 
nasal voice, for example, or to a stutter? Does meaning change? What kind of assumptions does 
a reader build in to the experience of a text? Why? Are there clues in the writing or is the reader 
indeed at least as important as the author in making meaning? 





--Working on student writing. This includes drama, fiction, and poetry. For example, 
students might already have written short dialogues. The actor might then read one with the 
teacher as a partner, invest it with personal connection and imagination, and by embodying it 
on stage give the student ideas about what else might happen. Or the actor might read aloud 
student poetry or fiction, looking for passages where there is energy, noting places where 
specificity is lacking or tone is inconsistent. Actors must always "get behind" the words they 
speak on stage, and in each of these examples they will do this with student writing, investing 
the words with authority and depth. 


--Leading workshops in acting. In 1989 nearly every visit included an after-school 
workshop with students interested in acting. The visiting actors led sessions in beginning 
acting, improvisation, or working on a scene. 


--Leading workshops for teachers. In 1989, many schools brought teachers together for 
an after-school session with the visiting actors. The actors explored several different texts-- 
drama, poetry, fiction--to show how theatrical analysis can be applied in the classroom even 
by those with little theater training. 


--Assisting teachers in school productions, and in their practical courses. In 1989 
actors attended rehearsals at several schools, worked with students in the casts, and discussed 
problems with the teacher-director. 


The Institute coordinator will help prepare participants for these visits by (1) holding 
several meetings during the summer to discuss possibilities and suggest ideas; (2) setting up 
opportunities for participants to discuss their ideas with individual actors who later might 
come to their schools; (3) requiring a preliminary proposal for each visit to be submitted by the 
end of the summer session; (4) making suggestions on each proposal, then talking to the 
participants extensively to solidify and improve plans for the visit; (5) coordinating 
conversations between the participants and the actors who will make the visit. 


What do the participants and their students get from these visits? First, they get a jolt of 
energy--a professional artist comes to their school with a new set of skills and a special 
commitment to making theater come alive. Second, they develop a fresh way of investigating 
texts--plays, poems, and fiction can all be revealed in interesting ways by finding the personal 
voice behind them. Third, they develop some experience using improvisation to explore texts 
or ideas; most of the actors are skilled at using exercises to stimulate student writing or 
understanding of literature. Fourth, teachers who are directing plays may get some insight into 
particular demands of their texts. (For example, in 1989 two teachers were directing 
Shakespeare plays, and the actors helped with the verse work). Finally, students interested in 
pursuing the arts as a career have the opportunity to meet and talk with someone deeply 
involved in such a life's work; the actor can show students that such a career really is possible, 
and can suggest ways to begin. 


Schedule 

The Bread Loaf School of English begins June 23, 1992 and ends August 8, 1992, nearly 
seven weeks. All NEH participants will be required to be in attendance through August 5, the 
final day of classes. 

"Text, Theater, and Theory" will meet five days a week at 11:30 a.m.--30 class meetings 
of 50 minutes. Once a week students will meet individually or in small groups with the 
instructor. 

"The Director's Perspective" will meet Monday and Thursday afternoons from 2:00 to 
5:00--twelve regularly scheduled three-hour sessions. There will also be two sessions in which 
participants present their final scenes for the community and receive evaluation from the 
instructor. The instructor will meet with students privately and in small groups to assist them 
in their work on individual scenes. 

"The Actor's Perspective" will meet Monday and Thursday afternoons from 2:00 to 5:30- 
-twelve regularly scheduled meetings, each three and a half hours long. The instructor will 
meet with small groups of students (usually in pairs) to assist them with their work on scenes. 





The Bread Loaf School of English 
Middlebury College 
Middlebury, Vermont 05753 
Reference Form 


For 

Name of Applicant 
To the reference: The above applicant has applied for admission to the Bread Loaf School of English, 
Middlebury College. 
In accordance with the “Family Education Rights and Privacy Act of 1974” the policy of Middlebury 
College recognizes that students enrolled in the Bread Loaf School of English have the right to inspect 
and review all material in their files unless they sign the Student Waiver Statement. 

Student Waiver Statement 

I hereby waive my rights to inspect and review this document, with the understanding that: 

1. This document may be used only for the purposes of evaluating my qualifications for study at 
the Bread Loaf School of English, and will not be available to any other institution, organization or private 


2. This waiver will remain in effect until I notify, in writing, the Bread Loaf School of English of 
Middlebury College, at which time this document will be removed from my file and returned to the author 
or destroyed. 


Signature of Applicant Date 


If the Student Waiver Statement is NOT signed, please submit this reference only if you are willing to allow 
the student to read it in its entirety, or return it promptly to the applicant. Thank you for your cooperation. 


If necessary please use the reverse side of sheet or attach your letter of reference. 


baad 


I understand that this reference will be available for the inspection and review of the student upon his or 
her request if the Student Waiver Statement is NOT signed. 











Name 

Please print Title 
Signature 
Institution Address 
Date 











PLEASE RETURN PROMPTLY TO THE BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 





CERTIFICATION FOR PARTICIPANTS 


1. Instructions for Certification 


All individuals applying to participate in an NEH-funded program are required to certify that they are not presently 
debarred, suspended, declared ineligible, or voluntarily excluded from participating in this program by another 
federal department or agency. Please sign and date the certification statement in section 3 or provide an 
explanation of why you cannot certify. Failure to furnish a certification or an explanation shall disqualify the 
applicant from participating in the program. 


The certification is a material representation of fact. If it is later determined that the participant knowingly 
provided an erroneous certification, the applicant’s participation in the program will be terminated, and the 
applicant will be required to retum any federal funds advanced. 


2. Explanations of Terms in the Certification 


Debarment: An action taken by a debarring official in accordance with 45 CFR Part 1169 to exclude a person 
from participating in covered transactions. A person so excluded is “debarred." 


Ineligible: Excluded from participation in federal programs pursuant to a determination of ineligibility under 
statutory authority other than Executive Order 12549 and NEH’s implementing regulations. 


Principal: This term applies only to organizations that make application to federally-funded programs. It does 
not apply to individuals. 


Prospective Lower Tier Participant: An individual or organization applying to participate in an NEH-funded 
program would be a prospective lower tier participant. Lower tier refers to the fact that the participant receives 
funding through an NEH grantee rather than from NEH directly. 


Suspension: An action taken by a suspending official in accordance with 45 CFR Part 1169 that immediately 
excludes a person from participating in covered transaction for a temporary period, pending completion of an 
investigation. A person so excluded is "suspended." 


Voluntary Exclusion or Voluntarily Excluded: The status of nonparticipation or limited participation in a 
covered transaction assumed by a person pursuant to the terms of a settlement. 


3. Certification Regarding Debarment, Suspension, Ineligibility, and Voluntary Exclusion -- 
Lower Tier Covered Transactions 


The prospective lower tier participant certifies by submission of this proposal that neither it nor its principals is 
presently debarred, suspended, proposed for debarment, declared ineligible, or voluntarily excluded from 
participation in this transaction by any federal department or agency. 


Where the prospective lower tier participant is unable to certify to any of the statements in this certification, such 
prospective participant shall attach an explanation to this proposal. 





amaaa cna 


(Signature) (Date) 


S E 


(Printed Name) 





A SEMI-COMPLETE GUIDE TO FOOD, FUN, FRIVOLITY, FRUGALITY, ETC. 
IN MIDDLEBURY AND SURROUNDING AREAS 


We hope that this little publication will be helpful to new and returning Bread Loaf 
students and their families. The listing is certainly not comprehensive, but perhaps will serve as 
a jumping-off point. 


Happy exploring from the Bread Loaf Office, 


Elaine Hall 
Betsy Evans 


FOOD 
A & W - Drive-up outdoor service from the 50’s. Try a cold root beer float in a frosted mug. 


Amigos Mexican Restaurant - Mild, hot, or incendiary. (4 Merchants Row, Middlebury) 
388-3624 


Bakery Lame - Delicious baked goods. (Across the street from the Grand Union, Middlebury) 


Blueberry Hill Inn - Elegant, secluded dining. Reservations required. Fixed menu. 
(Ripton/Goshen Road, Goshen) 247-6535 


Cafe Chatillon - Gourmet dining by the Otter Creek. Reservations appreciated. (Frog Hollow 
Mill) 388-1040 


Calvi’s - Soup and sandwich specials, wonderful homemade ice cream treats. Stop by when 
exploring Middlebury’s shops. (Main Street, Middlebury) 


Cubbers Restaurant - Spaghetti, subs, pizza. (Main Street, Bristol) 453-2400 


Dog Team Tavern - Lots of down-home style food at reasonable prices. Wonderful sticky buns 
with all meals. (Dog Team Road, 3 miles north of Middlebury) 388-7651 


Emperor’s Garden - Great Chinese cuisine. Reasonable luncheons. (Marble Works Complex, 
Middlebury) 388-3020 


Fire and Ice - Fantastic “all you can eat” shrimp, salad and bread bar, children’s menu. (26 
Seymour Street, Middlebury) 388-7166 


J.J.2s Pub and Restaurant - Pub with live weekend entertainment in the alley to Woody’s 
Restaurant. (Bakery Lane) 


Luigi’s Little Naples Restaurant and Fresh Fish Market - Italian specialities. Fresh 
fish and lobster store. (86 Main Street, Middlebury) 


Lyon’s Place - Small shop specializing in subs, Ben and Jerry’s ice cream and creemies. They 
are also a small grocery store which sells most major East Coast newspapers. A word to the wise - 
order a small creemie unless you want to be eating it the rest of the day. (6 College Street, 
Middlebury) 











Mary’s Restaurant - Yankee Magazine’s “Favorite Restaurant in All of Vermont.” A very 
special dining experience. Country atmosphere - like eating in a greenhouse. Wickedly delicious 
Sunday brunch. (11 Main Street, Bristol) 453-2432 


McDonald’s - Sure to squelch your mid-summer Big Mac Attack. (Route 7 South, Middlebury) 


Middlebury Inn - Excellent drinks. Delightful and relaxed Sunday buffet brunch. (On the 
Green, Middlebury) 388-4961 


Mister Ups - Ask for a table on the deck overlooking the Otter Creek. We recommend the Club 
Midd, nachos and fajitas. (Bakery Lane, Middlebury) 388-6724 


Noonies - Huge, thick sandwiches served on homemade bread. Baked goods. (Marble Works 
Complex, Middlebury) 388-0014 


Otter Creek Bakery - Great muffins, breads, and specialty desserts. (Corner of Main and 
College Streets, Middlebury) 


Pizza Cellar - Great pizza and Italian fare, all tucked under the Baptist Church on Merchants 
Row in Middlebury. 388-6774 


Rosie’s - Good local color restaurant/diner. Inexpensive breakfast/brunch. (Route 7 South, 
Middlebury) 388-7052 


Steve’s Park Diner - Old fashioned breakfasts. Small-town diner charm. (Merchants Row, 
Middlebury) 


Sugarhouse Restaurant - Nice family restaurant. (Rovte 7 North, Middlebury) 388-7773 


Swift House Inn - elegant dining. Thursday through Monday 5:30-9:30. Reservations please. 
(North Pleasant Street (Rt. 7), Middlebury) 388-9925 


Vermont Country Kitchens - Pleasant gourmet sandwich shop. Also a store to meet all your 
gourmet cooking needs. (Park Street, Middlebury) 


Waybury Inn - More elegant dining. Fine Sunday brunch. Their friendly pub is the watering 
hole for Bread Loaf students and offers a selection of 136 beers. New England Inn atmosphere 
(featured on The Bob Newhart Show). Reservations recommended. (Route 125, East Middlebury) 
388-4015 


Woody’s - Nice atmosphere. Ask for seating on the deck overlooking the Otter Creek. Try the 
spring rolls and Amaretto cheese cake. (5 Bakery Lane, Middlebury) 388-4182 


Zachary’s Pizza House, Inc. - Fantastic pizza and hot subs. (Washington Street Plaza next to 
the Grand Union, Middlebury) 388-3164 


BICYCLE RENTALS 


Bike and Ski Touring Center 
74 Main Street, Middlebury VT 05753 (802) 388-6666 


Bicycle Holidays 
Munger Street, Middlebury VT 05753 (802) 388-2453 





BOOK SHOPS 


The Alley Beat - Alternative books and music, new and used. (Frog Hollow, Middlebury) 
388-2743 


Otter Creek Old and Rare Books - 20 Main Street, Middlebury 388-3241 


The Vermont Book Shop - Old time flavor book shop complete with creaky wooden floors. 
Records, tapes and CD’s - expansive jazz collection. (38 Main Street, Middlebury) 388-2061 


SPECIAL EVENTS 


Festival on the Green - Early July. Details will be posted at Bread Loaf when they become 
available. 


Addison County Field Days - New Haven. A Vermont Country Fair held in early August. 
Dates will be posted at Bread Loaf. 


Champlain Valley Folk Arts Festival - Button Bay State Park, near Basin Harbor. Beginning 
of August. Dates will be posted at Bread Loaf. 


MOVIE THEATERS 
Burlington Theaters - Lots of first-run movies. Check the Burlington Free Press 


Dana Auditorium and Twilight 101 Theater - Foreign films listed in “This Week at 
Middlebury” (Middlebury. College, Sunderland Building and Twilight Hall) 


Ilsley Library Kid Series - Check the Addison Independent or the Valley Voice. 
Marquis Theater - Main Street, Middlebury 388-4841 

FRIVOLITY 
Antique Shops - Dotted across the Vermont countryside. Fun to explore. 


Ben and Jerry’s Factory Store - Ice Cream factory. Tours every hour. “Udderly” incredible 
gift shop. (Route 100, Waterbury) 


Burlington, Vermont - Population 40,000. Largest city in the state. Home of the University of 
Vermont. Explore the Church Street walking mall, have a picnic on the shores of Lake Champlain. 


Contra Dancing - Second and fourth Fridays. Check the Valley Voice for times and locations. 


Frog Hollow Craft Center - All Vermont crafts. Exhibits, demonstrations, classes. (Frog 
Hollow, Middlebury) 388-3177 


Kidspace - A must for the children and the young-at-heart. Giant wooden structure with swings, 
slides, catwalks, etc. (Mary Hogan School, Court Street, Middlebury) 


Ilsley Library - Fine community library. Excellent children’s collection. $15.00 non-resident 
fee which is refunded when you leave. (Main Street, Middlebury) 388-4095 














Marble Works Complex - Several small shops and restaurants down behind Main Street. 
(Middlebury) 


Middlebury Recreation Department - Swimming pool, tennis courts, fitness trail. Summer 
classes (ballet, tennis, swimming, etc.) Court Street, Middlebury 388-4041. Register for courses 
at the Municipal Building 8:30-5:00 M-F. 


Rutland, Vermont - Population 20,000. Second largest city in the state. Look for the dog statue 
sculpted by Mia Farrow’s brother. 


Vintage Comforts and Busy Acres - Collectables and dried flowers - Frog Hollow Alley 


Woodware/HarvestHills/Busy Acres - Wood products, dried flower shop, unique foods. 
Great gift ideas. (Route 7 South, Middlebury) 


MUSEUMS 


Basin Harbor Maritime Museum - Dedicated to the preservation and exploration of Lake 
Champlain heritage. (Basin Harbor) 475-2317 


Vermont Folklife Center - Wonderful displays of Vermont folklife and art. Gamaliel Painter 
House (Court Street, Middlebury) 388-4964 Weekdays 9-5; Sat. 12-4. Ask to view the videos. 


Shelburne Museum - Fantastic replica of early American community. Covers many acres. Plan 
to spend the whole day. Expensive at $14.00 adult, $6.00 child, but well worth it. (Route 7 North, 
Shelburne - 40 minutes north of Middlebury) 9-5 every day, 985-3344 


Sheldon Museum - Local history Henry Sheldon House as it was in the mid-1800’s. Fine early 
Middlebury portraits, furniture, clocks and carpenter’s workshop. Gift shop. (Park Street, 


Middlebury) Mon. - Sat. 10-5, Admission $2.50 adult, .50 child. Groups $2.00 per person. 388- 
ANY 


SERVICES 
Banks 
Bank of Vermont (1 Creek Road, Middlebury) 388-4031 
Chittenden Bank (Court Street, Middlebury) 388-6316 
Lobby Hours - Mon, - Thurs. 9-3, Fri. 9-6 
Drive-Up - Mon. - Thurs 8-5, Fri. 8-6 
National Bank of Middlebury (Main Street, Middlebury) 388-4982 
Lobby Hours - Mon. - Thurs. 9-3, Fri, 9-6 


Drive-Up - Mon. - Thurs. 9-4, Fri. 9-6 (Located next to Fire Station on Seymour Street) 


Proctor Bank (7 Merchants Row, Middlebury) 388-6329 


Vermont Federal Bank (Rt. 7 South, Middlebury) 388-6791 





Inns and Motels 


Blueberry Hill Inn (Ripton/Goshen Road, Goshen) 247-6535 
Blue Spruce Motel (Rt. 7, South, Middlebury) 388-4091 
Greystone Motel (Route 7 South, Middlebury) 388-4935 

Horn Farnsworth House (Route 7 North, Middlebury) 388-2300 
Maple Manor Motel (Route 7 South, Middlebury) 388-3166 
Middlebury Inn (Route 7 on the Green, Middlebury) 388-4961 
New Haven Motor Inn (Route 7 North, New Haven) 877-2956 
October Pumpkin Bed and Breakfast (Route 125, East Middlebury) 388-9525 
Sugar House Motor Inn (Route 7 North, Middlebury) 388-2770 
The Annex (Route 125, East Middlebury) 388-3233 

Waybury Inn (Route 125, East Middlebury) 388-4015 


Grocery Stores 


A&P, Middlebury Plaza (Route 7 South) - open 24 hours 
Grand Union (Washington Street Plaza) - open 24 hours 
Greg’s Meat Market (Seymour Street) 

IGA, Village Court (Route 7 in town) 

Middlebury Natural Food Co-Op (Washington Street) 
Luigi’s Fresh Fish Market (Main Street) 


Hair Cuts 


Brett’s Making Waves (2 Maple Street) 388-7849 

Bud’s Barber Style Shop (Merchants Row) 388-6887 
Carousel Cuts (Washington Street) 388-9668 
Heads Up Hairstyling (34 North Pleasant Street) 388-7815 
Joe’s Barbershop (Washington Street Plaza) 388-2741 

Lady Fair (34 Main Street) 388-2557 

Le Salon de Vie (Court Street) 388-6113 

O’Brien’s Beauty Salon (57 Main Street) 388-2350 

Pauline’s Hair Fashions (388-6636) 

Undercuts, Inc (86 Main Street) 388-2027 


Copy Services 

Main Street Stationery 

Middlebury Print and Copy (9 College Street) 
Middlebury College Library 


DryCleaning/Laundromats 


Desabrais Laundry (Village Court, Court Street) 
Mountain Fresh Cleaning (Washington Street Plaza) 


Post Offices 


East Middlebury - Route 125 - Mon. - Fri. 7:30-12:30, 2:30-5:30, Sat. 8:30-11:30 
Middlebury - Main Street - Mon. - Fri. 8-5, Sat. 9:30-12:30 
Ripton - Route 125 - Mon. - Fri. 7:30-11:00, 2:30-5, Sat. 7:30-11:00 








Therapeutic Massage 
Pat Schmitter - Swedish/Esalen Massage (Le Salon de Vie, 42 Court Street) 388-6113 


Jo Anne Davies - Jin Shin Do Acupressure, Integrative Bodywork, Energy Balancing 
(58 North Pleasant Street) 388-0254 


FRUGALITY 


Ben Franklin 5&10 (Main Street) 

Bass Shoe Factory Outlet (Burlington and Rutland) 

Danform Shoe Factory Outlet (Burlington) 

Dexter Shoe Factory Outlet (Burlington and Rutland) 

Timberland Shoe Factory Outlet (Burlington and Rutland) 

Cheese Factory Outlet (Pine Street, Burlington) 

Peg’s Thrift Shop (Merchants Row) 

Neat Repeats Thrift Shop (Bakery Lane) 

Round Robin Thrift Shop (Park Street) 

Woody Jackson’s “Holy Cow” Shop - check out the seconds area for T-shirts. (Seymour Street) 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English June 30, 1992 


Dear New Bread Loaf Student: 


Since you are spending your first summer at the Bread Loaf School of English, it might 
be helpful in allaying any anxieties to inform you, as I have the faculty, what grades are alleged 


to mean at Bread Loaf. 

Grade Description 

A+, A An extraordinary or even superlative achievement. 

A- A distinguished performance at the Master's level. 
Excellent work. 

Bt Very good work. 

B Good, competent achievement. 

B- Passing work. 

© An unsatisfactory performance. 


Fails to complete work of the course or fails to respond 
to the opportunity and responsibility of membership 
in the class. 


If for whatever reason you are disappointed with the results of your first papers, please 
don't get discouraged. See your instructor. As a second-best choice, see the Director. First 
papers of first-year students are no indication of any final assessment. 


Just as important as the grade is the assessment each instructor will place in your file. 
These detailed comments will become part of a Bread Loaf letter of recommendation, should 
you ever request one from the School. Please note that certain faculty members will withhold 
this written assessment if you do not waive your right to read the comments. Many faculty 
members, however, write these assessments regardless of whether or not you sign the waiver. 
The decision whether or not to sign the waiver form is of course your own. 


Sincerely, 


James H. Maddox 
Director 


JHM/ese 








PLACEMENT AND READMISSION RECORDS 


BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


The policy of Middlebury College and the Bread Loaf School of 
English regarding the Family Educational Rights and Privacy Act of 1974 is 
as follows: 


Students or former students have the right to inspect and review all 
Placement, Admission, and Readmission Records placed in their files after 
1 January, 1975, unless they sign the Student's Waiver Statement attached. 
Placement Records are letters of recommendation written by the Director 
of the School of English. Admission letters are the letters submitted by 
your references at the time of your acceptance at the School. Readmission 
Records are comments submitted each summer by your instructors 
regarding your performance. These comments are used by me for 
determining readmission and for preparing letters of recommendation. 


If the Student's Waiver Statement is not signed, your instructors will 
be advised that comments they may submit cannot be held confidential. 
The School will defer to the wishes of any instructor who does not submit 
an evaluation “under those circumstances. In such cases, letters written on 
your behalf may be considerably more sparse in this content, and 
readmission wiil be determined only on the basis of your grades. 


Please sign the blue waiver form on the appropriate line and return 
it to the Bread Loaf Office immediately. Feel free to stop by with any 
questions or concerns you may have as well. 


James H. Maddox 
Director 








STUDENT'S WAIVER STATEMENT 


I hereby waive my rights to inspect and review materials placed in my 

file after 1 January, 1975, with the understanding that: 

l. Letters of recommendation containing evaluations from my instructors 
at Bread Loaf will be forwarded to an institution, organization, or 
private party only upon my request. The institution, organization 
or private party receiving this letter of recommendation will be 
instructed not to permit any other party to have access to the 
information without my written consent. 

2. This waiver will remain in effect until I notify, in writing, the 
Office of the Director of the Bread Loaf School of English, at which 


time letters of recommendation will be removed from my file. 


Date: Signature: 








DECLARATION NOT TO WAIVE MY RIGHTS 


I hereby decline to waive my right to inspect and review materials 


placed in my file after 1 January, 1975. 





Date: Signature: 





MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
Dear Bread Loaf M.Litt. Candidate: 


Ever since I became the Bread Loaf Director in 1989, I have found the description of our 
M.Litt. degree program to be too vague. Between now and the beginning of the 1992 summer 
session, I would like to make the aims of the degree program clearer to everyone--but above all 
to you. That's what this letter and the enclosed information and form are all about. 


Before going a step further, let me assure you that I am in no sense setting out to change 
the rules of the M.Litt. or in any other way to spring an unpleasant surprise on you. To the 
contrary, I want to use this opportunity to allow you to develop a clearer idea of what your 
M.Litt. program means and to develop more realistic expectations of what lies between you and 
the completion of the degree. 


I am requiring that M. Litt. students entering their second, third, or fourth years in the 
M.Litt. program to fill out the enclosed form. I'm not requiring students entering their fifth 
year to fill out the form, but even for them I think that the exercise would be helpful and 
clarifying. 


To get at what I would like to accomplish with this letter, let me simply recall to your 
memory some of the differences between the ways the M.A. and the M.Litt. programs of study 
are set up at Bread Loaf. A major difference lies in the definition of distribution requirements. 
For the M.A. a student must take six courses (any one of which may be waived with my 
permission); the rest of the ten courses are electives and may fall within whichever 
distribution groups the student prefers--writing, theater, English literature, American 
literature, World literature, etc. 


The M.Litt. requirements are at once more rigorous and more lax for the student. The 
student may define his or her own area of concentration, in consultation with me. Once that 
area of concentration is defined, the student must take at least 7 of the 10 courses within that 
area; up to 3 courses may be considered electives. The M.Litt. student must undertake at least 
one Independent Project among the 10 courses he or she takes; the student may undertake as 
many as 4 Independent Projects. The entire M.Litt. program culminates in an examination; the 
student should keep this examination in mind but not be tyranized by it during the progress of 
taking courses. 


The problems with the M.Litt. program that I have observed have been a looseness and 
informality in the definition of the chosen field and in the selection of courses leading toward 
the degree. Yes, looseness and informality are sometimes attractive parts of the M.Litt. 
program, and I have no intention of getting rid of those beloved qualities entirely; but I want 
“looseness and informality” to give the student freedom, not to cause anxiety or to be buzzwords 
for a program of study that is ill-defined and catch-as-catch-can. 


I am therefore sending along with this letter a newly devised "Program of Studies" form 
which I hope you will use to help you define clearly--for yourself and for the School--the exact 
nature of the course of study you are following in your M.Litt. program. The form is of 
surpassing simplicity. It asks you to define the "field" of your M.Litt.; to give a description (ca. 2 








pages) of the nature of that field; and to construct an ideal program of courses that you will take 
en route to the completion of your degree. Some of you have already discussed your fields with 
me in detail and need to do very little more than put down on paper your already well-defined 
conception of those fields. At the other extreme, some of you have not consulted with me at 

all about the field, and we may need to spend some considerable time, either in correspondence 
between now and the summer or on one of the Bread Loaf campuses this summer, to hone and 
refine the definition of your M.Litt. field. 


I am very happy to allow a wide latitude in the actual definition of fields; some samples 
--for illustrative purposes only--are given in the M.Litt. brochure which I am enclosing with 
this letter. Obviously, the fields shouldn't be impossibly broad (e.g. "English Literature") or 
extremely narrow (e.g. "Pre-Raphaelite Poetry"). But, within these reasonable parameters, I am 
quite willing to approve fields of study with varying degrees of breadth or depth, depending on 
your desired ends in pursuing the M.Litt. 


To help you to come to a sharper definition of your field of study, I am enclosing a list of 
all courses offered at Bread Loaf since 1987. Please look over this list and use it to construct for 
yourself a hypothetical course of studies leading to your degree--i.e. the ten specific courses 
(including any Independent Projects you would devise, as well as up to three electives) that 
you might conceivably take en route to your degree. Include on this list all the Bread Loaf 
courses you have already taken in your M.Litt. program. In some ways, this exercise is 
hypothetical, since--given the wide year-to-year variation that is one attractive feature of the 
Bread Loaf curriculum--there is no guarantee whatever that the courses listed here will be 
offered again in the foreseeable future. For this and other reasons, you will of course not be 
required to enroll in the courses you list here. The exercise will be a very useful one, however, 
for it will force you to flesh out and give substance to your idea of your chosen field; you will 
probably discover that the exercise makes you confront, more clearly than before, just what 
your M.Litt. program really is. 


I hope that you will receive this letter, the form, and the request for some work on your 
part in the spirit in which they're sent to you. I want your M.Litt. program to be a coherent one, 
one that will satisfy your own needs in enrolling in the program in the first place, as well as 
one that will benefit from whatever advice I can offer and from the advice of the Bread Loaf 
faculty members with whom you will be taking your courses. 


Please return the enclosed form between now and the opening of Bread Loaf in June. 
Obviously, the sooner you can do this the better: if there are any problems in your formulation 
of your field, it would be good to discuss them before the actual opening of the Bread Loaf 
session. If you have any questions about this letter or the form, please let me know, and I will 
respond as quickly as the hectic Bread Loaf spring schedule will allow. I will be happy to 
discuss your program of studies either by mail or face to face in Vermont, Oxford, or Santa Fe 
this summer. 


Best wishes, 


James Maddox 
Director 





The Bread Loaf School of English 
M. Litt. Program of Studies 


1. Name: 


2. M.Litt. Field of Study: 


3. Please attach a description (2-3 pages) defining the scope of your field of study for the M.Litt. 
degree. Discuss in some detail the defining parameters of your field, as applicable-- 
chronological period, literary, cultural, pedagogical or other questions posed, etc. It may be 
useful, in defining your field, to suggest where the field stops--i.e. to mention some of the 
neighboring or allied concerns that your field will not include. 


4. From the list of recent Bread Loaf courses, construct below a program of ten courses. Of these 
ten courses, up to three may be electives, outside your chosen field. Up to four of the courses 
may be Independent Projects; at least one of the courses must be an Independent Project. Please 
put a star by all courses you have already taken. 





COURSE LISTINGS FOR VERMONT, OXFORD AND SANTA FE 
1987-1992 


GROUP | 


2. Writing and Editing Prose Non-Fiction (Macrorie, VT, 1987, 1988, 
1989, 1990); (Macrorie, SF, 1991, 1992) 

3. Writing About Learning (Goswami, VT, 1987, 1988); Case Study 
Research and Classroom Practice: Connections (Goswami, VT, 
1989); Heads or Tales? Ways of Getting to Know Your 
Classroom (Goswami, VT, 1990); Coming to Know Your 
Classroom: Stories and Theories (Goswami, VT, 1991) 

5. Poetry Writing (Prunty, VT, 1987): (Oles, VT,1988, 1989, 1990, 
1991, 1992) 

6. Fiction Writing (Huddle, VT, 1987, 1988, 1989, 1990, 1991, 1992) 

18. Playwriting (Jacker, VT, 1988); (Innaurato, VT, 1989); (Clubb, 
VT, 1990, 1991, 1992)) 

17. History and Theories of Writing (Lunsford, VT, 1991) 

25. Creative Writing Workshop (Momaday, SF, 1991) 

149. Gender, Reading, and Writing (Lunsford, VT, 1991) 

157. Rewriting a Life: Teaching Revision as a Life Skill (T. Warnock, 
VT, 1992) 

162. Theory and Practice in writing Across the Curriculum (Royster, 
VT, 1991, 1992) 

169. Learning From Theories and Stories (Goswami, Britton, Martin, 
with Scurria, VT, 1992) 

170. Travel Writing (J. Warnock, VT, 1992) 

172. Children's Stories: Studies in Narrative Imagination (M. 
Armstrong, VT, 1987, 1988); The Stories Children Write (M. 
Armstrong, VT, 1988); Writing the Natural History of Narrative 
(M. Armstrong, VT, 1990); Recreating the World Through 
Narrative (M. Armstrong, VT, 1991) 

173. Writing and Reading Stories in School (Britton, VT, 1987) 
Telling the Stories of Our Lives: An Approach to Writing and 
Learning Through Autobiography (Britton, VT 1988, 1989) 

174. Connections: Thoughts and Modes of Language (Martin, VT , 
1987, 1988, 1989); Writing Oneself: Examining the Teaching of 
Writing, Meeting Practitioners, Discussing What the Masters 
Say (Martin, VT, 1990, 1991) 

176. Connections: Writing and Literature (Macrorie, VT, 1989); 
Connections: Writing and Teaching (Macrorie, VT, 1990) 
(Macrorie, SF, 1991) 


’ 








War. 


192. 
193. 
198: 
200. 


202. 
203. 
22x 
|). 


533. 


Forms of Thinking and Writing (Cazden, VT, 1987, 1988, 1989); 
Voices in the Mind and in the Text (Cazden, VT, 1992) 

Ways to Writing, Ways of Writing (Moffett, VT, 1988) 
Southwestern Nature Writing (Elder, SF, 1992) 

Writing, Teaching, and the Theater (Cazden, VT, 1989) 

A Workshop for Nature Writers (Elder, VT, 1988); (Lueders, VT, 
1990, 1991) 

Writing Teachers’ Case-Histories (Macrorie, VT,1987, 1988) 
Writing, Discourse and Culture (Burgess, VT, 1987) 

Education and Opposition: Autobiographies of the Oppressed 
(Stuckey, VT, 1989) 

The Essayist Tradition Among African-American Women 
(Royster, VT, 1991, 1992) 

Reading, Writing and Learning (Dixon and Brown, OX, 1987); 
Writing, Discourse and Culture (Burgess, OX, 1988, 1990, 
1991); Written Language in Culture (Miller, OX, 1989); The 
Invention and Discovery of Meaning: Explorations in Writing and 
Learning (M. Armstrong, OX, 1992) 


GROUP Il 


13. 
19, 


28. 


32. 


46. 


48. 


51. 


60. 


61. 


78. 


Literature, Law, and Censorship (A. Patterson, VT, 1992) 

Chaucer (L. Patterson, VT, 1987, 1990); (Fleming, VT, 1989, 
1991); Historicizing Chaucer (Sponsler, VT, 1992) 

Shakespeare in His Own Time (A. Patterson, VT, 1987); 
Shakespeare: The Late Plays (Danson, VT, 1988); Shakespearean 
Tragedy (Brodhead, VT, 1989, 1992); Shakespeare's Tragedies 
(Pack, VT, 1990); Shakespeare: Troubling Plays (Brodhead and 
A. MacVey, VT, 1991) 

Milton (A. Patterson, VT, 1987,1990); (Paster, VT, 1988) 

Representing the New World: Images and Ideologies of the 
Colonizing Process in Seventeenth-Century English Literature 
(Ferguson, SF, 1992) 

Renaissance Drama (Danson, VT, 1988) 

Theater and Power: Shakespeare at the Stuart Court (Kernan, VT, 
1991) 

Shakespearean Texts and Dramatic Revision (Urkowitz, VT, 
1987); Shakespeare on the Stage (Mokler and Acting Ensemble, 
VT, 1988) 

Carnival, Theatre, and Gender in Shakespeare's Plays (Wofford, 
VT, 1989); Shakespeare's Histories and Tragedies (Wofford, SF, 
1991) 

Shakespeare A to Z (A. Patterson, VT, 1992) 








79. Shakespeare, Spenser, and the Age of Elizabeth (Wofford, VT, 
1989) 

89. Shakespeare: Contested Plays (Ferguson, SF, 1992) 

90. Teaching Shakespeare (Worthen, VT, 1990) 

210. Representations of Class and Gender in Early Modern Literature 
(Paster, VT, 1988) 

504. Seventeenth-Century Poetry (Wilders, OX, 1987, 1988, 1989, 
1990, 1991, 1992) 

518. Shakespeare: On the Page and On the Stage (Smallwood and 
Wells, OX, 1987); (Smallwood and Jackson, OX, 1988) 
(Smallwood, OX, 1989); (Smallwood and Whitworth, OX, 1990, 
1991); (Smallwood and Wood, OX, 1992) 

519. Milton and Marvell (Kay, OX, 1987); Sidney and Spenser (Kay, OX, 
1988) 

524. Chaucer (Gray, OX, 1987, 1988, 1989, 1990, 1991, 1992) 

525. Renaissance Romance and Fiction (Kay, OX, 1989); Renaissance 
Narrative (Kay, OX, 1990); Sidney and Spenser (Kay, OX, 1991) 

526. Shakespeare's Comedies in Performance (Wilders, OX, 1987, 
1989, 1991); Shakespeare's History Plays (Wilders, OX, 1988, 
1990, 1992) 

528. Shakespeare and Jacobean Drama (Kay, OX, 1987, 1988, 1990, 
1991); Shakespeare and His Contemporaries (Kay, OX, 1989) 

558. English Stage Comedy (Danson, OX, 1989) 

557. The Matter of Britain (Pitcher, OX, 1989) 

559. Family, Sex, and Marriage in Early Modern Texts (Pitcher, OX, 
1990) 

562. The Renaissance in Literary Theory (Kay, OX, 1992) 

564. Women in the English Renaissance (Kay, OX, 1992) 


GROUP Ill 


11. English Romanticism (Knoepflmacher, VT, 1987); Romantic 
Poetry: The Ideas of Consciousness and Power (I. Armstrong, 
VT, 1989); Power and the Sublime in Romantic Poetry (l. 
Armstrong, VT, 1990, 1991); Romantic Poetry and its 
Inheritors (Pack, VT, 1992); Romanticism Regendered 
(Simpson, SF, 1992) 

14. Modern and Contemporary British and Irish Poetry (I. Sadoff, VT, 
1990) 

21. Modern British Novel (L. Maddox, VT, 1987, 1989); Modern Fiction: 
The First Half of the Twentieth Century (Sabin, VT, 1992) 








33. 


34. 


100 


188), 





The Essay: Readers and Writers Reading and Writing (Heath, VT, 
1988); Pope and Swift and Their Circle: Literature, Politics, 
and Culture (Richetti, SF, 1991) 

Nineteenth Century Novel (Knoepflmacher, VT, 1987); Idea and 
Narrative Form in the Nineteenth-Century Novel (I. Armstrong, 
VT, 1989); The Nineteenth-Century Novel: Narrative Theory and 
the Politics of Form (I. Armstrong, VT, 1990); The Nineteenth- 
Century English Novel (Soltan, VT, 1991); Victorian Texts and 
Contexts (Freedman, VT, 1992) 


. The Essay: Readers and Writers Reading and Writing (Heath, VT, 


1990) 


. The Novel and Social Change in Eighteenth-Century England 


(Richetti, SF, 1991) 


. Imagining Reality Outside the Middle Class (Sabin, VT, 1992) 
. Romantic and Modern Poetry (Pack, VT, 1987) 

. Yeats and Eliot (Litz, VT, 1991) 

. Hope and Doubt in the Poetry of Wordsworth, Keats, Hardy and 


Hopkins (Pack, VT, 1988) 


. From Victorian to Modern (Freedman, VT, 1988, 1989) 
. Imperialism and the Victorian Novel (David, SF, 1991) 
. Modern British Novel (Worthen, VT, 1990) 

. Conrad (Donadio, VT, 1989) 

. James Joyce (Hunter, VT, 1991) 

101. 
150. 
154. 


Yeats and Joyce (J. Maddox, VT, 1987) 

Narrative and Desire (Sadoff, VT, 1988, 1990) 

Contemporary Drama (Vandenbroucke, VT, 1987); (Cadden, VT, 
1992); Post-War British Drama: 1945-1985 (Worthen, VT, 
1988); British Society Drama: 1890-1980 (Cadden, VT, 1991) 
Making Yourself Up: First-Person Narratives (J. Maddox, VT, 
1988) 


. Daughters and Lovers (J. Maddox, VT, 1987) 

. James, Eliot, and the Art of Fiction (Freedman, VT, 1987) 

. Wordsworth and Coleridge (Gill, OX, 1988, 1989, 1990, 1992) 
. Innocence and Experience (Park, OX, 1991) 

. Yeats and Joyce (Litz, OX, 1990); (Johnson, OX, 1991); James 


Joyce (Johnson, OX, 1992) 


. Classic Modernist Fiction (Cunningham, OX, 1987) 

. Poetry as a Means of Grace (Park, OX, 1989 

. Negative Capability (Park, OX, 1987 

. Victorian Imaginations (Shrimpton, OX, 1987); Dickens and Eliot 


(Gill, OX, 1988) 


. The Victorian Woman Novelist (Flint, OX, 1990, 1991) 





533. Marriage, Parents, and Children in the Victorian Novel 
(Bednarowska, OX, 1987) 

534. Eighteenth-Century Satire (Cunningham, OX, 1991); Classic 
Satire and After (Cunningham, OX, 1992) 

537. ‘Beyond the Veil: God and Nature in Nineteenth-Century Poetry 
(Gill, OX, 1992) 

541. The Victorian Novel: Hardy and James (Bednarowska, OX, 1988); 
Hardy and Lawrence: Self, Sexuality and Society (Gill, OX, 
1989) 

543. The Making of Modern Drama (Shrimpton, OX, 1988) 

953. Jane Austen and the Brontes (Bednarowska, OX, 1989, 1991): 
George Eliot and Henry James (Bednarowska, OX, 1990); Jane 
Austen, The Brontes, and Elizabeth Gaskell (Bednarowska, OX, 
1992) 

554. The Essay: Readers and Writers Reading and Writing (Danson, OX, 
1987, 1991) 

556. Robinson, Lemuel, Pamela, Tristram, and Emma: Fiction from 
Defoe to Austen (Cunningham, OX, 1988, 1989); Beginning the 
Novel (Cunningham, OX, 1990) 

560. Virginia Woolf and Her Contemporaries (Flint, OX, 1990): 
Virginia Woolf in the Context of Feminist Theory (Johnson, OX, 
1991); Virginia Woolf, Johnson, OX, 1992) 

563. Theory and Fiction (Flint, OX, 1992) 


GROUP IV 


39. Contemporary American Short Story (Huddle, VT, 1987, 1988, 
1989, 1990, 1991, 1992) 

41. Studies in American Fiction (Donadio, VT, 1991); Nineteenth- 
Century American Fiction (Donadio, VT, 1992) 

50. Puritanism and the American Renaissance (Buell, VT, 1987, 
1988); Antebellum American Writing (Brodhead, VT, 1990) 

58. Autobiography in America (Stepto, VT, 1992); Multiethnic 
American Autobiography (Wong, SF, 1992) 

75. The Modern Long Poem (Litz, VT, 1991, 1992) 

77. The Literature of American Transcendentalism (Buell, VT, 1987) 

83. Antebellum American Writing (Brodhead, VT, 1989) 

91. African American Drama Since 1960 (Stepto, VT, 1991) 

95. The Modern American Novel (Sundquist, VT, 1987, 1989) 

106. F. Scott Fitzgerald and Ernest Hemingway (Donadio, VT, 1991) 

117. Faulkner (Donadio, VT, 1988) 

121. African-American Poets of the Modern Era (Stepto, VT, 1990) 








131. The Hollywood Film and American National Identity (Freedman, 
VT, 1991, 1992) 

137. Race and American Literature (Rampersad, SF, 1991) 

160. The Poetry of Yeats, Frost and Stevens (Pack, VT, 1989); The 
Poetry of Robinson, Frost, and Stevens (Pack, VT, 1991) 

167. The English Language Through American Literature (Heath, VT, 
1988); Language and Gender in American Fiction (Heath, VT, 
1990) 

184. American Nature Writing (Elder, VT, 1987, 1989); The 
Literature of the American Environment (Buell, VT, 1988) 

185. Contemporary Southern Fiction (Sundquist, VT, 1989); Writing 
of the American South (Brodhead, VT, 1990); Literature of the 
South (Rampersad, SF, 1991) 

193. Southwestern Nature Writing (Elder, SF, 1992) 

196. Contemporary American Poetry (Prunty, VT, 1987) 

205. Henry James (Wood, VT, 1990) 

206. American Literature of the 1950s (Sundquist, VT, 1987) 

211. Native American Literature (L. Maddox, VT, 1988, 1990, 1991, 
1992); (Momaday, SF, 1991); (Wong, SF, 1992) 

215. The Essayist Tradition Among African-American Women 
(Royster, VT, 1991, 1992) 

220. Slavery and Recent African American Literature (Smith, SF, 
1992) 

221. U. S. Black Film and Filmmakers (Smith, SF, 1992) 

555. Experiments in the Form of the Novel (Bednarowska, OX, 1987) 


GROUP V 


36. Biography in Western Literature (Ferguson, VT, 1990) 

37. Studies in the European Novel (Donadio, VT, 1987); Contemporary 
Fiction (Wood, VT, 1988) 

55. Modern Criticism (Wood, VT, 1988); Contemporary Literary 
Theory (Wood, VT, 1990) 

71. The Classical Tradition: Virgil to Petrarch (Fleming, VT, 1989) 

72. Modernism and Postmodernism (Soltan, VT, 1991) 

84. Fictions of Identity: Medieval European Writing (Sponsler, VT, 
1992) 

93. Masters of Modern Drama (Vandenbroucke, VT, 1987); Modern 
Drama and Theater Theory (Worthen, VT, 1988); Modern Drama: 
lbsen Versus Brecht (Cadden, VT, 1989); Modern Drama 
(Cadden, VT, 1991) 

103. Studies in Western Drama: From Aeschylus to Cixous (Benston, 
VT, 1992) 





109. Fictions of Empire (Hunter, VT, 1991) 

110. Modern Fiction (Hunter, VT, 1990) 

119. Studies in European Fiction (Donadio, VT, 1988, 1989, 1990, 
1992) 

127. Dante's Divine Comedy (Fleming, VT, 1991) 

154. Contemporary Drama: Beckett and Beyond (Cadden, VT, 1989) 

207. Forms of Twentieth-Century European Fiction (Donadio, VT, 
1987) 

208. The Theory and Practice of Cultural Criticism (Freedman, VT, 
1987, 1988, 1989, 1990); Studies in Literary Theory (Wood, 
SF, 1992) 

214. Proust (Donadio, VT, 1990) 

216. Literary Modernism: Woolf, Faulkner, and Latin American 
Narrative (Lezra, SF, 1991) 

219. The Dramaturg's Perspective: Questioning the Text (Cadden, VT, 
1992) NEH participants only 

222. Contemporary Latin American Fiction (Wood, SF, 1992) 

511. Modern Criticism (Wood, OX, 1989) 

516. Tragedy and Religion (Park, OX, 1987, 1988); Tragedy and 
Philosophy (Park, OX, 1990, 1992) 

546. Classical Traditions (Fleming, OX, 1988) 

550. Aspects of Modernism (Wood, OX, 1989) 

551. The Epic: From Homer to Joyce (Pitcher, OX, 1987, 1988, 1990) 

561. Tragedy: Shakespeare and the Greeks (Pitcher, OX, 1991) 


GROUP VI 


129. Introduction to Acting (Elliott, VT, 1987); Acting Workshop 
(Elliott, VT, 1988, 1989, 1990, 1991, 1992) 

139. Directing Workshop (Mokler, VT, 1987, 1990) 

213. The Poetry of the Theatre (Mokler, VT, 1989); The Director's 
Perspective: Shaping the Text (A. MacVey, VT, 1992) NEH 
participants only 

218. The Actor's Perspective: Embodying the Text (C. MacVey, VT, 
1992) NEH participants only 





Theatre at Bread Loaf 
1992 


Theatre is an important element at Bread Loaf, and we hope you'll 
participate in it this summer either as an audience member or as an actor or 
crew member in one of the productions. Here, professionals and amateurs 


work together to present plays that we hope are as special as the community 
itself. 


Here is the schedule for the summer: 


k to us wi ww UW to te Ts tw ki es ko ks Uo we Bt to Gn ko BP ka Ss Es ks ko k kok kok eo ko kok 


Thursday, July 2, 7:30: Theatre I and Come and Go, by 
Samuel Beckett 


Thursday, July 9, 7:30: That Time and Rockaby, by 
Samuel Beckett 


July 30 - Aug 2, 8:30: The Mother of Us All, by 
Gertrude Stein 


August 3-5, 7:30: Final Directing Scenes 


pie SK) R RKE REKI ERE RRE REEERE Re Ky eK KR ORK) KORE aK Ke Rk 


The two Beckett evenings will be presented by The Acting Ensemble, 
Bread Loaf's resident professional theatre company. The Mother Of Us All 
will be performed by the Ensemble and fifteen actors drawn from the Bread 
-Loaf community. The final directing scenes will be performed entirely by 
volunteers. This brings us to: 


AUDITIONS: Wednesday, 7:30 pm 


EVERYONE associated with the Bread Loaf community is invited to 
audition for The Mother Of us All. This summer there are more roles than 
ever, all of them interesting, and split almost equally between men and 
women. We need people of all ages, including three or four children (aged 7 - 
14). 


The Mother Of Us All is a strange and wonderful play, difficult to read 
but very entertaining onstage. In this Columbus year it is a play about 
American history. In it are John Adams, U.S. Grant, Daniel Webster and 











other historical figures. Its central character is the great Susan B. Anthony, 
who spent her life working for women's suffrage. The play is a highly 
imaginative examination of her life. It has a lot of music, some dance, and is 
very imagistic. Most of the actors are onstage most of the time, sometimes 
playing individual roles, sometimes performing as a chorus. 


Auditions will be composed of four elements: (a) group warm-ups; (b) 
reading of a poem or selection from the play; (c) short reading of a realistic 
scene; (d) singing a short song (in private, and not required). 


If you would like to prepare for the auditions, select a poem by any 
author, or a speech from the play (Mother of Us All is on reserve in the 
library). We're looking for people who like poetry and who enjoy reading it 
aloud. You may also select a two-minute scene from the scene books and 
plays on reserve in the library. You might also select a short song to sing with 
or without accompaniment. Not everyone in the cast must sing, so if you 
can't carry a tune in a bucket, don't worry about it. 


We also need: 


- A Vocal Director to assist the singers; 

- A choreographer for two or three numbers; 

- Assistant Stage Managers who might help out a few 
hours each week; 

- People who would like to help with sets, costumes, 
lighting or running crew. 


These people should come to auditions and let us know your interests. 


Don't be shy. Auditions will be friendly and interesting. Join us as we 
begin a very special production. 


Alan MacVey 
Director 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


7 July 1992 


To: All Members of the Bread Loaf Community 
From: Jim Maddox ye Praddiz 


In the age of HIV, it is essential that all of us take precautions for our own safety and for 
the safety of others; the entire community needs to be especially sensitive to the safety and the 
concerns of the housekeeping staff. 


Please dispose of all soiled linens and paper products in an appropriate way. 


All soiled linens should be bundled up and placed in a pillow case. All soiled or bloody 
paper products which are considered flushable should be flushed. Those that cannot be flushed 
should be wrapped in paper, put in a “nap-sack” (available in bathrooms), and placed in the 
trash can. 


Any other materials containing bodily secretions should be carefully discarded in an 
equally hygienic manner. 


Thank you for your strict attention to these matters and your courtesy toward the 
housekeeping staff. Any questions or concerns should be directed to Leo Hotte (Ext. 42 ) or the 
Cornwall Clinic (Ext. 14). 





1 July 1992 


TO; Bread Loaf community 
From: Jim Maddox Gt Pnad 
Subject: Becoming a member of BreadNet 


Some of you may have heard of BreadNet but thought it was 
limited to some esoteric subset of our population. Even though 
1992-93 will be a year in which we experiment with a new online 
system, I want to make it clear that everyone is invited to take 
part in Bread Loaf's electronic network. 


What is BreadNet? Bill Wright and a pioneering group of 
teachers started the network in 1984 as a way for Bread Loaf 
teachers to share ideas during the school year. They also began to 
experiment with projects that let small groups of classrooms work 
together electronically. BreadNet is now a series of computer 
conferences (somewhat like a telephone conference call, but you are 
not on at the same time) on topics that range from setting up a 
writing lab, to portfolio assessment, to teaching Native American 
students. There are also projects that let your students work with 
and "publish" writing for students across the country or across the 
globe. 


What do you need to take part? If you have a personal 
computer (any kind), you will also need: 

-a modem 

-a cable to go from your modem to the computer 

-communications software 

-a subscription with the online service that we use 


Subscriptions with the online service we now use are $40/year 
(or $20/semseter). You also pay for the connect time that you use. 
A connect-time budget of $250 should be more than adequate for you 
and your students for the 92-93 school year. (You can get by on 
much less.) When we move to the new system (late '92 or early OSN y 
those who have Internet access should be able to avoid the connect- 
time costs completely. 


Bill Wright will hold a short introductory meeting tonight in 
Barn ukat 7O He will give a short explanation of how the 
electronic global village is shaping up and tell you how you can be 
partikon If you can't make that meeting, you can go to the 
Apple Cellar and get a handout that tells you everything you need 
to know about being part of BreadNet. 





THE BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH IS PLEASED TO ANNOUNCE: 


THE BREAD LOAF POETRY PRIZE 
$300 to be awarded 


for one or two poems, a maximum of 
three pages total manuscript. 


1. The submission must not exceed the bwo-poem, three- 
page limit. 


All work Wea previously unpublished and must not 


- ave received any other prize. 
3. The poems may be on any subject, in any for. 
ai The poems must be byped or word-processed on 


Sif2 x 11 while paper. 


>. The author's name must not appear on any page of the 
manuscript. 


6. Staple to the manuscripta sealed envelope containing 
the title(s) of your work, your name, and your Bread Loaf 
box number. 


d. Leave your work inthe Main Office at the inn. 


3. The deadline fer all submissions is Monday, duly 20, 1992 
at neon. 


9. Manuscripts will not be returned. 








She Stopped Dying to Laugh 


Luther Ward didn't meet Jesus 

on the road to Damascus. 

It was right when he was chasing his wife, 
who had just clawed him in the face, 

when she threw a chair and hit him 

in the chest-——"right here by my heart." 
Hed been slapping her anound a litt le—— 
he didn't beat her, he says, 

just slapped her around a little, 

and she clawed him, nothing serious. 


Luther repairs concrete driveways 
when he's not preaching. 

God spoke to him from a wine bottle, 
from a pack of cigarettes, 

and at the dog tracks. 

"Got to stop, the Good Lord said, 

and I obeyed three times." Se 
“Now I'm a preacher," Luther tells me. 
"I preach to sinners where they at. 
AinpatenG OcmnOmcn isch 

‘cept where the Lord sends me." 


He thinks the Lord sent him here 

to repair my driveway 

and to share the Word. 

"You want to be happy in this life," Luther says, 
"You got to have a sense of humor." 

He tells me about his ninety-two-year-—old Auntie: 
“She be in the hospital dying, 

and I be joking around. 

And she stopped dying to laugh. 

I swear she did. 

She hold her head up off the bed 

and try to laugh, 

then fall back on the pillow 

(OMe tetirnelts ite clsyalila eee 


- by Julia Goodwin 





Living Dust 
= lo My Children 


Scatter my dust amid the dust I know, 
Inside our house, on everything that's here, 
And I'll be with you everywhere you go. 


I'll cover tables with my ashen snow, 
And you can draw your name or picture there. 
Scatter my dust amid the dust I know, 


In mattresses and pockets of your clothes. 
I want to live inside your lungs and hair, 
And still be with you everywhere you go. 


I'll rest on cushions, ponder by windows. 
I'll live in books until the words are clear. 
Scatter my dust amid the dust I know, 


So I can swirl and dance when breezes blow. 
Just let me ride the sunbeams in the air, 
And I'll be with you everywhere you go. 


In time I'll settle down to sleep; I vow 
I will relinquish all my household cares. 
Scatter my dust amid the dust I know, 

And I'll be with you everywhere you go. 


- by Julia Goodwin 





NAMES OF THE MOON 


We push through crowded sidewalks 

of Chinatown, not holding hands, 

strings of lanterns criss-crossing overhead 
for the Moon Festival, shops displaying 
ocean-colored rings of jade, 

red envelopes for lucky money, 

rows of plucked and naked ducks, packets 
of herbs for long life, strength, love. 
The Chinese say this fall moon 

brings romance, binding lovers 

with invisible threads, and I wonder how 
it works, if being here now 

can hold us together, or if 

when I leave you later this week, 

this month, this moon, 

I'll feel any tug, any tidal connection 
of watery children unborn, thoughts 

taut between us. 


Alone, I watch the sky from the faded lawn 
behind my apartment, the grass bleached 

and crackling, brushed dead 

flat by heat. One spark and it would all catch, 
each leaflet lighting another 

and another, a slowly consuming brightness. 

I think of the lines we draw between stars, 
the stories of those patterns 

a way to make some sense, like naming the moon: 
Harvest Moon, when farmers worked past dusk 
sheafing the grain, digging turnips, 

Fruit Moon of ripe blackberries 

we pick by the river, 

a Chinese pear, cold, a composite of slices. 


Those threads, those strings 

of lanterns above darkening streets, 

so easily made trappings of love 

by ritual, by a planet's placid face, 
though nothing will work. We know 

nothing will work. The moon's waxing spawns 
strange dreams of skin and water, 

and I can only pretend to understand 

the dying lawn hiding seeds 

and crickets, the rhythms of water urged 
onto the earth's rim, our bodies offered up 
each night hopefully, as if we loved them, 
as if the moon could bless them, 

as if its touch might save us. 


- by Kristen Lindquist 





POSSIBILITIES OF DESCENT: 
DUNTULM CASTLE, ISLE OF SKYE 


Here I am first stung 

by a nettle, this ruin of rubble 

above the waves, this arched window 
leoking through another arched window 
out to nothing but vaulted sky and sea. 
Thick clumps of grass grow 

among the castle stones, rooted 

in bloodshed and sea-salt. 

All that remains of the far wall opens, 
a low door leading to the cliff's edge. 
I am inside the doorway, framed by deep 
yellow blossoms of gorse and. grey 
blocks of wall once carried 

up the winding path. 

I am looking out into the waves 

trying to recognize seabirds, gulls and eiders, 
a Merlin-conjured bridge of fog 

leading away to the low 

desolate island on the horizon. 


From a ferry I had watched a gannet 

dive straight into the sea from fifty feet, 
a white arrow of certainty 

re-emerging with a fish, 

released back into the dim sky. 

Every day it rains. Every day water 

drips and washes the rocks, the castle 
bones. My skin is mist, 

and I am only a child, only visiting, 
though already I feel this place settle 
like an ache in my joints. 

Below the cliff I find the sodden body 

of a sheep, mass of wool and bone 

among the algae-washed stones. 

Fulmars hiss on their nests above my head. 
The sky descends, and nothing more 

appears. A corner of the castle wall juts up, 
heavy stone wings that will never alight. 


There is always a way to escape. 

I have pocketed shells from the beach, 

small, shimmering talismans, 

all I could find to take away. 

The water darkens, wrinkles beneath the wind, 
reveals a vague pale form. 

Distance distorts the image: jellyfish? 

a whale? masses of wide brown kelp? 





On this border of rock and sky, 

the only way to learn 

is to jump. My hand stings. 

I am fourteen. Even then I know 

with what secrets sea and sky taunt me, 
what meanings they pretend to hold. 

Even then I know how sweet 

is the long fall through one to the other, 
how the cries of the kittiwakes 

are of those who couldn't resist. 


- by Kristen Lindquist 





1992 Awards for Bread Loaf Teacher-Researchers 


For several years, the Bread Loaf School of English has awarded grants of up to $500 to 
teachers who study language and learning in their classrooms or communities. Middlebury 
College provides funds for this program. 


If you’re planning to attend Bread Loaf next summer, you will be eligible for an award for 
classroom inquiry if you follow the guidelines below: 


--By 15 November 1991, send Elaine Hall two copies of an overview of your inquiry (no more 
than 2-3 typed pages). Please answer these questions: What is the setting for your study (facts 
about your community, school, classroom)? What do you plan to study and how? How will 
students figure into your inquiry as co-researchers and/or co-authors? 


One of the key features of successful classroom research is the collaborative nature of the work. 
The November date should give you time to present your plan to your students so that they can 
be a part of the project from the beginning. Ideally, the students who'll be involved in your 
project will write themselves or help you write the November overview. 


-- By 15 April 1992, send Elaine two copies of a progress report (2-3 typed pages), the chief 
purpose of which is to let us know that you've actually carried out an inquiry (may not be 
exactly what you proposed in November, but that’s ok) and that you plan to apply for an award 
in 1992. 


-- By 1 July 1992, give Elaine two copies of your report, which may be in the form of a narrative. 
We understand that these reports will be work in progress, probably written in some haste, and 
that you will most likely revise and rewrite when you've had time to think and talk about your 
inquiry. If you're going to Oxford or Santa Fe, please send Elaine your report before you leave. 


You can receive only one teacher-research award. You must be present at Bread Loaf as a 
student to be eligible. The awards are for inquiries, not to support exemplary teaching methods 
or publication projects. To qualify, your projects must be planned and fairly systematic. Check 
NCTE publications for announcements of substantial awards ($500-$5000) funded by NCTE 
and other organizations. I might add that your research should be a pleasure rather than a 
burden to you and your students. 


Read back issues of Bread Loaf News for more information. Bread Loaf teacher-researchers 
have brought us much recognition and honor over the years. Many have published their stories 
and reports. Many have made presentations locally and nationally. Most report that they’re 
hooked on the notion that “the word for teaching is learning,” award or no award. We hope 
that come November we'll be hearing from many of you. 


Dixie Goswami Jim Maddox 
Coordinator, Program in Writing Director 





BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 
July 27, 1992 
Dear Off-Campus Bread Loaf Student: 
As you know, we try hard to maintain a responsible off-campus housing list for your 
convenience. Some owners are wonderfully cooperative and fair, but we have discovered others who 
seem to be taking advantage of you and us. We'd like your help to make sure that those who are 


treating Bread Loaf students unfairly are not assisted in the future by us. 


Would you please return this evaluation of your accommodations to assist next year's Bread 
Loaf students who wish to live off campus? 


1. Please identify and describe your accommodations: 
a. Owner: 


b. Description of Location of house or apartment: 


c. Rental fee: 


d. Distance from School: 


De Will you be renting this place in 1993? 


3. Please evaluate your accommodations: 


a. What were the advantages and drawbacks? 


b. Would you recommend that we list this place again? (Since there are so few places avail- 
able, does coming to Bread Loaf outweigh the disadvantages of the place? Or would you 
recommend that we simply not list the place?) 


Please turn over - 








Comments, complaints, compliments: 


Many thanks, 
es eri 


James Maddox 
Director 





























BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


July 24, 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf Student: 

I'd very much appreciate your assessment of Bread Loaf 1992; the program, the faculty, 
and life on the Mountain. Please mention what went well and what did not; perhaps most 
importantly, give a frank assessment of the faculty and your courses. Use the back of this sheet 
if necessary. 


Sincerely, 


eae 
James Maddox 


I; Evaluation of literature, writing, and theater faculty and courses: 

2: Do you have any observations on the different directions of the curriculum of Bread 
Loaf (writing, literature, theater)? Did you find these different directions a difficulty? A 
blessing? 


(over, please) 








3. What are your assessments of the non-academic aspects of this summer’s experience 
(social, domestic, etc.)? 


4. Recommendations: 


Name (optional) 





Entertainment 





Friday, June 26 
Saturday, June 27 


Tuesday, June 30 


Thursday, July 2 


Friday, July 3 
Monday, July 6 
Tuesday, July 7 
Thursday, July 9 


Friday, July 10 
Monday, July 13 
Tuesday, July 14 


Friday, July 17 
Monday, July 20 
Friday, July 24 


Saturday, July 25 
Monday, July 27 
Tuesday, July 28 


Wednesday, July 29 
Thursday, July 30 
Friday, July 31 
Saturday, August 1 
Sunday, August 2 


BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


SUMMER CALENDAR 1992 


Film: ''Raising Arizona"! 
Square Dance 


The Elizabeth Drew Memorial Lecture: 
Richard Brodhead, Professor of 


English and Chairman of the Depart- 


ment of English, Yale 


Theater: Theatre I and Come and Go, 
by Samuel Beckett 


Film: 'A Room With a View" 
Faculty Reading: Carole Oles 
Guest Lecturer: David Schaafsma 


Theater: That Time and Rockaby, 
by Samuel Beckett 


Film: "83"! 
Faculty Reading: David Huddle 


Peggy O'Brien, Folger Shakespeare 
Library, 'Teaching Shakespeare"' 
Film: "The Commitments"! 


Faculty Reading: Robert Pack 


Film: ''Adventures of Baron 
Munchausen"! 
Square Dance 


Poetry Class Reading 


Guest Lecturer: Tony Burgess 


The Mother of Us All, by Gertrude 


Stein 
Directed by Alan MacVey 


Barn, 8:00 p.m. 
Barn, 9:00 p.m. 


Little Theatre, 7:30 p.m. 


Little Theatre, 7:30 p.m. 


Barn, 8:00 p.m. 
Barnes 7 3305) O-Ms 
Barn, 7:30 p.m. 


Little Theatre, 7:30 p.m. 


Barn, 8:00 p.m. 
Barn, 7:30 p.m. 
Barn, 7:30 p.m. 


Barn, 8:00 p.m. 
Barn, 7:30 p.m. 


Barn, 8:00 p.m. 


Barn, 9:00 p.m. 
Blue Parlor, 7:30 
Barn, 7:30 p.m. 


Little Theatre, 8:30 p.m. 





After the Opening: Problems and Prospects for a Reformed 


American Literature 


Richard H. Brodhead 


From psychoanalysts of my acquaintance I have learned the 


concept of an Arbeit, translatable as a profession’s current task 
or as the collective labor or project--the shared sense of a work 
to be accomplished--that orients a professional field. If we were 
to ask what is the Arbeit of American literature--I should make 
clear at the outset that I will be talking about the tenders of 
American literature’s public life, not its writers, who have 
sometimes possessed quite different Arbeiten--the answer would be 
that it depends on where, historically, we come in. For the 1840s- 
to-mid-1850s literary generation the project of American 
literature was to get one: to coax a powerful, differentiated 
American literature into existence, and so to overcome continuing 
cultural dependencies on foreign colonial powers. Emerson’s 
scanning of a still-vacant literary horizon in "The Poet"--"I look 
in vain for the poet whom I describe"--is one expression of this 
historical Arbeit. So is Whitman’s call for what he calls a "New 
World literature"--a literature of the New World and a literature 
that shall be something new in the world--and his fiat auctores 
invocations: "Come forth, sweet democratic despots of the west!" 
So is Melville’s hope-fueled promise of the year 1850: "Believe 


me, my friends, that men not very much inferior to Shakespeare are 
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this day being born on the banks of the Ohio." (I have always 
wondered who exactly Melville had in mind.) 

In the late 1880s, the project of American literature’s 
supporters was no longer to generate such a literature--by this 
time an American literature was assumed already to exist--but 
rather to institutionalize one: to install a national literature 
in a certain place in American civic life. The great foundational 
moment of virtually all the American institutions that present the 
arts in a monumentalized classical form--the Old Masters-centered 
art museum, the symphony orchestra specialized to the classical 
repertory--this is the time when American literature, set ina 
canonical form featuring its own Old Masters (Longfellow, Lowell, 
Holmes, and the rest), had a massively public and authoritative 
presence created for it as well. This period’s workers--I am 
thinking of Horace Scudder and his allies--were concerned to 
identify classical American literature with an idealized legacy 
all Americans should possess and to install that legacy in young 
minds through the mechanisms of official socialization. 
Accordingly their Arbeit took the form of recreating American 
literature as the stuff of text books and standardized school 
curricula--of repositioning it in the domain of required and 
regulatory knowledge. 

The Arbeit of the 1950s and early 1960s could be said to have 
been that of distinguishing American literature, in the double 
sense of differentiating it from other writing and improving its 
cultural prestige. The postwar emergence of the United States as 


an international power eager to preside over a global American 
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century brought with it an urge to assert American literature 
(along with everything else American) as a site of exceptionalism 
and special greatness. The related emergence of American 
literature as a full-fledged field of knowledge in the modernized 
American university of this time brought into being an intra- 
academic force reinforcing this more general will to separation 
and exaltation, since like all new fields the condition of 
American literature’s establishment of itself as a field was the 
demonstration that it embraced a distinct subject matter 
possessing its own distinct intellectual problematics. The 
confluence of these needs set the characteristic work of American 
literature in the post-World War Two generation, the labor of 
defining the distinctiveness of the American literary corpus. This 
was the project of the classic critical texts of that time: 
Richard Chase’s The American Novel and Its Tradition, Charles 


Feidelson’s Symbolism and American Literature, R. W. B. Lewis’s 


The American Adam, Leslie Fiedler’s Love and Death in the American 





Novel. But this was also the project of what might be called the 
ordinary or everyday work of the American field. At tnat time and 
later, as many of us remember, what it meant to "do" American 
literature was to read the works highly possessed of certain 
differentially American traits--Adamic heroes, frontier spaces, 
Gothic and symbolistic structures, and their cognates--then to 
underline, within them, the traits that distinguished them as 
American. "Are you fascinated by the Americanness of American 


literature?" I was asked in suggestive tones in a job interview 


when I left graduate school in 1972. In 1972 the answer, for a 











Brodhead - 4 


person hoping to enter the Americanist field, was still self- 
evidently "Yes." 

It is so no more. In our own time--I would date the change 
from the mid- or late 1970s (Ann Douglas’s The Feminization of 
American Culture was published in 1977), though it acquired 
hegemonic status only in the 1980s--another Arbeit has come to 
supplant the one I have just described. The project of American 
literature in our time has been what might variously be called 
reopening, rediscovery, or--perhaps its best name, since it means 
to right a wrong or undo a damage--restitutional reinclusion; a 
project that has advanced itself through two converging lines of 
work. One task of the recent work in this field has been to 
explode the authority of received American canon: to expose the 
previously-institutionalized category of "American literature" as 
not a mere recognition of an indisputable zone of special 
meaningfulness but a construction in several senses partial--a 
selectivity masquerading as a totality, and a selection that 
invisibly enforces, from within the apparently "objective" 
category of literature, the point of view of privileged social 


segments. Nina Baym’s essay "Melodramas of Beset Manhood," to cite 





one example, is a witty demonstration of how older theories of 
distinctiveness nominated a trait shared within a small, 
preselected pool of sample texts as characteristically "American," 
then used the same trait to ratify the inclusion of just such 
texts within the category of "the American" and to exclude texts 


differently organized. But Baym’s essay also reveals the systemic 


bias that governed such acts of selection: Baym shows how Leslie 
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Fiedler’s influential boys’ night out theory of American 
literature rendered the anxiously masculine as normatively 
"American," and so made American women’s writing implicitly 
unAmerican and irrelevant to the American field. 

Together with such critiques, now grown numerous and even a 
little formulaic, the other chief work of American literature has 
been to reach back into the invisible spaces of what Van Wyck 
Brooks called "the limbo of the non-elect" and recover the whole 
expressive field the mid-century canon helped efface. This 
project’s most visible sign has been the archivalism that has led 
to the finding and bringing back into print of works heretofore 
lost to consciousness, especially works by members of culturally 
disadvantaged and socially disparaged groups: magnificent examples 
are the Rutgers American Women Writers series and the Oxford- 
Schomburg Library of Nineteenth-Century Black Women Writers, mass 
recovery projects that have made kinds of authors exist again who 
had vanished from the field of knowledge. Thanks to such efforts, 
and to a related critical labor of teaching how such works require 
to be read in order to recover their significance, there is now 
available both for American literature at large and for every one 
of its traditional subfields an alternative canon that also 
clamors for attention. "The American Renaissance" has now had an 
"Other American Renaissance" subjoined to it, and its familiar 
giants have been reunited with the likes of Frederic Douglass, 
Harriet Jacobs, Lydia Maria Child, and Fanny Fern; the once-fixed 


roster of American modernists has now been revised to include such 


alternative modernists as Gertrude Stein, Nella Larsen, H. D., and 
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Langston Hughes (my list is obviously not complete); and so on 
down the line. 

The movement toward a reconstruction of American literature 
on the lines just indicated likes to visualize itself ina 
permanently insurgent posture. But many contemporary signs suggest 
that this movement has largely won its war in the last few years, 
even if enlivening skirmishes with rearguard forces still remain 
ahead. I read such signs in the fact that the best work being done 
nationally by new entrants to the American literature profession 
is now as likely to be on Pauline Hopkins or Charlotte Perkins 
Gilman as on Henry James or Emily Dickinson, and this without any 
great polemical gesturing (since such writers are now legitimate 
parts of the field); or that curricula at every school I know of 


have made growing room for the heretofore non-canonical; or that 





loyalists of the older formation of American literature, to the 
extent that they survive in unreconstructed form, are now 
inevitably self-conscious about inclusion-mechanisms that once 
seemed simply given, and so have fallen into a defensive position. 
But if I am right that a new way of working American literature 


has now.essentially displaced an older one, however embattled it 





may still appear to remain, then perhaps we have come to a moment 
when a different professional Arbeit might be in order, namely 
that of asking, on the eve of its successful self- 
institutionalization, what this new project’s success would mean. 


I present myself here not as a special authority on this question 


but as a person who, like everyone engaged in the American field, 
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has a stake in knowing its answer. Trying to gauge that answer is 
the work I set myself in these remarks. 

"I have seen the future, and it works," Lincoln Steffens said 
when he visited Russia after the 1917 revolution. We too have seen 
the future: the scheme for a completely reconstituted way in which 
Americans could be represented by their literature, a scheme that 
only became thinkable within fairly recent historical memory and 
that long remained an outsider’s hope, has now been in significant 
measure implemented. What shall we say of this future now that it 
has become present? To begin to compose an answer: I can testify, 
as a person trained in the older model of American literature who 
has since been renaturalized in the newer one, that the 
contemporary reconstruction of American literature has 
accomplished a substantial refreshment--a true intellectual 
vitalization--of the field. Donald Pease has given the name 
“disciplinary unconscious" to the matrix of assumptions and 
commitments that pre-forms the understanding of a field for those 
who practice that discipline. As one who found this field 
sufficiently exciting under its old dispensation I can see, in 
retrospect, how much American literature’s older disciplinary 
unconscious foreclosed its field of inquiry. Undeniably, the older 
scheme of practice exacted a repetition-breeding narrowness 
through the loyalties it inspired. Under its rule it was always 
time to read the same handful of works yet again, and the sense 
that other choices were available remained largely suppressed: 


Huck Finn was always beckoning, Little Women always unthinkable as 


an object of serious attention. More, the same few questions were 
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always being asked of the same few works: seldom in history have 
so many people worked through so few issues so many times as in 
the 1960s criticism--to name a flagrant example--of Faulkner’s 
"The Bear." Whatever later history will determine its value to 
have been, it will remain an unalterable historical fact that the 
opening of the American literary canon in the 1970s and ‘80s 
brought to an self-impoverishingly overfocussed field a wide array 
of new texts to take an interest in and of new questions by which 
to engage literary texts. That a real refreshment did result is 
evident in the criticism. The 1980s produced as many interesting 
works on American literature as the 1970s produced few of them--a 
criticism again rich in intellectual individuality and in new 
projects it could think to pursue. 

Any reckoning of the meaning of the contemporary 
reorganization of this field will have to do justice, as well, to 
the immense social idealism that has fueled these developments. No 
practice of the older American literature is more troubling, in 


retrospect, than its assumption--and its serene obliviousness to 


the assumption--that a whole people’s experience could be 


expressed by a body of writing from which many groups of people 
were regularly excluded. The revolution in this field has had as 
its deep intention to change not just what is in the American 
canon but the relation of the canon itself to collective 
experience. "To Reclaim a Legacy," the fighting motto of this 
revolution’s monoculturalist conservative enemies, is exactly what 
this movement itself has aimed to do: its purpose has been to make 


literature not just the zone of privileged art objects or texts 
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intriguingly manipulable by the hypereducated but a place of 
stored knowledge and power, the place where men and women of the 
many different experiential worlds united under the name 


"American" can find their own experience powerfully reflected. 


That many actual people have felt (to use a word I have often 


heard from students) "validated" by American literary study in its 
recently-revised form is another fact of recent years, another 
fact that later revaluation will not be able to change. 

I should add that I am not much impressed by the arguments 
put forth by the new American literature’s detractors. Even a 
minimal sense of the history of the field will dispel the notion 
that the contemporaneous revolution incarnates either a meltdown 
of the Great Tradition or a return of the barbarian hordes. There 
never was, except in the dreams of the ahistorical, an immutable 
order of self-evidently great writing in America only now falling 
before the wrecking ball of reform. As my introduction meant to 
suggest, the apparently fixed set of great American works has 
always been in change, and the eternal masters we are implored to 
return to as the vessels of True Culture--who would they be: 
Twain? Poe? Melville? Whitman?--were almost all, in the American 
case, installed as culturally meaningful through just such 
revolutions of value as we are witnessing now. The familiar 
related charge that literature is now being politicized, that 
choices and emphases in the literary field are becoming governed 
by extraliterary social ends, is of course essentially true. No 
future student of current developments will mistake their 


derivation from the Civil Rights movement of the 1960s and the 
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liberation movements that are its historical offshoots, with their 
will to undo the discriminations endemic to the American social 
order. But it is not as if earlier formations of American 
literature were shielded from such external influences. The cry 
for an American literature in the 1840s was a byproduct of the 


political expansionism and nationalism of the Manifest Destiny 


decades. The move to install American literature in schools in the 


1880s was an attempt to counter the social threat of increased 
immigration. While its intellectual interest is not reducible to 
that agenda, the American distinctiveness criticism of the 1950s 
Clearly played out, within the literary sphere, a Cold War 
political agenda of American exceptionalism. The point here is not 
that other historical moments have been as low as our own but that 
American literature’s historical formation has never taken place 
"above" politics. This field has changed together with other 
changes in what its society needs and wants to accomplish; it has 
not begun to do so only now; and it will not cease to do so in any 
foreseeable future. 

Such praises and defenses must form part of any just 
estimation of the current remaking American literature. But the 
Arbeit of disciplinary self-evaluation will scarcely have been 
fully performed when the credits are entered on the ledger. The 
painful fact that the new formation of American literature must 
now face is that to the exact extent that it is succeeding, it is 
becoming the dominant order: its program is becoming the 
disiplinary unconscious, it is establishing American literature’s 


authorized or official form. And since it is the nature of all 
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institutionalized value-systems to repress or proscribe some 

possibilities in the act of enforcing others, we can be sure--it 
is the one lesson the critique of the last establishment can most 
surely teach us--that the same reenvisioning that seems so fresh 
and righteous today will appear as a locus of restriction to our 


successors. The historical record offers no basis for confidence 


that any present order can correctly guess what it is about itself 


that a later moment will find intolerable. But if we are right to 
chide earlier orders for being self-blindingly convinced by their 
own schemas--why weren’t the practitioners of the older American 
literature a little more self-aware?, we now very easily wonder-- 
then it is only fair that we put such questions to ourselves as 
well. My own sense is that it is time for the newer formation of 
American literature to begin to be a little ironic toward itself 
in the name the very goals it professes. Without presuming to 
special powers of prophecy I’d like now to practice such irony: to 
try to guess where the restrictions built into the current system 
will turn out to lie. 

In a really candid session of self-criticism there would be 
much to say on this subject, more than I will have time even to 
hint at here. But one thing that would surely emerge is the hunch 
that there is something more problematic about the contemporary 
project of inclusion than we currently suspect or admit. The 
imperative that governs the emerging practice of American 
literature is that it be non-exclusionary: that all kinds of 
Americans find equal representation in its selections, that 


American literature represent America in its whole plurality and 
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variegation. The reincorporation of previously-disenfranchised 
bodies of work that has resulted from this imperative has been the 
main source of intellectual renovation within this field, and 
still constitutes a powerful rebuke to residual schemes of 
unconscious bias. But it is less clear that the principle of anti- 
discriminatory selection as it is realized in current practice 
actually achieves its goal. The standard presentation of American 
literature in its older form displayed a fairly large amount of 
work by a fairly small number of hands, the Major American 
Writers. In the name of its revised imperative the presentational 
selection of the newer order commonly features a little of 
everything, a representative sample of the formerly canonical but 
also of working class writing, women’s writing, African American 
writing, and the work of other ethnic minorities (as available), 
with this list standing open to accommodate further inclusions. 
The intention behind this reconstructed principle of selection has 
the moral beauty of a deep egalitarianism to it. "This is the meal 
equally set, this the meat for natural hunger. . . ,/I will not 
have a single person slighted or left away," the new American 
literature declares with Whitman. But I wonder if I am the only 
one who is troubled by the resemblance of this principle’s 


institutionally implemented form to those other contemporary 





scenes of "universal" availability that homogenize and so 
trivialize through their way of rendering things available: the 
video parlor where every film experience ever made offers itself 


to us simultaneously for an equal fee; or the supermarket where 


every product sits waiting for us right alongside everything else; 
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or Epcot, chief shrine of modern American pilgrimage culture, 
where all the cultures of the world have been turned into side-by- 
side mini-experiences we can move in and out of at will. The 
inclusionistic American literature means to celebrate cultural 
difference, but it is possible that the smorgasbord or bit-of-each 
practice of inclusion neutralizes the difference it means to 
celebrate, first by abstracting and miniaturizing cultural worlds 
that are themselves historically complex and variable into the 
texts that "represent" them (as "Native Americans" can be 
represented by Silko’s Ceremony and "black women" by Hurston’s 
Their Eyes Were Watching God), then by rendering these "different" 
worlds interchangeable in the domain of consumption. As the 
current generation can see how the previous one used its literary 
values to support hierarchies of social privilege, so a later 
world may decide that the current order used a promised literary 
egalitarianism to underwrite the operative assumptions of consumer 
culture: the assumptions that everything exists for us and that 
everything can be accessed through consumption. A severer irony 
would want to note that it has proved significantly easier to 
change the curriculum than it has to change the world, and that 
the expected causal passage from American literary inclusionism to 
the elimination of American social hierarchies is not yet much in 
sight. For a socially diversified American literature to enter the 
intellectual reach of a collegegoing social fraction not itself 


reselected on altered grounds would yield empowerment no doubt, 


but not quite what its advocates had in mind. 
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The inclusion theories upon which American literature is 
being reconstituted may embody one of its institutional 
deficiencies, then; but its exclusionary habits may embody 
another. It will seem strange to speak of "exclusion" in this 
context. Non-exclusion, after all, is this movement’s central 
value, and its behavior in the field has reinforced the sense that 
it means no one harm. Historically, one of the anomalies of the 
current literary revolution is the relative absence of strong 
negative criticism. This movement’s forgotten precursor in the 
1920s pronounced the then-received canon’s heroes to be unfit for 
attention at the same time that they were proclaiming their new 
discoveries proper objects of attention: Longfellow, up to that 
time the official incarnation of the American Poet, was attacked 
as not a small poet but "one who did not partake of the poetic 
character at all"--in short a non-author--by the people who raised 
Whitman into Longfellow’s former place. (Van Wyck Brooks said that 
Longfellow was to poetry what the barrel organ was to music." A 
taste, as Bourdieu says, is always also a distaste.) But though 
there are good haters among contemporary critics, as there should 
be, current criticism has largely refrained from the Dump X 


movements that have formed the annihilation phase of other 





programs of cultural reconstruction; and this has fostered the 

sense that the new order wants only to add, never to subtract. 
But the new formation must exclude, must deny place and 

attention to something--and this not because of its sinister 


cultural intentions but through the very logic of institutional 


formations. The professorial mind may sometimes be susceptible 
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(like some computer workfields) to the command ENLARGE, but the 
number of weeks a course can run does not alter when a subject- 
field gets bigger, the number of pages a teacher can plausibly 
assign does not expand when his or her interests grow, and the 
number of pages a text-anthology can run to obeys laws of limits. 
For these reasons, at least in its teaching end the field of 
American literature cannot evolve through pure additiveness in 
practice, whatever its theory professes. As all of us know who 


have made such a change, if you want to make room for The Wide 





Wide World and Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl in an 





antebellum course (to cite two books I would scarcely know how to 
exclude now), you have to leave something out that used to be in 
the course. The texts teachers regularly begin not assigning have 
only one plausible destination: Oblivion, the Limbo of the Non- 
Elect. 

Beyond such logistical constraints, the current scheme like 
any cultural formation features the works and sides of works that 
correspond to its organizing values; but like all formations it 
reduces the value attached to some objects in the act of 
conferring value on others, whether the process is willed or not. 
We have yet to be very clear about the the costs entailed by the 
new interests that have arisen in the literary field, but 
possibilities suggest themselves. The recent surge of strong work 
on mid-nineteenth century domestic fiction has been accompanied by 
a decline in equally invigorating work on Moby-Dick or Walden. If 


these developments--not unique instances--are related, it suggests 


that we may be losing one body of work from the field of living 
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inquiry as the price of reclaiming another: a gain it may be, but 
a gain that entails a loss. The same may hold for ways of knowing 
texts. The new formation of American literature has taught its 
citizens new things to pay attention to in literary texts, and 
these new protocols of reading have opened the way for every 


important recent discovery in the field. But it is the law of 


discursive formations that they shut down some ways of grasping 


meaning in the act of erecting and authorizing others; so that the 
very issues current reading so insists on--how does a text 
participate in the construction of gender; how does a text 
reinforce or resist the structuring of racial otherness; how is 
text complicit in the power-arrangements of dominant culture and 
how might it subvert them (we have hardly escaped from the world 
of privileged thematics)--will be, just in the measure that they 
are insisted on, what keep us from knowing the same texts on other 
terms: terms that might have their own worth and urgency for us on 
another occasion, however little we can imagine them now. 

Finally and most vexingly, it is my sense that the current 
way of undoing the discriminations that have excluded groups from 
literary attention by social category threatens, as it reaches 
institutional ascendancy, to reinstitute those categories and the 
unreal divisions that attend them. Let me digress for a minute to 
show what I mean. Few books have been as important to my recent 
thinking as Mary Ryan’s social history of Utica, New York from 
1790 to 1860, The Cradle of the Middle Class. Ryan has achieved an 
unparalleled degree of historical specification for the process by 


which a leisured "women’s sphere" opened up in the emerging middle 
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class world of the earlier nineteenth century. But a curiosity of 
Ryan’s work is that at a certain point in it one learns that by 
the end of the period in question the Utica population had become 
40% Irish immigrant, a group otherwise unmentioned in Ryan’s 
account-~and so too that Ryan’s new middle class must have forming 


in the same space as, and forming over against, another new social 


formation coming into existence at the same time, though this 


dimension stays out of Ryan’s picture. What has happened, I take 
it, is that the act of focussing that is the precondition for 
Ryan’s historical archaeology--the focus on the native middle 
class necessary to define that group’s history as a subject--has 
artificially isolated that subject from its other determinants, or 
made it appear to exist by itself. (Harold Frederic’s 1896 novel 
The Damnation of Theron Ware could have taught a historian that 
Utica’s middle class and immigrant cultures existed together, in a 
state of fictitious separation.) 

I cite Ryan’s work as an exhibit of a problem of phantom 
autonomization highly characteristic of post-canonical literary 
study. Mary Kelley’s prodigiously researched Private Woman, Public 
Stage--I am careful to cite only works I particularly admire--has 
brought back to historical life the cohort of women writers who 
escaped from domesticity into bestseller domestic writing in the 
antebellum years. Kelley’s account of this group is immensely 
suggestive; but Kelley like Ryan isolates her subject in the act 
of focussing it: her career-history proceeds without mention of 
contemporaneous female alternatives to the literary domestic 


(Emily Dickinson, George Eliot) or of contemporaneous American 
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male writers; so that her work enforces a separation it never 
examines: claims that the literary domestics had a different group 
relation to writing without establishing that difference’s extent 
or grounds. Recent African American criticism has conceptualized 
African American writing as a separate corpus held together by 


separate black signifying practices. Such assertions have been 


important enablers: the establishment of African American 


Literature as a field, precondition for the rehabilitation of a 
body of work of great beauty and power, has required its 
establishment of itself as a distinct discipline or subject-- 
American literature’s own situation a generation ago. Yet this 
strategically necessary move overrides a countervailing truth: 
that no African-American writer has ever written exclusively in 
relation to black writers or writing, that writing itself has 
always been a vehicle for cultural mixing and boundary crossing 
for writers in this tradition. The recent rearticulation of 
nineteenth century regionalism as a women’s tradition has been 
essential to the recovery of a genre heretofore hopelessly 
associated with minority, provinciality, gentility, and tameness. 
This turn of the lens has reconnected an apparently devitalized 
genre to issues of vital concern; and in its wake both lost texts 
and lost interests of known texts have been able to be discovered. 
But the insistence that regionalism only is a women’s tradition-- 
as it is to be identified in a forthcoming Norton anthology--again 
coercively isolates it from other real relations. Sarah Orne 
Jewett shared Henry James’s cultural and literary horizon much 


more nearly than she shared Stowe’s or Susan Warner’s, but the 
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current understanding of regionalism presumes her always into the 
one relation and always out of the other. Charles Chesnutt and 
Jewett worked the same generic formulas in the same years (even in 
the same magazines); but current arrangements place them in 
different traditions, and so in separate intellectual fields. 


The more general tendency in the presentation of American 


literature that these instances correspond to is known to 


everyone. Categories that had to be insisted on to raise the 
subject of lost group histories have survived to become the 
categories used to organize the field, with the result that as it 
has been made more inclusive American literature has also become 
subdivided, reapportioned into districts like American Women 
Writers, Black Women Writers, Ethnic Writers, and so on. I have 
tried to argue for the necessity of such categorizations at a 
certain moment of cultural and intellectual history, but as they 
begin institutionally to harden we would do well to remind 
ourselves that these are categorizations, not real-world entities, 
and that like all categorizations they falsify as they identify. 
To cite two obvious problems: The subdivision of American 
literature into institutionally-separated ethnic enclaves could be 
called a Balkanization, but it might also be called a 
resegregation, reviving as it does separation-tactics based on 
identification by group. The new separations mean to reverse the 
value-judgments of the old ones, but they inevitably foster the 
sense that such group-identifications are real--that some persons 
are “women" or "African Americans" and belong in that group 


together; and to the extent that it subscribes to such categories, 
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the new order runs the risk that it will rebuild the conceptual 
basis of social discriminations it had set out to dismantle. 
Second and as important, such separatisms threaten to disable that 
knowledge of American literature in every one of its phases that 
is available only relationally, by grasping apparently different 
things together. Much current study shares the 1950s Americanist 


presumption that the peculiarities of a tradition can be known by 





endlessly contemplating that tradition alone, without engaging in 
comparison and differentiation. But Myra Jehlen long ago reminded 
us that the issue of difference can only be grasped through the 
study of relation; and we will know middle class history more 
fully when we know it in relation to the simultaneous history of 
other classes; will know Jewett more fully when we know her 
women’s regionalism in relation to men’s writing in her time; will 
know Hurston’s signifying more fully when we grasp her work’s 
relation to dominant cultural forms for the registering of the 
folk as well as to black vernacular traditions; and so on down the 
line. 

In one American tradition this would be the point at which 
the Orphic voice should cut in; and I will try to gather this mass 
of mixed assessments toward a suitably resonant conclusion. We 
stand between formations of American literature. We stand at a 
point where one version of this field’s "truth" has been found to 
be an emanation of a professional disciplinary unconscious and 
where another disciplinary unconscious is on the verge of 


establishing itself as the Truth. This situation represents a 


fairly rare opportunity--such a place between does not open up 
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every year or every decade; and like all rare opportunities it 
requires careful use. One way to work the current situation is to 
try to hasten the coming of the new revelation. But another way 
would be to try to seize hold of the moment when neither order has 
fully established its prior restraint on curiosity to try to 
achieve the openness that no formation as such can ever really 
deliver. Now that "what is interesting" in American literature is 
no longer delimited by invisibly institutionalized assumptions, 
and before it becomes delimited again by altered ones, we have the 
chance to try to make the whole field of American expression an 
object of inquiry, and to try to grasp the whole form of every 
work’s relations within that field. Such a study would enable us 
neither to deny that there is such a thing as literary difference 
nor to presume that some differences (major/minor, high/popular, 
women’s writing/mens writing, minority discourse/hegemonic 
discourse) are real in advance but would enable us to put 
difference itself in question: to ask of every work we consider 
how different it is from other works; whether it is only 
different; and to the extent that it is different, at what level 
that difference arises--an approach that would give every work its 
own place, not just a place, in the emerging field. Will this 
knowing of American literature be achieved? I do not confidently 
predict it; the Orphic voice has always spoken in the optative 
mood. But it will only remain even possible as long as we resist 


American literature’s revised standard version even as we profit 


from it: as long as we hold out for that full, unforeclosed 
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knowledge of America’s expressive history that it itself taught us 


to imagine. 
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The author wishes to thank Professor Larry Reynolds and the 
Interdisciplinary Group for Historical Literary Study at Texas A & 


M University who hosted the first presentation of this talk. 


Works Cited 

Baym, Nina. "Melodramas of Beset Manhood: How Theories of 
American Fiction Exclude Women Authors," American Quarterly 33 
(Summer 1981): 123-139. 

Jehlen, Myra, “Archimedes and the Paradox of Feminist 


Criticism," Signs 6 (Summer 1981): 575-601. 


Kelley, Mary. Private Woman, Public Stage: Literary 
Domesticity on Nineteenth-Century America (New York: Oxford 


University Press, 1984). 
Pease, Donald. "New Americanists: Revisionist Interventions 


in the American Canon," boundary 2 (Spring 1990): 1-37. 


Ryan, Mary P. Cradle of the Middle Class: The Family in 


Oneida County, New York, 1790-1865 (Cambridge, Eng. and New York: 
Cambridge University Press, 1981). 





Brodhead - 24 


Richard H. Brodhead is Housum Professor of English and Chair 
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Members of the Bread Loaf Acting Ensemble. 
Ensemble Members who appear courtesy of Actor's Equity. 


THE ACTING ENSEMBLE was founded at Princeton University in 
1977 by Daniel Seltzer and Alan Mokler MacVey. After three years 
it was discontinued but was reestablished at Bread Loaf in 1986. The 
idea behind it is simple: professional actors can be a valuable 
resource to a university community. Members of the Ensemble 
bring their talents to classes in literature, poetry, writing and 
theater. They help professors and students explore texts by finding 
the specific voices inherent in any piece of literature. They lead 
improvisations, work one-on-one with students, and assist small 
groups that are developing dramatic material. They also do their own 
work as artists as they present a major production and other work. 
This summer, members of the Ensemble are central to an NEH 
Institute in Theatre, and during the next academic year they will 
travel around the country helping in high school classes and leading 
teacher workshops. 


IRWIN APPEL has performed off-Broadway with the N.Y. 
Shakespeare Festival, The Acting Company, Theatre for a New 
Audience, and CSC Rep. He has also appeared with Hartford Stage, 
Delaware Theatre Company, New Mexico Rep, and the Oregon, Utah 
and Colorado Shakespeare Festivals. A graduate of the Juilliard 
Theatre Center, Irwin also has a B.A. in English from Princeton. 


STEPHEN BERENSON is an actor, director, playwright and teacher. 
He has been working in the professional theater for twenty years. 
His first performance at Bread Loaf was in 1984. 


WALTER CLAY BOSWELL this year celebrates his fourteenth summer 
as the scenic and lighting designer for Bread Loaf Theater. Walter 
lives in Cleveland, where he works in educational theater. 


JIM LOBDELL began his career on the Bread Loaf stage as a student 
in 1981, and received his M.A. in 1984. Currently working on his 
Ph.D. at UC Berkeley, Jim is appearing in his eleventh Bread Loaf 
major production. 


ALAN MOKLER MacVEY is Director of the Acting Ensemble and 
Supervisor of the Theater Program at Bread Loaf. This summer he is 
Coordinator of the Institute in Theater sponsored by the National 
Endowment for the Humanities. He is also Chair of the Theatre Arts 
Department at the University of lowa. 


VANESSA MARSHALL did her thesis on Gertrude Stein at Princeton 
University, and is currently attending NYU’s graduate acting school. 











She trained at the National Youth Theater of Great Britain and the 
Lee Strasberg Institute in Los Angeles. Vanessa also participated in 
the 1988 summer season at the Williamstown Theater Festival. 


ELLEN McCARTNEY has designed costumes at Bread Loaf for the past 
five years. She is a freelance costume designer whose work has 
been seen in various regional and off-Broadway theaters. On 
Broadway she designed costumes for Lee Blessing’s A Walk in the 
Woods. She is a graduate of the Yale School of Drama. 


BRIAN McELENEY is a longtime member of Providence, Rhode 
Island’s Trinity Rep Company, where he is also Co-Director, along 
with Stephen Berenson, of the Trinity Rep Conservatory. This is 
his eighth summer at Bread Loaf. 


BARRY PRESS has been seen onstage at Trinity, Seattle, and Yale 
Repertory Theatres, and this summer marks his tenth at Bread 
Loaf. As a director, he staged two seasons at the Idaho Shakespeare 
Festival, as well as a number of professional theaters in Seattle. 
Mr. Press is a graduate of the Yale School of Drama. 


CINDY ROSENTHAL lives in New York, where she has worked as an 
actor, director, and teacher. She is currently completing a Ph.D. in 
Performance Studies at New York University. This is her fifth 
summer at Bread Loaf. 


ANNE SCURRIA has been a member of the Trinity Rep Company in 
Providence, Rhode Island for fourteen years. This is her sixth 
summer at Bread Loaf. She teaches at the Trinity Conservatory and 
has also taught at the University of Rhode Island. 


SCOTT SMITH has been the president of the Armory Theatre in New 
York City for the past five years and has written, directed and 
performed in many shows for the company. His works include Big 
White Telephone, Jet Black Ford, and 
Girl. He has also produced a feature film for Duck’s Breath 
Mystery Theatre. When not doing all that, he writes music. 


GERTRUDE STEIN was fascinated by Susan B. Anthony for many 
reasons, but especially because she saw in her a kindred spirit, 
one who toiled her whole life to change society but whose work was 
never fully recognized. She wrote The Mother of Us All in 1946, as 
she was dying of cancer. 
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THEATER STAFF 
Dinara kre ee seen ere ite Sn tare ee Alan MacVey 
Scenic & Lighting Designer............ Walter Clay Boswell 
Costume Designer...........eeeeeeeenes Ellen McCartney 
Properties Master...........e cece eee reece Drayton Foltz 
Technleal Director i as a ac ees cle Geet oe John Pomeroy 
Production Stage Manager..........-+eeeeeeee Ann Siegle 
Original music composed by.........-++eeeees Scott Smith 
Maāstec electrician s oe ce ore eee a Bee Susan Terrano 
Shop Foreman/Sound Operator......... James G Dougherty 
Master Camemte ncn men ate nels oe «agrees Richard Mullins 
Assistant Lighting Designer............. Elizabeth Marshall 
Theater Assistants: aeae a ams eens Diane Alberts 
Jeremy Gooch 
Ardith Maddoux 
Costume Shop Manager........+..2e+eeeeees Jenny Fulton 
Head 9) é2 1012) Ciemmnmc rarer E E arate seer ene en Tanya Lee 
First Hand ce ccc eter eee ere ames Alexandra Sargent 
Costume Shop Assistants .........-+eeeeeeee Laurie Greco 
Traci Saxton 
VOIGINBORS 2s rete ect a undone E eden yaar Margaret Boswell 
Samantha Caughlan 
Barbara Lynch 
Teri West 
Chorsographye scar ce ho cousins Os dete re oe Suzanne Keith 
Theater Coordinator ena. he. Sew ee Jim Lobdell 


Produced Through Special Arrangement with 
Agents of the Gertrude Stein Estate 





THE MOTHER OF US ALL is an imaginative exploration of the life of 
Susan B. Anthony. Susan was born to a Quaker family in 1820. After 
a few years of teaching she began to work with both the temperance 
and anti-slavery movements. Then in 1852 she met Elizabeth Cady 
Stanton and, inspired by her, dedicated her life to the cause of 
women’s rights. ‘She never married. Instead, she traveled 
constantly, crossing the country again and again to speak in large 
cities and the tiniest of towns. During the Civil War she was 
convinced to join the movement to give Negro men the right to vote. 
When this goal was achieved (and the word “male” was written into 
the Constitution) she became bitter that many of her colleagues did 
not join her in the cause of women’s suffrage. Nonetheless, she 
pressed on, lecturing and protesting right up to her death at the age 
of 86. Though she achieved fame and changed the way society looked 
at women, she never had the satisfaction of seeing her efforts turned 
into law: the Nineteenth Amendment, guaranteeing women’s suffrage, 
was not ratified until 1920. 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


Alpha Audio 
American Repertory Theatre 
Shawna Boll & The Madrigalists 

A.D. Carson 

Dick Foreman 

The Friendly Folk at the Front Desk 
Chuck E. Gray 
Corby Grubb 
Elaine Hall & Betsy Evans 
Leo Hotte & His Crew, 

Lynn Jeffrey 

Cindy Lee 
The Pearl Theater 
Pittsburgh Public Theatre 
Shaker School District 
Syracuse Stage 
Jeff Webster 
Woody, Cristen, & Mike 
Mark Wright 
University of lowa Theatre Arts Department 


The performance is about 1 1/2 hours in length. 
There will be no intermission. 





Statistics 





Jordan Adair 
Garrett Andrews 
Katherine Antonson 
Cobb Atkinson 
Elizabeth Bedell 
Christina Bieber 
Andrea Bogusz 
Shawna Boll 

Shelby Bradley 
Cathleen Brant 
Gary Braudaway 
Margaret Brown 
Michael Browne 
Douglas Burdett 
Charles Burford 
Donald Burke 
Kathleen Burke 
Laura Bush 
Samantha Caughlan 
Julie Chase 

Michael Chirco 
Matthew Colon 
Clare Cotugno 
Cecily Coughlan 
Deborah Coyne 
Opal Croke 

William Dahill-Baue 
Ann DiBiasi 
Timothy Dorsey 
June Farkas 

Janet Field-Pickering 
Dagmar Frerking 
Kara Garlitz 

Ellen Glassner 
Mark Goodman 
Rebecca Graves 
Laura Greco 

Laura Heijn 


Antoinette Hendrickson 


Beverly Hopkins 
Philip Huckins 
Marian Huntington 
Robert Huttle 

Elfie Israel 
Cynthia Johnson 
Eric Jones 

Lucia Kendall 
Sonja-Ellen Kocke 
Rosemary Kolich 
Tamara Lipman 
Susan Longfield 
Mark Longstreth 
Lisa Lupton 

John Mancuso 
Virginia Massenburg 


1992 First Year Students in Vermont 


Paul McAdam 
William McClement 
Heather Mitchell 
Ricardo Morris 
Constance Musselwhite 
Jan Nagy 

Charles Newman 
Susan Palmer 
Cathy Plourde 
Kathleen Reed 
Kathryn Roberts 
Celia-Ann Rocca 
Laura Rochette 

Lois Rodgers 

Amy Schroth 
Rebecca Sheinberg 
Molly Sinclair 
Zachary Smith 
Laura Snyder 
Charles Soriano 
Jennifer Spafford 
Erika Stuart 
Cassandra Taliaferro 
Elizabeth Teare 
Amy Vaughan 
Richard Vogel 
Constance Weiss 
John Whelan 

Sean Williams 
Robert Wood 
Heather Woodcock 
Kristen Worthington 
Sally Zitzmann 





1992 Work Aid Staff in Vermont 


Head Waitperson: Peter Newton 
Assistant Head Waitperson: Jeanne Leiby Croutons 


Jordan Adair 
Shawna Boll 
Margaret (Meb) Brown (1/2) 
Sean Brennan 
Susan Campbell 
Julie Carman 
Richard Commons 
Laura Cook (1/2) 
Clare Cotugno 
Maria Culmone 
Beth Dolan (1/2) 
Susan Fine 

Laura Flaxman 
Rebecca Graves 
Charmion Gustke 
Alexander Hanson 
Heidi Hooker 
Christopher Hopkins (1/2) 
Robert Hunter 
Lauren Johnson 
Suzanne Keith 
Jennifer Lisle (1/2) 
Michael Larson 
John Mancuso 
Alison Matika (1/2) 
Heather Ott 

Patricia Phaneuf 
Daniel Robb 

Adam Rosenberg 
Annie Smith 
Deborah Smith (1/2) 
Nancy Strain 
Patricia Travis (1/2) 
Teri West 

Heather Woodcock (1/2) 


Computer Center 


Christopher Karwowski 
Suzanne Price 

Jennifer Spafford 

Sean Williams 

Sally Zitzmann 


ume Sh 


Laura Greco 
Traci Saxton 


Beth Rosenberg 


Theater Assistantships 


Diane Alberts 
Ardith Maddoux 


Office Assistant 


Michelle Burdsall (1/2) 
Virginia Massenberg (1/2) 





1992 Named Scholarships in Vermont 


The Hazel Haseltine Adkins Scholarship - Richard Commons 
The Lillian Becker Scholarship - William (Ley ) Brown 
The Challenger Award - Jeffrey Johnson 
The Reginald and Juanita Cook Scholarship - Patricia Phaneuf 
The Pauline Feicht Decker Memorial Scholarship - Jane Cadwell 
The Kathleen Downey Memorial Scholarship - Mary Rosmus 
The Margaret Fielders Scholarship - Sandra Robey 
The Laurence Holland Memorial Scholarship - John Austin 
The John M. Kirk, Jr. Memorial Scholarship - Lauren Johnson 
The Charles Orr Memorial Scholarship - Jeanne Leiby 
The Dulcie Scott Memorial Scholarship - Heidi Hooker 
The William Sempreora Memorial Scholarship - Mark Hage 
The Wylie and Lucy Sypher Scholarship - Monica Matouk 
The Ruth Walzer Memorial Scholarship - Thomas Andrew 
The Mark Wilson Scholarship - Rebecca Graves 
The Clemson/Bread Loaf Writing Awards and Boynton Cook/Bread Loaf Awards - 
Gary Braudaway 
Mark Hage 
Marjorie Kleinneuirj 
Lanniko Lee 
Hazel Lockett 
Jan Nagy 
Mary Reed 


Traci Saxton 
Constance Weiss 


The Bread Loaf Teacher-Research Awards - 
Jordan Adair 
Robert Baroz 
Ann Lew 
Heidy Lyne 
Nancy Olson 


The Robert Frost Chair Professorship - Jonathan Freedman 


The Frank and Eleanor Griffiths Chair Professorship - Michael Cadden 


The Ruth and Lillian Marino Professorship - Carol MacVey 





AWARDS NIGHT, 1992 


BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH: VERMONT 


Tonight is Awards Night, when we recognize just a few of the people among us for the 
excellence of their work at Bread Loaf. 


I'm pleased first to name the recipients of what are known as the named scholarships, 
the scholarships which have been established in memory of former Bread Loaf faculty, staff, 
and students. The recipients of the named scholarships have already, months ago, been 
informed of the amount of the financial grant they have received this summer; tonight's 
occasion only gives the name to those awards and singles out these people for particular 
recognition for academic excellence or for other contributions to the community. 


I'm especially grateful, in naming these awards, to the students and alumni and staff 
and faculty who over the years have made contributions to build these scholarship funds to the 
quite impressive totals which many of them have reached today. Many of you get scribbled 
little inchoayte messages from me at the bottom of the Bread Loaf thank-you letter. Well, 
thank you again. 


I'll ask each recipient to stand and then be seated and let the rest of us clap our hands. 


The newest scholarship is the Hazel Haseltine Adkins Scholarship, established last 
summer at commencement by Mrs. Adkins of the class of 1916, in honor of her grandson John 
Platt who was graduating with that class. One of your nicer graduation presents. I'm very happy 
to award this new scholarship for the first time to: Rick Commons. 


Lillian Becker was the Bread Loaf secretary for over 20 years, famous, in Joseph Battell 
fashion, for resolutely shutting down the office when she wanted to attend the class she had 
chosen for herself that summer. We're nothing if not an omery breed here at Bread Loaf. I'm 
happy to award the scholarship in her honor to another old Bread Loaf hand, Ley Brown. 


Reginald Cook, or "Doc" Cook was one of the legendary directors of Bread Loaf. His 
widow, Juanita Cook, still takes an active interest in the School and only two years ago 
donated an invaluable archive of pictures of Bread Loaf in the 30's and 40's. The scholarship 
named in honor of Reginald and Juanita Cook goes this year to Patty Phaneuf. 


The Pauline Feicht Decker Scholarship was established in 1941 by Mr. Decker in 
memory of his wife, whom he married here at Bread Loaf while they were both students. This 
year's Decker Scholar is Jane Cadwell. 


The Kathleen Downey Scholarship was established in memory of a Bread Loaf alumna 
who died just as she was beginning a career in teaching. Her family and friends have continued 
to contribute to the fund in her memory every year. This year's recipient is Mary Rosmus. 


Margaret Fielders is a living Bread Loaf legend, at work, at this point, on her fourth 
Bread Loaf degree. The most unusual thing about this summer is that Margaret is taking the 
anne er off. She will be pleased to know of the recipient of this year's scholarship, Sandy 
ey. 


The Laurence Holland Scholarship is named for a great scholar and teacher 
remembered with admiration and love by many people in the room tonight. He was known for 
his ferocious intelligence; the scholarship goes this year to someone lacking in ferocity but 
abounding in intelligence: John Austin. 





John M. Kirk, Jr. was a Middlebury and Bread Loaf graduate who died young while 
pursuing yet another degree at Oxford. His parents, some of the most munificent of Bread Loaf's 
benefactors, added a scholarship in his name to their many other gifts to Middlebury and 
Bread Loaf. The John M. Kirk, Jr. Scholar for this summer is: Lauren Johnson. 


Mr. Anthony Penale was a man who came to Middlebury as a student during the 
Depression. Financial difficulties forced him to withdraw before he was able to complete his 
degree, but he established an award at Bread Loaf to ensure that students in the future would be 
able to make their way through. His gift, named in honor of Christa McAuliffe, is called the 
Challenger Award. This year's recipient is Jeff Johnson. 


I myself arrived at Bread Loaf only in the last years of one of the School's most beloved 
and saltiest neighbors, Dulcie Scott. The Scott family came to Joseph Battell's Bread Loaf, and 
they eventually bought some property which, before so many. trees grew up, looked down upon 
Bread Loaf from the East. Dulcie herself was well-known for her intense sociability at her 
house with the widest and most hospitable porch in Vermont and equally well-known for her 
defiance of porcupines and coyotes, whom she was likely to treat in highly politically incorrect 
ways. Upon her death, her friends contributed to a fund in her name. This year's recipient of 
the Dulcie Scott Scholarship is Heidi Hooker. 


Another name that is still familiar to many Bread Loaf people is Bill Sempreora, a 
great lover of Bread Loaf at Oxford who died while he was still pursuing his M.Litt. there. This 
scholarship was established in his name by his wife Meg and his many friends. This year's 
recipient is Mark Hage. D 


Wylie Sypher was one of the most celebrated of Bread Loaf teachers, a teacher who like 
Elizabeth Drew, had students who wished to memorialize him so that his name would at leats 
be mentioned when his appearances in the classroom were long forgotten. The scholarship 
established in his name and that of his wife Lucy is awarded this year to Monica Matouk. 


The most magnificent gift for a scholarship came to Bread Loaf two years ago from the 
estate of Ruth McCullough Walzer. I'm happy to award it to one of my own former students who 
is now approaching the completion of his second Bread Loaf degree, Tom Andrew. 


The Mark Wilson Scholarship was established in the name of a Middlebury 
undergraduate and is to be awarded to a Middlebury undergraduate. Choosing with difficulty 
among the several stellar Middlebury undergraduates attending the School on its three 
campuses this summer, I tonight award the Mark Wilson Scholarship to Rebecca Graves. 


Yet another young Bread Loaf student who died at an appallingly early age was Charlie 
Orr, memorialized in the small garden in back of the Inn as well as in the annual Charlie Orr 
Run. I'm happy to award the Charlie Orr Award to someone as central to the life of Bread Loaf 
as Charlie was: Jeanne Leiby. 


Clemson/Bread Loaf Grants: 

Thanks mainly to the indefatigable efforts of Dixie Goswami, Bread Loaf is able to 
award each summer 10 grants of $2500 each for teachers to carry out research in their own 
classrooms. In addition, and again thanks to Dixie and to the generosity of long-time friends 
of the School Bob and Sarah Boynton, Bread Loaf has been able this year to add 4 additional 
$1500 grants to that total. The winners of this year's Clemson/Bread Loaf and Boynton/Bread 
Loaf Awards in Vermont are: Gary Braudaway; Mark Hage; Marjorie Kleinneiur; Lanniko Lee; 
Hazel Lockett; Jan Nagy; Mary Reed; Traci Saxton; Connie Weiss. 


Bread Loaf Teacher-Researcher-Awards: 








Middlebury College and the Bread Loaf School have made additional funds available 
for teacher-research projects, with awards of $500 each. The Vermont winners of the Bread 
Loaf Teacher-Researcher Awards are: Jordan Adair; Robert Baroz; Ann Lew; Heidi Lyne; 
Nancy Olson 


Finally, the Bread Loaf Professorships. 


The Ruth and Lillian Marino Professorship was founded in 1990, as a result of the 
largest gift in the history of the School. Tonight's recipient is only the third Bread Loaf faculty 
member to be appointed to the Chair. She has been coming to the School for over twenty years, 
first as a student, then as an actress, and finally, while remaining an actress, a member of the 
Bread Loaf faculty. She brings her students though all the terrors of their introductory acting ` 
classes into a new awareness of stage, of text, and of themselves. Speaking only for myself--and 
compared to her I'm a babe in arms at Bread Loaf--I've been electrified by her performances in 
plays all the way from The Seagull in 1979 through King Lear in 1991. Her acting only shows 
how powerfully she has embodied for the entire community the lessons that she imparts to 
her students in her classes. Carol MacVey. 


The Robert Frost Chair was originally established by friends of the poet to honor his 
forty-two summers of lecturing at Bread Loaf. The Chair has been held by some of the most 
distinguished members of the Bread Loaf faculty over the years. Although tonight's recipient is 
not yet as indelibly associated with Bread Loaf as was Frost, he is clearly working on it. He has 
been known and admired over the years--by both students and colleagues--as a teacher who has 
made special demands of excellence upon his students; the result has been, of course, that in 
late years he has drawn the students at Bread Loaf most eager for intellectual challenge, and 
not one of them has ever been disappointed in this expectation. He has reintroduced at Bread 
Loaf, after a long absence, the teaching of film, and even Frost himself is not more American 
than the silver-screen myths before which the Marino Professor and his students eat their 
popcorn. He has moved this past year from Yale to Michigan, but we are happy that he has kept 
his summers for us. Jonathan Freedman. 


The Frank and Eleanor Griffiths Chair was established by David B. Griffiths, of the 
Bread Loaf class of 1967, in honor of his parents. The Griffiths Professor this summer has 
always been known, since his arrival here at Bread Loaf, as one of the most brilliant and 
energizing teachers on the faculty. His classes are full of intelligence, wide-ranging learning, 
laughter, and zest. He is, in ways too numerous to count, a wonderful presence at the center of 
Bread Loaf life. His laugh (which I can't call infectious, since no one else can begin to imitate it) 
is one of the most welcome Bread Loaf sounds. At the same time, he has a seriousness, 
generosity, and openness in even the most casual discussions that add tellingly to the whole 
ere life of the Bread Loaf School of English. Our friend, teacher and colleague Michael 

en. 











1992 Bread Loaf School of English 


GENERAL STATISTICS 


Student attendance by states: Total student enrollment 241 
(according to applications) Men students 86 
Women students 155 
Alabama 2 Former students 153 
Alaska 3 New students 88 
iene f 2 Number of courses 32 
California 13 
Total number of faculty 2il 
Colorado If 7 
A Teaching one course WZ 
Connecticut 10 2 
Cancellations 84 
Delaware 2 
District of Columbia 3 1992 M.A. degree candidates 29 
Florida 5 M.A. Oxford 8 
Georgia 9 M.A. Santa Fe 10 
Hawaii 2 1992 M.Litt degree candidates 0 
Idaho aL M.Litt. Oxford 1 
Louisiana 4 M.Litt. Santa Fe 0 
Meme s Vermont students - financial aid 121 
Maryland 3 
Massachusetts 2il: Candidates for Middlebury M.A. 198 
Michigan 5 Candidates for M.Litt. 12 
Minnesota 2 Candidates for M.M.L. 1 
Mississippi 6 Undergraduates 3) 
Missouri 4 Continuing Education 25 
Montana 1 Undesignated 1 
Nebraska 1 Auditor 1 
Nsusae Bc : Off-campus students 54 
P Pre-1987 B.A. or B.S. degree 139 
New Jersey 18 
New Mexico 2 Average age of students 35} 
New York 20 Median age of students 29 
North Carolina 3 Under 21 0 
Ohio 4 2 = 25 48 
Oregon 3 20m- BY) 80 
Pennsylvania 6 Bil = 35 27 
Rhode Island 3 36 - 40 al 
South Carolina 3 41 = 50 44 
South Dakota 1 51 & over ak 
i 
P 9p Private school teachers 81 
eee 24 Public school teachers 86 
PERES College & Jr. College teachers 12 
Virginia 2 
p Other: 
Washington 4 
ee Undergraduates 3 
West Virginia IL 
: p Graduate students i2 
Wisconsin 3 
Wom 1 Ph.D. students 2 
y 8 Unemployed 4 
Canada 3 Other occupations 4l 
Czechoslavakia 1 Working for 9 credits 2 
England il Working for 6 credits 223 
France il Working for 3 credits 13 
Germany 3 Auditors 1 
Hungary 1 
Spain 1 
Turkey il 
Venzuela 1 





APPENDIX A 


Profile Comparisons of the School of English 
Vermont, Oxford, and Santa Fe - 1992 


Vermont Oxford Santa Fe 
Enrollment 241 58 79 
Student Average Age 33 33) 23 
States Represented 42 18 29 
Foreign Countries Represented 9 8 3 
Student/Faculty Ratio 28 A 6:1 ileal 
Occupations Vermont Oxford Santa Fe 

# 15 # z # Z 
Private school teachers 81 34 17 30 24 SH 
Public school teachers 86 36 20 35) 24 SIL 
College & Jr College I2 5 2 3 5 6 
Undergraduate Students 3 iL 2 3 4 5 
Graduate students 12 5 2 3 5 6 
Ph.D. students 2 il 0 0 0 0 
Unemployed 4 il 3 5 5 6 


Other occupations 41 17 L2 Za ILZ ILS) 





BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 


ENROLLMENT FIGURES 


1920 = 5L 1945 = . 97 1970 = 22h 
1921 = 84 1946 = 135 eat 
1922 = 102 1947 = 173, 1972 = 215 
1923 = 122 1948 = 194 1973 = 200 
1924 = 200 1949 = 207 1974 = 219 
1925 = 105 1950 = 188 1975 = 197 i 
1926 = 106 1951 = 165 1976 = 184 
1927 = 130 1952 = 146 1977. = 206 
1928 = 115 1953 = 115 1978 = 200 +(Oxfora - 59) 
1929 = 116 1954 = 139 1979 ~ 197 +(Oxford = 53) 
1930 = 129 1955 = 121 TSS Pe Motes Gen 
1931 - 112 1956 = 121 1981 = 242 (Oxford = 64) 
1932 = 103 1957 -= 122.. 1982 = 254 (Oxford = 64) 
1933 = 62- 1958 = 130 1983 =~ 243 (Oxford - 83) 
2934 = 74 1959 = 161 1984 = 233 (Oxford - 72) 
1935 = 163 me = 192 1985 = 243 (Oxford = 79) 
1936 - 179 1961 - 192 1986 ~ 258 (Oxford - 83) 
ICKY? o Ge 1962 ~ 195 T 249coxcose = 80) 
1938 ~ 175 1962 '= 306 1988 - 245 (Oxford: — 78) 
. 1939 = 173 1964 = 211 1989 - 247 (Oxford - 72) 
1940 = 225 >. 1965 = 225 1990 - 241 (Oxford -74) - 
OUT 2237 1966 = 222 | 1991 - 236 (Vermont) 
1942 = 137 1967 = 22l 66 (Santa Fe) 
1913 = 63 1968 = 208 oe een 
194k = 72 1969 - 213 79 (Santa Fe) 





1992 Bread Loaf School of English 


FACULTY LOAD 


Benston, Kim 16 16 

Brodhead, Richard 2il Zl 

Cadden, Michael 39 20) ae IL) 
Cazden, Courtney ills Lik 

Clubb, Dare 14 14 

Donadio, Stephen 34 15 + 19 
Freedman, Jonathan 32 Lk? ar MS 
Goswami, Dixie 26 26 

Huddle, David 33 Te Ge Shes) 
MacVey, Carol 2a iil ap 30) 
MacVey, Alan ll 10 (+1 IRP) 
Maddox, Lucy 22 2C 1 ERP) 
Oles, Carole WZ 12 

Pack, Robert 18 17 (el IRP) 
Patterson, Annabel 32 12 + 18 
Royster, Jacqueline 30 13 ap 7 
Sabin, Margery 30 12 + 18 
Sponsler, Claire Pag ap UZ 
Stepto, Robert 7d All 

Warnock, John 12 LP 


Warnock, Tilly 15 15) 





1992 Bread Loaf School of English 


COURSE ENROLLMENTS 


5. Poetry Writing Oles 12 
6. Fiction Writing Huddle 12 
ll. Romantic Poetry and Its Inheritors Pack 17 
13. Literature, Law, and Censorship Patterson, A. 14 
18. Playwriting Clubb 14 
19. Historicizing Chaucer Sponsler 9 


21. Modern Fiction: The First Half of the 


Twentieth Century Sabin 18 
28. Shakespearean Tragedy Brodhead 2al 
34. Victorian Texts and Contexts Freedman 1 
39. Contemporary American Short Story Huddle 18 
41. Nineteenth-Century American Fiction Donadio 15 
53. Imagining Reality Outsdie the Middle Class Sabin 12 
58. Autobiography in America Stepto Za 
78. Shakespeare A to Z Patterson, A. 18 
84. Fictions of Identity: Medieval European 
Writing Sponsler 12 
103. Studies in Western Drama: From Aeschylus 
to Cixous Benston 16 
119. Studies in European Fiction Donadio 19 
125. Independent Summer Projects Staff 1 
126. Independent Reading Projects Staff 5 
129. Acting Workshop MacVey, C. Li 
131. Hollywood Film and the Question of 
American National Identity Freedman 15 
154. Contemporary Drama Cadden iL) 
157. Rewriting a Life: Teaching a Revision as 
aeS KIN Warnock, T. 15 
162. Theory and Practice in Writing Across the 
Curriculum Royster 13 
169. Learning From Theories and Stories Goswami 26 
170. Travel Writing Warnock, J. A 
177. Voices in the Mind and in the Text Cazden ll 
211. Native American Literature Maddox, L. Zl 
213. The Director's Perspective: Shaping the Text MacVey, A. 10 


215. The Essayist Tradition Among African- | 
American Women Royster 1 | 

1 

| 





COURSE ENROLLMENTS (Cont. ) 


218. The Actor's Perspective: Embodying the Text MacVey, C. 10 


219. The Dramaturg's Perspective: Questioning the 
Text Cadden 20 


| 





1992 Bread Loaf School of English 


UNDERGRADUATES 
Timothy Dorsey Georgetown University 
Rebecca Graves Middlebury College 


Molly Sinclair Acadia College 





Jordan Adair 
Katherine Antonson 
Andrea Bogusz 
Cathleen Brant 

Gary Braudaway 
Kathleen Burke 
Candace Burkle 
Deborah Coyne 

Martha Donovan 

June Farkas 

Janet Field-Pickering 
Dagmar Frerking 
Carol Hayes 
Antoinette Hendrickson 
Robert Huttle 

Elfie Israel 

Cynthia Johnson 

John Mancuso 

Sheila McGrory Klyza 
Ricardo Morris 

Cathy Plourde 
Celia-Ann Rocca 
Erika Stuart 


Amy Vaughan 


Richard Vogel 


1992 Bread Loaf School of English 


CONTINUING GRADUATE EDUCATION 





1992 Bread Loaf School of English 


STUDENTS TAKING THREE COURSES 
David Vickers 


Elaine White 


STUDENTS TAKING ONE COURSE 
Cobb Atkinson 

Gary Braudaway 
Candace Burkle 

Hugh Coyle 

Martha Donovan 
Caroline Eisner 
Margaret Favretti 
Julia Goodwin 

Carol Hayes 

Sheila McGrory Klyza 
Daniel Picker 

Ann Song 


Sandra Varone 


AUDITOR 


Charles Burford 





1992 


Candidates for the Degree of Master of Arts 


* DEBORAH MARIE ALVAREZ 
JOHN PETER NATHANIEL AUSTIN 
LEE MICHELE BARGER 
WILLIAM BAILEY BROWN, III 

+ DAVID MICHAEL COLE 

+ BRADFORD B. CZEPIEL 

+ ROCK GERARD EMMERT 
BETTE J. FORD 

* BARBARA E. GANLEY 
ANN MEREDITH GILMORE 

* SYLVIA DENNIS GINDELE 
MARK LOUIS HAGE 

+JACINTA A. HART 
CHRISTOPHER JUBB HOPKINS 


JEFFREY GEORGE JOHNSON (in absentia) 


CHRISTOPHER GREGORY KARWOWSKI 
JOHN ANDREW KASEL 
SUZANNE KEITH 
+ DAVID A. KELLY-HEDRICK 
MICHAEL KERIN 
* JEAN ELLEN KLINGLER 
JEANNE MARIE LEIBY 
+ DENNIS RAY LENSSEN 


ARDITH MADDOUX 
CYNTHIA ANNE MARTIN 
EDITH SHARPE MASON 
ALISON JEANNE MATIKA 
KIMBERLY POPE MESSENGER 

* GREGORY MOHRMAN, O.S.B. 
PETER RICE NEWTON 

* MICHAEL C. OBEL-OMIA 
BENJAMIN HALL ORR, II (in absentia) 
DANIEL HARBIDGE PICKER 
PAMELA K. RENNHACK 

* MICHAEL R, RICCI 

* ELIZABETH ROGERS 
ADAM J. ROSENBERG 

+UTE R. RUPP 
RALPH GEORGE SNEEDEN 

+ ALEXIS HILLS SOUTHWORTH 

+ PETER HAYWARD SOUTHWORTH 
JANE CRAM STREKALOVSKY 
DAVID HARRISON SUGER 
ROBERT CARL WESTON 
ELAINE BAILEY WHITE (in absentia) 

+ KATHRYN CLAIRE WILDE 
DALE G. YERPE 


Candidate for the Degree of Master of Letters 


*PEGGI MCCARTHY 


*Graduated from the Bread Loaf School of English 
at Lincoln College, Oxford, August 8, 1992 


+Graduated from the Bread Loaf School of English 
at St. John's College, Santa Fe, August 13, 1992 








1992 Bread Loaf School of English 


SCHOLARSHIPS FOR RURAL TEACHERS OF ENGLISH 


First Year (6) 


Garrett Andrews 
Michael Browne 
Michael Chirco 
Virginia Massenberg 


Constance Musselwhite 


Kristen Worthington 
Second Year (9) 


Diane Alberts 
Suzanne Curtis 
Patricia Ellison 
Larry Gavin 
Paul Keane 
Lanniko Lee 
Thomas Litecky 
Nancy Olson 
Annie Smith 


Third Year (3) 


Candace Burkle 
Sandra Robey 
Nancy Strain 


Fourth Year (4) 


Margaret Cintorino 
Patricia Davis 
Andrew Green 
Pamela Rennhack 


Fifth Year (6) 


Michele Barger 
Mark Hage 
Jeffrey Johnson 
John Kasel 
Ardith Maddoux 
Edith Mason 


Seventh Year (1) 
Terri Vest 


Total in Attendance in Vermont: 29 


Keaau, Hawaii 

St. Paul Island, Alaska 

Penn Yan, New York 

North Huntingdon, Pennsylvania 
Lumberton, North Carolina 
Deland, Florida 


Canaan, Vermont 
LaCrosse, Washington 
Atqasuk, Alaska 
Belview, Minnesota 
Norwich, Vermont 
Java, South Dakota 
Palmer, Alaska 
Putney, Vermont 

West Point, Mississippi 


Middlebury, Vermont 
Montpelier, Vermont 
Rapid City, South Dakota 


Castleton, Vermont 
Clemson, South Carolina 
Bristol, Vermont 
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 


Sumner, Washington 
Montpelier, Vermont 
Rutland, Vermont 
Omaha, Nebraska 
Chinle, Arizona 
Lawrenceville, Virginia 


Hardwick, Vermont 





Oxford: 


Vermont: 


Santa Fe: 


9.9 De Meamelbstutaters 


Margaret McCarthy 
Catherine O'Connell 
Carol Tracy 


Thomas Andrew 
Laura Bush 

Jane Cadwell 

Hugh Coyle 
Caroline Eisner 
Julia Goodwin 
Patricia Kmieciak 
Daniel Piquet 
Terri Vest 

Mark Wright 


Frank Beyer 
Katrien Conlan 
Susan Jones 
Sister Mary Ann Kovacs 
David Perry 


Students 


Teri West 


Annie Smith 











1992 BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH STUDENTS 
WHO ARE MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE GRADUATES 
(OR SOON WILL BE) 


Sean Brennan 

Doug Burdett 

Hugh Coyle 

Ann Gilmore 
Rebecca Graves (‘93) 
Laura Greco 

Alex Hanson 
Michael Henriques 
Chris Hiland 

Chris Hopkins 
Nicole Johnson 

Eric Jones 

Bill Kirby 

Laurence Lane-Zucker 
Kristen Lindquist 
Alexandra Mahoney 
Monica Matouk 
Kim Pope Messenger 
Susan Palmer 

Barry Parker 

Dan Robb 

Adam Rosenberg 
Nick Siewert 

Jane Strekalovsky 
David Suger 

James Thompson 


MIDDLEBURY GRADUATES WHO ARE WORKING AT BREAD LOAF 


Michael Brittain 
Cristen Brooks (93) 
Edward Brown 
Nate Burt 

Jennifer Heck 
Krystal Sewell 
Doug Woodsum 








Exams 











DECLINE TO WAIVE RIGHTS 1992 
Bread Loaf School of English 


Gary Braudaway 
Sean Brennan 
Charles Burford 
Diane Christian 
Cecily Coughlan 
June Farkas 
Mark Hage 
‘Kelly Jewett 
Paul Keane 

Jean LeBlanc 
Mark Longstreth 
Paul McAdam 
Cathy Plourde 
Nancy Olson 
Robert Rue 


Laura Snyder 
Kristen Worthington 











Exams Given in Vermont in 1992 


119. Studies in European Fiction/Mr. Donadio 








Name 


Bread Loaf School of English 
Summer 1992 


Final Examination Three Hours 
Course No. 119 Mr. Donadio 


Studies in European Fiction 


PLEASE NOTE: The questions on this examination have been designed to be completed 
in approximately two hours, but you are free to take an additional hour, if you 
require it, for reflection and organization. Please read through the entire 
examination before you begin to write. Pay careful attention to the specific 
directions for each of the three parts, and please remember to: (1) write on one side 
of the page only in bluebooks; (2) write your name in the space provided in the 
upper right-hand corner of the examination sheet, and return that sheet along with 
your completed bluebooks at the end of the examination. 


Part I (30 minutes; 30 points) Briefly identify and explain the significance of ten 
(10) of the following items, indicating in each case the author and title of the work in 
which the item figures. Where a quotation is involved, please specify -- as 
appropriate -- the speaker, the person being addressed, and the point of what is 
being said; where a description is given, indicate what is being described, and the 
symbolic importance of the detail. You may select these items in any order, but 
please make an effort to have your answers represent a full range of the works we 
have read (not just two or three), and please be sure to make it clear in every 
instance which item you are identifying (by citing the first three or four words of 
the quotation, for example). 


"Some men descend from Abel, some from Cain. ... I'm a mixture of both: Cain to my 
enemies, Abel to my friends, and woe to him who awakens the Cain in me!" 


St.-Jérome 


two fatal cases of pneumonia 


"I loathe you, precisely because I have allowed you so much, and I loathe you even 
more because I need you so." 


a stunning whiplash 


an itemized bill for expenses incurred, including a gold watch promised but not yet 
received 








".. . don't make such sacrifices yet for a young man whom you've not yet compared 
with anyone else, who has been put to no test and may well desert you for a woman of 
Paris whom he thinks more necessary to his ambitions than you are. I mean no 
harm to the man you love, but you must allow me to put your interests before his... ." 


a duel at the edge of an abyss 


How did they meet? By chance like everyone else. What were their names? What's 
that got to do with you? 


Coralie 


Biz' menkov 


Then he prayed Forgive me, O Lord, Teach me how to live. . . teach me how to live, O 
Lord so feelingly that he might be expecting an immediate answer to his petition. 
Then piteous sobs were all that we could hear. ... 


a sailor who dies of yellow fever 


"Do not believe what I have written to you about my illness: no one suspects how 
serious it is. I only know that I shall never leave my bed again." 


"Master, in life one never knows what to rejoice about or what to feel sorry about. 
Good brings bad after it and bad brings good... ." 


Kazbich 


an angry bull 


a duellist firing into the air 


d'Arthez and Lousteau 


This manuscript has been Read 
And the Contents Thereof Been Approved. . 


Madame de la Pommeraye 





Seriozha Ivin 


Doctor Werner 


an embezzler who commits suicide 


"Everything is finished for me on this earth. Neither good nor evil can be done to me 
by any man. I have nothing left in the world to fear or hope for, and this leaves me 
at peace at the bottom of the abyss, a poor unfortunate mortal, but as unmoved as God 
himself." 


Mr. Astley 


a calculated insult to a Baron and a Baroness 


a person drawing in the sand with a stick 


"All right, we are going to run through your two hundred thousand francs, but in 
return. . . I'll te your tie for you myself, and I'll introduce you to Hortense. And 
when we've spent all our money, you'll come back here. ... The main thing is 
courage, and you've got it. You'll be back in Paris, bringing me more money, not 
once, but often... ." 


Paul 


Riechmann 


Island of Saint-Pierre 


"Well then, I am the fatal being in our family. With a heart full of tenderness I 
behave like an enemy. I have requited all your devotion with evil... ." 


"I often wonder why I'm trying so hard to win the love of a girl I have no desire to 
seduce and whom I'd never marry." 


Madame de Warens 


Louise 





"I wanted to write my diary, and what have I done instead? I have related a single 
incident in my life.” 


a traveler who dies returning from Persia 


a failed examination in differential and integral calculus 


PART II (30 minutes; 30 points) Discuss in detail any one (1) of the following 
passages, indicating as precisely as you can how it exemplifies the characteristic 
narrative perspective and the characteristic emphases, preoccupations, and 
judgments which manifest themselves in the work in which it figures. Please focus 
sharply on the words on the page, and derive your generalizations from the specific 
content of the passage itself. 


(a) "Thus, my son, society is forced, for its own sake, to make distinctions; that is 
what I want you to do for your own sake. The great point is to measure up to the 
whole of society. Napoleon, Richelieu and the Medicis measured up to their century. 
Present-day society no longer worships the true God, but the Golden Calf! That is the 
religion of your Charter, which politically speaking takes no account of anything 
but property. Is that not tantamount to saying to every subject: "Try and get rich"? . 
. Once you have managed to make a fortune in a legal way and have become the 
wealthy Marquis de Rubempré, then you'll allow yourself the luxury of a sense of 
honour. You'll then make such a parade of scrupulousness that no one will dare to 
accuse you of ever having fallen short of it, even though you had done so in the 
process of getting on. - Not that I would ever advise that! . . . .What then must you get 


but don't let anyone see what means you adopt and the steps you take to reach it. You 
have been acting like a child: be a man. Do what a hunter does. Lie in wait, lie in 
ambush in the world of Paris. Keep on the watch for a lucky chance which will 
bring you your quarry. Spare neither your person nor your so-called dignity, for we 
are all at the beck and call of something, perhaps a vice, perhaps a need. But observe 
the law of laws: secretiveness!" 


(b) There was no doubt about it: the expression on Liza's face as she was looking at | 
me was one which revealed nothing but a desire to get out of there as quickly as 

possible and avoid an unpleasant encounter; that flash of gratification I detected in 

her eyes when she thought she had actually succeeded in slipping away unnoticed 

demonstrated to me all too clearly that this young woman was not in love with me. 

For a long time, a very long time, I could not tear my gaze from the mute, motionless 

door which once again appeared as a white spot in the depths of the mirror. I made 

an effort to smile at my own drawn figure; I hung my head, went home, and threw 





myself on the divan. I was crushed as I had never been crushed before, so crushed 
that I could not weep . .. and what indeed was there to weep about? 

"Can it be?" I kept repeating over and over, lying on my back like a dead man, 
my hands folded over my chest. "Can it be. . .?" 

Tell me, how do you like that "Can it be?" 


(c) "Well, my friends," he said resolutely, raising his head and speaking in the 
peculiarly brisk tone people adopt when they have something obviously unwelcome 
to say which it is too late to reconsider, "you know, I think, that I am going to marry 
Avdotya Vassilyevna." He paused. "I never meant to marry again after your mamma . 
.. but - " he hesitated for a moment "but . . .but fate evidently wills otherwise. Dunya 
is a good kind-hearted girl, and not so very young; I hope you will learn to love her, 
children, and she loves you whole-heartedly already, she is a nice person. And now," 
he said, turning to me and Volodya and apparently making haste to speak for fear we 
might interrupt him, "it is time for you two to leave here but I shall stay on till the 
New Year, and then follow you to Moscow with -" he hesitated again " - my wife and 
Lyuba." It was painful to me to see my father seem so nervous and guilty with us, and 
I moved closer to him. But Volodya, continuing to smoke, went on walking about the 
room with his head bent. 

"So, my dears, now you know what your old father has taken it into his head to 
do," papa concluded, colouring, coughing and holding out his hands to Volodya and 
me. There were tears in his eyes as he said this and I noticed that the hand he held 
out to Volodya, who was at the other end of the room at that moment, trembled a little. 
The sight of that trembling hand tore my heart-strings and a strange thought 
occurred to me which troubled me still more - the thought that papa had served in 
the campaign of 1812 and had been, as everyone knew, a brave officer. I kept hold of 
his large muscular hand and kissed it. He squeeezed mine hard and suddenly, 
gulping down his tears, took Lyuba's dark little head in both hands and kissed her 
again and again on the eyes. Volodya pretended to drop his pipe and, bending down, 
furtively wiped his eyes with his fist, and, trying not to be noticed, went out of the 
room. 


(d) . . .Tomorrow, first thing -- if I could only leave tomorrow! To be reborn, to 
rise from the dead! I must show them ... Let Polina see that I still can be a man. All I 
need is . . .it's too late today, though, but tomorrow. . . Oh, I have the presentiment, 
and how could it be otherwise? I have now fifteen louis d'or, and there were times 
when I started with fifteen gulden! If I'd start carefully .. . oh, really, am I really 
childish enough to believe this? Could it be that I still refuse to admit that I am 
hopelessly lost? But then, why couldn't I rise again? Yes! All it takes is to be 
calculating and patient just once in your lifetime -- that is all! All it takes is to keep 
control of yourself just once, and your whole life will be changed in one hour! 
Control yourself, that's the main thing.... 


(e) Following a chill, she had an attack of quinsy; shortly afterwards, ear trouble. 
Three years later she had gone deaf... . On top of all her other troubles, buzzings in 
her ears made her imagine things. Her mistress would often tell her: "Goodness! how 
stupid you are!" and she would reply: "Yes, Madame," as she looked round for 
something. 





The narrow range of her ideas shrank even further, and the pealing of the 
bells, the lowing of the cattle ceased to exist for her. Every living thing moved in 
ghostly silence. A single sound now reached her ears: the voice of the parrot.... 

They would hold conversations, he repeating ad nauseam the three phrases of 
his repertory, and she answering with words which were equally disconnected but 
came from the heart. In her isolation Loulou was almost like a son, a lover to her. He 
would climb up her fingers, nibble her lips, cling to her bodice; and as she bent 
forward, wagging her head as nurses do, the wide wings of her bonnet and those of 
the bird quivered in unison. 


PART Ill (One hour: 40 points) Write a concise, sharply-focused, and closely- 
reasoned essay on any one (1) of the following topics, making specific references to 
the texts in question whenever necessary to support your assertions. Please try to 
develop the implications of your observations as fully as you can, but strive less for 
length in your essay than for precision, clarity, and force. (Please note: In selecting 
the four works to be considered in this essay, you may not choose to include a work 
by the author you discussed previously in Part I.) 


(a) Discuss the implications and effects of travel -- of movement from place to place - 
- in any four (4) works on the reading list for this course. 


(b) Focusing on any four (4) works on the reading list, discuss the interplay between 
explicit and unacknowledged, deliberate and unconscious motivations. 


(c) Explore the implications of the master-servant relationships (explicit or implicit) 
depicted in any four (4) works on the reading list. 


(d) Discuss the basis for self-esteem -- and the threats to self-esteem -- in any four 
(4) works on the reading list. 


(e) (5 POINTS EXTRA CREDIT) Assess the governing intentions and concerns of 
Robert Musil's The Man Without Qualities within a context defined by any three (3) of 





the other works on the reading list this summer. 





Commencement 





BREAD LOAF COMMENCEMENT - 1992 


| a At 6:00 the graduates meet in the Blue Parlor, where they are joined by the faculty and 
| School guests and are escorted into the dining room. 


2 Immediately after the banquet, the President and the faculty robe in Treman, or in the 
Theatre Office if it is raining; candidates for graduation in the Blue Parlor, or in the 
Costume Shop if it is raining. 


3. The procession forms on the porch outside the Blue Parlor. Cristen Brooks and Michael 
Brittain will assist in establishing the line of march. Faculty form behind President 
McCardell and Mr. Maddox. Graduates form in alphabetical order behind the marshals. 


Marshal Marshal 
M.A. Austin through M.A. Mason through 
Martin Yerpe 
4. As the graduates approach the seats, the marshals will stand by each row of chairs until 


it is filled, except for one seat at the end for the marshal. Both faculty and students 
remain standing until everyone has reached his or her seat. At Mr. Maddox's signal, 
everyone uncaps and is seated. 


5. After the ceremony, graduates should return their regalia unboxed to the Blue Parlor 
and indicate to Heather Best or a member of the Bread Loaf Office staff that they have 
| done so. Faculty should return their regalia to Treman. 




































THE PROGRAM 

1, Introduction of the Commencement Speaker 

2. The Commencement Address 

3. Introduction of the Hooder; introduction of the President. 

4. Presentation of the M.A. candidates to President McCardell. The candidates for the 
degree will rise at the request of Mr. Maddox. The candidates cap. 

5. President McCardell bestows the degree of Master of Arts upon the candidates. The 
candidates uncap and, as their names are called, individually mount the stage by the 
stairs at the back. 

| FACULTY 
J 
| | 
. <— S | 
| eae ee 
| | + 
| | Lectern H | 
| | | a | 
i Hooder | 
President McCardell © | i | 
S i 
| | 4 ; | 
| Diplomas | | j 
| | | AA 
| Mr. Maddox | 
| ane ee ee eae ve Po 
5 re 
M.A. Mas-Y M.A. A-Mar 
Marshall Student stands at X to receive diploma and hood. Marshall 


(over, please) 








10. 





The candidate on stage faces President McCardell, who presents the diploma and 
congratulates him or her. During this time, the candidate is hooded. (It is important to 
stand still until the hood is properly in place.) Next the candidate turns toward the 
person who has hooded him or her and then to Mr. Maddox for their congratulations. 
The candidate leaves the thrust stage by the down-center stairs and returns to his‘or her 
seat. 


Mr. Maddox and the Hooder return to their seats. 
The President's remarks. 


After President McCardell has returned to his seat, Shawna Boll will come forward to 
the thrust stage and invite the Madrigalists to join her. 


With the playing of the recessional, all members of the academic procession rise and 
cap. President McCardell and Mr. Maddox lead the faculty and graduates out of the 
Little Theatre onto the West Lawn, where ceremonies conclude with congratulations. 
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DIXIE GOSWAMI 
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Candidates for the Degree of Master of Arts 


* DEBORAH MARIE ALVAREZ 
JOHN PETER NATHANIEL AUSTIN 
LEE MICHELE BARGER 
WILLIAM BAILEY BROWN, III 

+ DAVID MICHAEL COLE 

+ BRADFORD B. CZEPIEL 

+ ROCK GERARD EMMERT 
BETTE J. FORD 

* BARBARA E. GANLEY 
ANN MEREDITH GILMORE 

* SYLVIA DENNIS GINDELE 
MARK LOUIS HAGE 

+JACINTA A. HART 
CHRISTOPHER JUBB HOPKINS 
JEFFREY GEORGE JOHNSON (in absentia) 
CHRISTOPHER GREGORY KARWOWSKI 
JOHN ANDREW KASEL 
SUZANNE KEITH 

+ DAVID A. KELLY-HEDRICK 
MICHAEL KERIN 

* JEAN ELLEN KLINGLER 
JEANNE MARIE LEIBY 

+ DENNIS RAY LENSSEN 


ARDITH MADDOUX 
CYNTHIA ANNE MARTIN 
EDITH SHARPE MASON 
ALISON JEANNE MATIKA 
KIMBERLY POPE MESSENGER 

* GREGORY MOHRMAN, O.S.B. 
PETER RICE NEWTON 

* MICHAEL C. OBEL-OMIA 
BENJAMIN HALL ORR, II (in absentia) 
DANIEL HARBIDGE PICKER 
PAMELA K. RENNHACK 

* MICHAEL R. RICCI 

* ELIZABETH ROGERS 
ADAM J. ROSENBERG 

+UTE R. RUPP 
RALPH GEORGE SNEEDEN 

+ ALEXIS HILLS SOUTHWORTH 

+ PETER HAYWARD SOUTHWORTH 
JANE CRAM STREKALOVSKY 
DAVID HARRISON SUGER 
ROBERT CARL WESTON 
ELAINE BAILEY WHITE (in absentia) 

+ KATHRYN CLAIRE WILDE 
DALE G. YERPE 


Candidate for the Degree of Master of Letters 


*PEGGI MCCARTHY 






*Graduated from the Bread Loaf School of English 
at Lincoln College, Oxford, August 8, 1992 


+Graduated from the Bread Loaf School of English 
at St. John's College, Santa Fe, August 13, 1992 





Commencement Address 
Bread Loaf School of English, 1992 
Dixie Goswami 


Honored graduates of the Class of 1992, President McCardell, Director 
Maddox, colleagues and friends in the Bread Loaf community, and guests. I 
want to thank you for asking me to speak to you tonight. I’m deeply moved 
by the honor, but it’s been a hard summer, and I might not have accepted if 
rd known in advance about Albert. 

Let me explain. June 28 was a quiet night at Fritz, where I live at 
Bread Loaf, except for the sound of the rain and the fire. Alone at last--in my 
most disreputable pseudo-sari--I was enjoying an illicit take-out dinner from 
the Inn when Ralph Sneeden’s rather firm tap at the door roused me. My 
immediate thought was that one of the dear children had come to some 
mischief without me in the dining room: perhaps they'd tipped the salad bar 
over or fallen in the pudding. Or worse--since the senior class president had 
been dispatched to tell me. But Ralph was cheerful and his invitation to 
address you tonight was one that I accepted with pleasure. I’ve heard others 
in this position catalog the joys and miseries that traditionally are the lot of 
the commencement speaker, but I, after all, am in the business of 
encouraging people to write--assisting them even. Perhaps “forcing” 
wouldn’t be too strong a word. And the summer stretched before me. Time. 
All the time in the world to compose myself and this talk. This line of 
thought led me directly to a writer’s block so magnificent and imposing 
that, in the tradition of one of David Huddle’s fictional characters, I gave it a 
name: Albert. 

I began to cringe at the sound of myself encouraging a senior who had 
produced eight words of a ten-page paper due the next day. Albert began to 
interfere with my enjoyment of the class book, which was growing at the 
monstrous rate of a hundred typewritten pages a day. Everywhere I went on 
campus, all of you were writing, publishing and apparently receiving high 
marks for first drafts. One of my colleagues mentioned finishing a book and 
two articles before the break. Albert almost kept me from acknowledging 
the accomplishment of one of my own students--a senior it was--who 
produced a set of five brilliantly realized sketches, written, he insisted, in 
twenty-minute spurts: shaped at the point of utterance. 








My deep affection for Bread Loaf and my appreciation for the seniors 
relieved me, however, and I’ve written almost too freely about what's been 
on my mind this summer. I find that I’ve reached that dangerous time of life 
when I don’t want things to change. The more I notice that I’m growing old 
at a pretty fast clip--at a pace I can’t control--the more I want things like 
institutions and ways of doing not to change. I want to board AMTRAK in 
South Carolina, have Michael pick me up at Essex Junction, and find Fritz, 
where I’ve lived for ten summers, exactly as it was when I left it. I have to 
resist my strong desire to freeze you seniors in time--to keep you here, 
forever on the verge of commencing. 

But Bread Loaf does change--is changing. George Anderson’s history of 
the Bread Loaf School of English notes, beyond the inevitable coming and 
going of particular people, certain turning points. I'll name just a few. The 
banishing of paying guests from the Inn. The establishment of the Bread Loaf 
Writers’ Conference in 1926. The abandonment of the Farm--and the cattle- 
-in 1938 and the subsequent re-doing of the Barn: Mr. Anderson suggests 
that we might divide the social history of Bread Loaf into pre-Barn and Barn 
eras. The presence of men and women in roughly equal numbers for the first 
time. The first federally funded theater institute in 1965 that brought about 
fifty students and a new floor for the theater to Bread Loaf. 

The writer who chronicles the history from 1969 to 1994, Bread 
Loafs seventy-fifth year, will surely describe other changes, including some 
that are part of my lengthening personal experience of Bread Loaf: the 
special invitation to rural public school teachers to study here, the advent of 
the acting ensemble, the opening of the Apple Cellar, the founding of the 
Santa Fe campus, the establishment by a former Bread Loafer of the Andover 
Bread Loaf Writing Workshop for urban teachers. Changes in the academic 
program and, for some of us, changes in our perceptions of the way we 
teach. 

But change isn’t foremost on my mind tonight: I’ve been thinking 
about the persistence of a particular Bread Loaf tradition. The first building I 
see in the morning when I look out of my window at Fritz is the Printer’s 
Cabin, where Bread Loaf Inn menus were published a century ago for Joseph 
Battell’s guests. For the past couple of summers, it’s been a lively place, even 
during the day--the consequence of John Fleming's gift of presses, restored 
by Mark Wright. Last summer at the cabin, John taught us a bit about the 





history and craft of printing. We had a great celebration when the first 
creamy page was lifted from the press printed with the legend “Bread Loaf 
School of English.” This summer, Mike Chirco and others have helped poets 
and artists produce, among other items, an image of Gertrude Stein and the 
cover for a remarkable collection of writings from our own Cherry Tarts. 
These hand-printed pages are dear to us: it’s not likely that even one will 
wind up in one of the blue plastic recycling baskets. They give us the 
illusion, at least, of having produced an artifact that will last, that has the 
look and the feel of the real thing. 

Publishing has flourished from the beginning of Bread Loaf. Two books 
came out in 1939: The Bread Loaf Anthology of Poetry, with contributions 
from more than forty Bread Loaf students and faculty and a foreword by 
Robert Frost; and The Bread Loaf Anthology of Plays, edited by Hortense 
Moore. The press was in operation for two summers, 1940 and 1941. . 
Several volumes were hand set by the Bread Loaf printers, including Stops, 
“an illustrated handbook of punctuation rules with a sportive air”; Only on 
the West Wind” poems about rural Vermont by Florida Smyth, introduced by 
Louis Untermeyer: Orpheus and the Moon Craters, poems by a young Frost 
scholar, Cedric Whitman, introduced by Theodore Morrison; and the 
Vermont Chap Book, a collection of ten Vermont folk ballads. 

We're still at it, with scholarly and poetic works being started or 
ended at Bread Loaf and published elsewhere, with Bread Loaf News, and 
with an astonishing array of writing that we publish mostly for each other. 
I'm thinking of poetry and fiction for Blue Parlor readings--or not; of plays; 
of lyrics for the Six Packs; of scripts that are performed--or not; of 
collections of essays and stories by members of various classes; of letters 
exchanged by hand or by Bread Loaf mail box; of lessons and invitations; of 
journals and diaries and interpretations and meditations opened to a few or 
many readers; of messages and fictions on BreadNet; and, yes, of the few 
precious pages from the Printer’s Cabin. 

Elizabeth Drew might describe a good bit of our Bread Loaf writing as 
“the literature of gossip,” about which she had this to say in 1935 (The 
Enjoyment of Literature), six year, alas, before she first taught at Bread Loaf: 








It is the directness and immediacy of the appeal of letters and 
journals which makes them so dear to the reader. Their writers 








have no thought of fame or futurity and none of the conscious, 
unswerving quest of the artist for perfection of form. They write 
at a particular day and hour for the eyes of a particular reader, 
and their creations are the literature of leisure, or love and of 
friendship, the literature of intimacy and inessentials. 

Man is a social animal, a gregarious creature, passionately 
interested in his fellow human beings, their lives, their thoughts 
and feelings, their environment, their occupations. And nowhere 
in literature can he find the same unashamed interest in these 
things as in letters and diaries and journals, which communicate, 
indeed, nothing else. 


Although I have been unashamedly interested in reading about a young 
world class skier’s transition from competition on the slopes to the 
competition in the classroom; about a young Mennonite boy’s death; about 
the rabbi as teacher and member of the community; about a woman’s visit to 
West Africa, to a spot where her ancestors might have been removed to slave 
ships; about teaching in private school in Caracas; about a village that co- 
exists with a very active volcano; and about what scholars mean by theories. | 
want to raise the possibility that at Bread Loaf, all this writing communicates 
a great deal more than what Drew characterizes as the friendly, social, 
gossipy aspect of literacy. I want to suggest that at Bread Loaf we encourage a 
nation of active writers, which might mean that some will be able and 
willing to go public with their cases, interpretations, and stories, making 
their voices heard in the process. I want to argue that Bread Loaf has a 
strong, evolving tradition of promoting a literacy that engages and connects 
us powerfully while we are here together and that at the same time 
promotes a greater engagement with the world when we leave. My claim is 
that the writing we do here as individuals and the writing produced 
collectively constitute a genuine community which has hopeful implications 
for an equitable society. 

I'm celebrating the fact that Bread Loaf is what the authors of Habits of 
the Heart: Individualism and Commitment in American Life describes as “a 
real community, a ‘community of memory,’ one that does not forget its 
past.” We are involved in retelling Bread Loafs stories, constituting its 
tradition, offering up examples of men and women and events that embody 
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and exemplify the meaning of the place--and some of the stories are painful, 
of “suffering received and suffering inflicted.” I’m suggesting that the 
unique literacy we practice at Bread Loaf is one of the “practices of 
commitment” that define Bread Loaf and keep the community alive, not as 
an “exclusive lifestyle enclave” but as a center that tries to “reconcile the 
claims of community and individuality.” (Habits of the Heart) 

Another way to consider the tradition of writing and publishing at 
Bread Loaf (at the Printer’s Cabin, in the Apple Cellar, or with pen and 
pencil), especially in its relation to writing-in-the-real-high-tech-world, 
might be to recall William Morris’s venture with the Kelmscott Press, 
intended to restore a sense of craft to oppose the commercial debasement 
of art and work. Many Bread Loaf teachers stand with others to resist a 
national movement to a commercial, technical view of teaching and 
schooling, reflected most dramatically in the Whittle-Edison Project, and 
they do so by establishing their own classrooms as sociable, cooperative 
settings for writing, publishing and active learning. They do so by insisting 
that all children and young people have chances to read literature. They do 
so by creating classrooms where decisions have to be made and practical 
action has to be taken, where students and teachers debate, in lots of ways, 
over time--about what is happening in our classrooms among ourselves and 
what is happening in the larger world. 

At least one Bread Loaf teacher quite consciously uses Morris’s work as 
a model: his students in a Fort Worth, Texas, vocational school move from 
hand set, illuminated pages to desk-top publishing as they recapitulate a 
history of publishing and become part of it. In the process, they come t see 
how writing, especially powerful writing, is likely to meet suppression and 
resistance: in other words they take up questions about the control of 
discourse that are important issues at Bread Loaf and elsewhere, as Annabel 
Patterson points out in her new introduction to Censorship and 
Interpretation: The Conditions of Writing and Reading in Early Modern 
England: 


I argue throughout this book that the unstable but unavoidable 
relationship between writers and the holders of power was 


creative of a set of conventions as to how far a writer could to 
in explicit address to the contentious issues of his day, and 











how, if he did not choose the conventional approach, he could 
encode his opinions so that nobody would be required to make 
an example of him. 


These teachers, who tackle with their students issues of literacy, 
interpretation, and censorship as they emerge in the day-to-day work of 
their classrooms and communities, are transforming the Bread Loaf 
tradition. And here at Bread Loaf, remembering the work and life of Ken 
Macrorie, struggling to tell the truth about our work and our positions and 
this place, in stories and journals and in essays, we meet at once questions 
about what we can write without hurting or exposing anyone, including 
ourselves. as we listen in Barn 2 to the stories of Bernadette Mosala, who 
describes herself as one of the South African Bread Loaf teachers, the notion 
that we have some stake in Salman Rushdie’s fate is less remote. The 
concept of functional ambiguity becomes less abstract; we see for ourselves 
how tensions between writers and holders of power create conventions and 
shape discourse. These experiences, taken together, help us to read public 
documents and literacy texts and the world critically, in more than an 
academic way. 

I don’t believe we yet appreciate the new forms of work in literature, 
language and literacy that Bread Loaf offers, all affected by tradition and by 
the theories and stories that different members of the community bring to 
the mountain. I'd argue that one of Bread Loafs best and most distinctive 
features is its repeated emphasis on the social side of reading and writing, 
the movement here between the personal and the public poles of literacy. In 
finding the meaning of literacy at Bread Loaf and its place in the school’s 
traditions, our most reliable source is the role it plays in our own lives--the 
role we would like it to play. At Bread Loaf we learn a “second language” of 
tradition and commitment that is available to us “when the language of the 
separate self does not seem adequate.” (Habits of the Heart) 

So at Bread Loaf we're invited to enter a particular culture, with its 


own history and meanings. Many of us find that as writers we may choose 
from a good number of ways to become a part of the creative life of the 
community; we participate vigorously. There is no stronger argument to 
practice the art of what Drew calls “literary gossip” than the claim that such 
writing makes literature itself more accessible. What Bread Loaf offers, what 











we offer each other, are many ways to imagine the complexities and 
mysteries of human experience, ways ranging from the intense, compressed 
visions of the poet and the shaped, dramatic experience of The Mother of 
Us All to our own relaxed, everyday written and spoken discourses. 

What does it mean? Will a good number of the seniors go on to be 
writers, publish political broadsides, issue opinions and critiques? Will it 
carry into other years--or even to September? What will become of all this 
reading and writing? The truth is that we don’t know, but we're left with 
the immediate effect on this mountain of the committed practices of 
students and teachers, where literacy finds a lively home and reaches out in 
many directions. Where there’s a sense that literature shapes the moral 
imagination. Where we act as if literacy--and literature--have the potential to 
advance the democratic state. Where there’s some evidence that we resist a 
culture of separation and specialization. 

In his 1941 “Preface” to the Vermont Chap Book, Donald Davidson 
writes: 


That [printer’s] cabin looks on a meadow where devil’s paint- 
brush and large upland daisies bloom. The meadow slopes to 

a book that flows through woods of spruce and birch. Beyond 

the brook (and all around) are the Green Mountains of Vermont.... 
Thus do things go pleasantly together at Bread Loaf in Vermont. 
From the higher literary studies to simple things like singing 

a ballad or setting it in type is only a matter of stepping across 
the road. In a truly human world, it would always be thus: abstract 
and particular, book and life, never far apart--but close together 
as meadow, print-shop, ballad, and scholarly specialties are 

close together while these lines are being set. The world of our 
day seems to want it otherwise, but so much the worse for it. 

Too long have we indulged ourselves recklessly in division and 
specialization--in the kind of dissociation which, for doubtful 
practical gains, scatters the parts of our lives, often to great 
distances. And look at the result: commotions ruinous enough 

to shake the planet. 





Bread Loaf, as nowhere else I know, maintains and extends its 
tradition of bringing book and life close, gathering up the parts of our lives 
for a while. Commotions ruinous enough to shake the planet multiple, but 
I’m comforted to know that some things seem to remain constant: at Bread 
Loaf from specialized and theorized literary studies to letters, journals, 
scenes, and hand set poems in only a matter of stepping across the road. 
Things do go together pleasantly at Bread Loaf. 

As for the seniors we honor here tonight, Bread Loaf utterances, like it 
or not, are as much a part of your idiom as the flavor and sound of your most 
intimate speech as a part of Bread Loaf. You have acquired a rare mountain 
dialect, a manner of thinking--a second language, I suspect, that will identify 
you instantly to other Bread Loafers. Having had you here, it will be 
impossible for us to know Bread Loaf traditions and practices in the same 
old way. Having been here, it will be impossible for you to avoid taking 
Bread Loaf, this “community of memory,” into the schools and even into the 
world. 

Thank you. 





Annual Report of the Director 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


18 March 1993 


President John McCardell 
Old Chapel 

Middlebury College 
Middlebury, Vermont 05753 


Dear John: 

My Annual Report to the President seems to get later and later 
each year. Since the tardiness is caused by a busyness which I know 
topbevexceeded by your own, i will ehis yearn LOr both ourn sakes 
give you information in its sparest, most readable form. 


The Vermont School. 


In the summer of 1992, Bread Loaf/Vermont operated, as it has 


for every year in recent memory, at full capacity, with 241 
students. 29 students received their M.A. degrees in Vermont in 
1992. The applicant pool remains a very strong one. 


Bread Loaf was the site for an NEH Summer Institute, "Acts of 
Interpretation," in 1992. 20 students were fully supported by NEH 
at the School; anecdotal evidence and written evaluations indicate 
that the Institute was an overwhelming success. It was a financial 
success as well: NEH completely funded the 20 students (to the 
benefit of the overall Bread Loaf financial aid budget), and NEH 
payments of salaries, faculty and staff room and board, and 
indirect costs more than compensated for the lost 20 tuitions of 
the NEH participants. 


Following our highly successful NEH Institutes in 1989 and 
1992, Bread Loaf has reapplied for an NEH Institute for the summer 
of 1994. 


Professor Lee Patterson, of Duke University, also held an NEH 
Summer Seminar at Bread Loaf in 1992, on Chaucer's Canterbury 
Tales. This Seminar did not receive Bread Loaf credit (as the NEH 
Institute did) and was not an integrated part of the Bread Loaf 
curriculum and community, as the Institute was. 


Bread Loaf continues to receive $30,000 a year from the 
Bingham Trust, to fund Bread Loaf students' research projects back 
in their home classrooms. These grants, along with the Bread Loaf 








Teacher-Researcher grants, are coordinated and supervised by Dixie 
Goswami. 


Bread Loaf has continued its summer workshops in the teaching 
of writing (receiving three Bread Loaf credits) at the Phillips 
Andover Academy. 


Bread Loaf is also in the second year of a somewhat up-and- 
down partnership with the Piney Woods Country Life School in 
Mississippi. We are assisting Piney Woods in instituting its own 
Writing across the Curriculum Program. We will also begin in 1993 
what we hope will be a series of summer workshops at Piney Woods in 
the teaching of writing for Mississippi secondary-school teachers. 
The workshops at Piney Woods will be modeled on those at Andover, 
and will grant 3 hours of Bread Loaf credit to each participant: 
Dixie and I gave considerable assistance to Piney Woods in writing 
the grant proposals to fund these workshops. 


We hope that both the Andover workshops and the Piney Woods 
workshops will be gateways for attracting minority teachers in 
future summers. 


BreadNet had serious technical problems this past year, having 
to do with the poor maintenance of the host computer at the New 
York Institute of Technology. I am currently seeking funding to 
bring the BreadNet host computer to Middlebury. This will be one of 
my most important projects this year. 


The recruitment of minority secondary-school teachers remains 
for us our number one priority. We have made progress--but the 
progress has been small. We hope that our increasing activities in 
the Deep South and the Southwest will bring more minority teachers 
to Bread Loaf. 


The Oxford School. 


Enrollments at Oxford rebounded from the low of the Persian 
Guilt War yeaa or MOOI but thel Tebound did not bring UssbaGik to the 
levels of 1990. There were 74 Bread Loaf students at Oxford in 
190907 SL im 1091 axl 58 im 1992. Crome emollmane ZITUTEE 
suggest that the number of Bread Loaf/Oxford students in 1993 will 
be between 50 and 55. 8 students received the M.A. degree and one 
student received the M.Litt. at Oxford in 1992. 


Oxford was directed in 1992 by Dennis Kay, of Lincoln College, 
who has a long and distinguished career with Bread Loaf/Oxford. 
Dennis and I both concluded, at the end of the summer, that the 
Oxford Director ing thes futures should | bee an American (aS Ehe 
Director always was before 1992): students, especially those 
spending their first summer abroad, seem to need someone perceived 
as, One on their (own co ‘consult with and.) ctomhe lp sont out RENE 
strange ways of the English. As you know, Stephen Donadio has 
agreed to be the Director at Oxford in 1993. 





I regret that, after bringing the number of women on the 
Oxford faculty up from 1 (the former all-time high) to 3, there 
will again be only 1 woman on the faculty in 1993. 


The Santa Fe School. 


After a somewhat shaky start its first year, Bread Loaf/Santa 
Fe had a splendid second year. 79 students were enrolled, up from 
66 in 1991 and 9 higher than our anticipated maximum. 10 students 
received their M.A. at Santa Fe in 1992. 


John Elder was again the Director in 1992, and it is owing 
largely to him that relations with John Agresto and St. John's 
College as a whole were so much more cordial in 1992. 


Lucy Maddox will be the Director of Bread Loaf/Santa Fe in 
1993. I understand that one of the guests she will be greeting this 
summer will be Ed Knox. 


This past fall--as you know better than I--was the period of 
Middlebury's most intense negotiations with George Otero, 
concerning the purchase of the Mabel Dodge Luhan House in Taos. 
Since Mr. Otero would not agree to Middlebury's offer, we find 
ourselves back where we were when the Taos idea first occurred to 
us--but with the all-important difference that St. John's now seems 
a much friendlier place for us. I plan to continue to explore 
possibilities for the purchase of a site for Bread Loaf in or 
around Santa Fe. I will of course keep you informed of any 
possibilities I happen upon. 


Financial statistics. 


The book value of all funds in the Bread Loaf School of 
English endowment increased very modestly from $1,547,920 on June 
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Bread Loaf annual giving holds firm at about $30,000 per year. 


Bread Loaf received funding in 1991-92 from NEH, the Bingham 
Trust, the Rockefeller-funded CHART project, the Gates Foundation, 
and the Hunt Foundation (Sue Hunt Hollingsworth, a member of the 
Hunt family, is a Bread Loaf graduate). The monies from NEH, CHART, 
and Gates allowed Bread Loaf to come in well below its financial 
aid budget. 


I must once again give special thanks to Susan Veguez, who has 
been unstinting in her giving of time, information, and--above all 
--patience to me personally and to all of Bread Loaf's grant- 
writing activities. 


The future. 


I am enclosing with this report our bulletin and the most 
recent copy of Bread Loaf News. Both these publications should give 





you some sense of where the School is today. 


For your information, I am also enclosing brochures for the 
DeWitt Wallace-Reader's Digest Fund Fellowships and for the Bread 
Loaf-Piney Woods Summer Institute. 


The biggest news since the closing of the 1992 summer session 
has been, of course, our receiving the $2.77 million grant from the 
DeWitt Wallace-Reader's Digest Fund for the recruitment of rural 
teachers from 6 states: Vermont, South Carolina, Mississippi, New 
Mexico, Arizona, and Alaska. I have myself visited all of these 
states since the beginning of 1993, to make contacts, to dispense 
information, and to recruit; I will be returning to Mississippi, 
New Mexico, and Arizona in the upcoming weeks. I believe that we 
will get a large number of excellent applicants, and that within 2- 
3 years the Bread Loaf Rural Teacher Network (as the entire DeWitt 
Wallace enterprise is named) will be a highly visible presence in 
all 6 of those states. 


We hope that the DeWitt Wallace grant will increase 
substantially the number of minority students at Bread Loaf; the 
recruiting visits, especially to Mississippi, New Mexico, Arizona, 
and Alaska, have had this end in mind. 


In the immediate future, the appropriate Bread Loaf personnel 
(mainly Dixie, Lucy, and I) will work to form a partnership between 
Bread Loaf and the Hopi Junior/Senior High School in Keams Canyon, 
Arizona. We are also in the very early stages of exploring other 
partnerships (such as those we already have with Andover and with 
the Piney Woods School) with the Hispanic Culture Foundation in 
Albuquerque and with tribal community colleges, especially (but not 
confined to) those in the Southwest. 


The only weakness in the entire Bread Loaf program that I can 
see at the moment is the continued, worrisome, low enrollments at 
Oxford--which I had hoped would have rebounded fully by now. With 
that one exception, I can truthfully say that Bread Loaf has never 
had a more prospering--and more promising--time than the present. 


Respectfully submitted, 


tae ys erlelose 
ames Maddox 
Director 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


15 November 1991 
Dear Friends of Bread Loaf: 


I’m writing once again to ask you to consider making a 
contribution to the Bread Loaf School of English this year. As 
you know, the high quality of the Bread Loaf education rests on 
the excellence of the students, many of whom would be unable to 
attend without the financial assistance that your gifts in part 
make possible. If you are indeed able to make a contribution, 
please check the appropriate designation for your donation on the 
enclosed card. 


I have already been busy speaking with friends in Vermont, 
Oxford, and Santa Fe, and the programs at all three Bread Loaf 
sites look wonderful for 1992. 


In Vermont, Bread Loaf will again be hosting an NEH Summer 
Institute in drama, entitled "Acts of Interpretation," with 
courses for NEH participants taught by Alan MacVey, Carol MacVey, 
and Michael Cadden. As of this date, Alan hasn’t settled on a 
play (or plays) for next summer; he, Carol, and Joy moved to the 
University of Iowa this fall, and they’re still catching their 
breath after the move--and after this past summer’s production of 
Lear. On another Vermont front, you probably know that the 
indefatigable Hugh Coyle has left the Bread Loaf office. He is 
now a graduate student in the Department of English at the 
University of Montana--in between the summers, that is, when he’s 
a Bread Loaf student. Luckily for all of us, Elaine Hall and 
Betsy Evans continue in the Vermont office, and we hope to have 
yet another person joining us before too much longer. Most of the 
faculty is in place for the summer of 1992; Dick Brodhead has 
again agreed to act as interim director. 


A number of people were kept away from Oxford last summer 
because the intensity of the Persian Gulf crisis in mid-winter 
gave them pause as they considered plans for summer travel 
abroad. This year applications are already very heavy, and we 
anticipate a very large and thriving program at Oxford. For the 
first time in the summer of 1992, there won’t be an American 
director at Oxford; Dennis Kay, who has been affiliated with the 
Bread Loaf/Lincoln program since its earlest days, will be 
directing as well as teaching. 








After a very successful inaugural summer, we are looking 
forward to our second Bread Loaf/Santa Fe session at St. John’s 
College. Some old Bread Loaf hands, such as Michael Wood, Margie 
Ferguson, and Ken Macrorie, will be there, as will new Bread Loaf 
faculty members Valerie Smith and David Simpson. John Elder, to 
whom the Santa Fe program owed so much of its success in its 
first summer, will again be directing--and he will again be 
assisted by Alfredo Lujan and Larry Abbott. 


Meanwhile, Bread Loaf is keeping up its network of contacts 
througout the academic year, and even starting a few new ones. 
Here are some random notes on what’s going on. Many of you are 
connected to BreadNet and are keeping in touch with one another 
electronically; Bread Loaf continues its partnership in the 
Andover/Bread Loaf Writing Workshops; we are currently seeking 
funding so that some of the black South African teachers who have 
attended Andover/Bread Loaf will be able to come on to Bread Loaf 
itself in future summers; while retaining our historical 
commitment to rural teachers, we are also trying to step up our 
recruitment of teachers from America’s cities, a population in 
many ways under-represented at Bread Loaf over the years; Dixie 
Goswami, Jackie Royster, and I have been visiting the Piney Woods 
Country Life School in Mississippi, a historically black rural 
school with which we’re forming a partnership; etc. In short, 
never a dull moment. 


I must close this letter with one unhappy note. There may 
still be some of you who haven’t heard of the death of Beth 
Cubeta late in 1990. There have to be thousands of people who 
remember Beth fondly from her Bread Loaf days. If you would like 
to get in touch with Paul, his address is: Paul Cubeta, Woodley 
Park Towers, 2737 Devonshire Place, N.W., Washington, D.C. 20008. 


If you can contribute to this year’s fund-raising campaign, 
thanks in advance. If you can’t, I’ll be back trying again next 
year. 


Best wishes, 
James Maddox 
Director 











Oxford Correspondence 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
April 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf/Oxford Student: 


This is a first effort to help you make your travel plans for your summer at Lincoln 
College, Oxford. A letter of "useful details" will be sent you in May. 


You should secure a valid passport at once, a task that can take several weeks. You may 
obtain a passport application from your travel agent or town clerk. If you already have a 
passport, make sure it is valid past the date of your planned return to the U.S. 


You should make your flight reservations as soon as possible, if you haven't already. Be 
sure to shop around if you can; there is a very wide range of rates and plans. If you are departing 
directly from the States, please let me know the following: 1) date of departure; 2) point of 
departure from the U.S.; 3) airline and flight number; 4) time of departure and arrival. This 
information will assist Dennis Kay if you don't turn up when you're expected. 


Plan to arrive in Oxford no later than Monday, June 29, so that you can at least begin to 
get over jet-lag by Registration Day at Lincoln on June 30. Many seminars last year began 
meeting as early as Tuesday. Lunch at 1:00 p.m. Monday is the first meal served. Your room 
will be available at Lincoln on June 29. If you have trouble booking lodging at Oxford before 
then, write Miss Joy Makin, The Steward, Lincoln College, Oxford OX1 3DR, United Kingdom. A 
good bet at Oxford for room and board that's not too expensive is the Walton Guest House, 169 
Walton Street, Oxford (011-45-865-52137). 


Tutorials conclude by Friday, August 7, but you're welcome to stay for the final Banquet 
and Commencement on Saturday evening, August 8; there is always a memorable ceremony for 
the graduates. You should plan to leave Lincoln by Sunday morning, August 9, but you can 
make reservations during the summer to stay on at the Mitre, a bed-and-breakfast hotel run by 
Lincoln across the street from the College. Rates are about £13.75 a day for bed and breakfast. 
You will not be able to stay on in your room at Lincoln. 


Most flights to London from the States leave either early in the morning or late at 
night. Because of the five-hour time differential from the East Coast, night flights usually 
arrive in London early the next morning, so that you will have no trouble making direct 
connections to Oxford. Early morning departures, on the other hand, arrive in London around 
10:00 p.m., too late to make connections to Oxford. If you arrive in London at night, hotel 
accommodations are highly desirable, even essential, but expensive. Details on how to proceed 
to Oxford from Heathrow and Gatwick airports will be sent out in my next letter. Heathrow is 
vastly more convenient than Gatwick because of its proximity to Oxford. Beware of standby air 
tickets and charter flights, which may encounter delays with rerouting to Stansted in Essex, a 
long and complicated commute to Oxford. Be sure to have a reservation for your return flight. 


Students in Michael Armstrong's course should bring manual typewriters, if possible. 
Oxford tutors, however, do not insist that you type your papers. Typewriters and computers 
(expensive and scarce) can be rented in Oxford. Electric typewriters will set you back about £75 











for the summer. Remember that electric typewriters and all electrical appliances must be fitted 
with an adapter (purchased here since they are not available in Oxford). British current is 220v, 
not 110v, as in the States. 


Airlines allow two suitcases--any weight--and one piece of luggage to go under the seat. 
Since surface shipping takes at least two months (or forever) and air freight is expensive, it's 
better not to send books or clothes on in advance. If you must send ahead, please address the 
label as follows: 


(Your Name) 

Bread Loaf School of English HOLD FOR ARRIVAL: June 29 
Lincoln College 

Oxford OX1 3DR 

United Kingdom 


Neither Middlebury nor Lincoln College assumes any responsibility for items lost either in 
transit or after arrival at Lincoln College. 


Under Britain's medical program, you must have American medical insurance to cover 
pre-existing problems. National Health will, at the discretion of our Oxford doctor, meet 
expenses of emergencies encountered during the summer. Expenses of hospitalization are paid 
by National Health under normal circumstances. Be sure to bring your medical insurance 
forms for claiming expenses under your own medical insurance plan in order to expedite 
payment to our Oxford doctors, should you need their services. 


You can purchase your books at Blackwell's, one of the world's greatest bookstores, or at 
several fine paperback bookstores, all just a block away from Lincoln on Broad Street. You 
should, however, read as many of the texts as possible prior to the session. Books published in 
the U.S. are less expensive, but are cumbersome to carry over. (Consult the course-listings in 
the Bread Loaf bulletin for information on books: occasionally a professor recommends your 
purchasing an American edition not available in the U.K.) 


Having now for three summers seen Bread Loaf/Oxford in full swing, I'm certain that 
yours will be a wonderful experience come June. I look forward to joining you for ten days in 
mid-July. 


Cordially, 

K T 
James H. Maddox 
Director 


JHM/elh 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


May 1992 
Bread Loaf School of English 


Dear Bread Loaf Student at Lincoln College: 


I am sending along the last set of details for your trip to Oxford. I hope that they make 
your trip easier and your arrival at Lincoln more pleasant. 


Enclosures: 


1. Medical Information Form. Please complete and turn in at the Bread Loaf Office on 
Registration Day. 

2. Insurance Information, 

3. Information Sheet re: Passport Number/Next of Kin, Please complete and turn in at the 
Bread Loaf Office on Registration Day. 

4. Lincoln College Floor Plan. 

5. List of Bread Loaf Students at Oxford, enclosed for your curiosity, and anticipation. 

6. Bus Schedules from Heathrow and Gatwick to Oxford and Gatwick/London. 

7. Life at Lincoln: Housekeeping Fact Sheet 





Your bill has been mailed to you. It is due and payable upon receipt prior to your leaving 
for England. Bills not paid by the deadline given by Middlebury College will be charged a late 
fee. For those of you receiving a Stafford Loan, you should be aware that loans will not be 
disbursed as one lump sum. Payment will be divided into two segments: one at the beginning of 
the session and the second during the middle of the session. 


Money: It's probably best to take your money in traveler's checks (American Express, Barclay, 
Visa) in £; banks charge 55-75p or more for an international exchange transaction. Traveler's 
checks in £'s eliminate the uncertainty of currency fluctuations. The best plastic money is 
VISA. Be sure to convert enough money into British currency at the airport to get you through 
the first weekend. There isn't time to open summer checking accounts at Oxford. Even certified 
cashier's checks will take two weeks to clear. Personal checks (yours, or those made out to you) 
are uncashable. You should take about $1,200, or the £ equivalent, in traveler's checks for 
spending money while at Lincoln. Students in Messrs. Smallwood and Wood’s course should 
expect to spend another $400. Seniors will also encounter some graduation week extras 
including, but not limited to, a token fee of £10 for the rental of the hoods which are a part of 
the graduation ceremony. 


Instructions on Arrival at Heathrow Airport - Commercial Flights - Concourse C 


1. Go through Immigration, present passport, explain nature and length of stay. 

2. Collect luggage downstairs. 

3. If you have nothing to declare (hardly anyone ever does), go through customs exit GREEN 
AISLE. 

4. Get $ converted to £ at Barclay's Exchange near customs exit. 

5. You can take a direct bus to Oxford from Heathrow and Gatwick (X70). Joy Makin and Dennis 
Kay strongly recommend the bus. There is frequent service, and it's cheaper. 








6. Or you can buy a British Rail (Air-Rail link) ticket to Oxford at the window next to Barclay's. 
Follow coach signs outside and get Brit Rail coach (bus) direct to Reading Station. Board 
express train north to Oxford. Outside Oxford Station, get a cab to Lincoln College (tip 5p per 
25p charge). At main entrance to Lincoln, give your name to the Porter, who will give you 
your room assignment. 

7. You should be met by a Bread Loaf Green Ribbon Greeter. 

8. Get over jet lag. 


In i n Arrival k - i 


1. After you go through Immigration and pick up your luggage, you can get to Oxford by bus (a 2- 
hour trip) or a bus-train link. There are two direct trains per day via Reading. There are 
many more trains with a change at Reading. 

2. You can get a:convenient direct bus to Gloucester Green, Oxford, a ten-minute walk or short 
taxi ride to Lincoln (see schedule). 

3. There is also a train from Gatwick to Victoria Station, London. At Victoria Station, take the 
‘Circle Line' Underground (subway) West to Paddington Station. Get express to Oxford (1 
hour). Or you can catch the X190 bus from Victoria Coach Station to Oxford. 


Advanced Arrival: Lincoln cannot accommodate early comers (before June 29), nor will the 
Mitre be available: You must make your own arrangements with hotels or guest houses. The 
attached medium-priced guest houses in Oxford have been recommended by Bread Loaf 
students and Joy Makin, the Steward of Lincoln College. 


Please send us your expected time of arrival, if you haven't already, so that we can give the 
Steward an accurate meal count. Lunch is at 1:00 and dinner at 7:00. Your room in Lincoln will 
be ready on Monday. It will be either a living room with attached bedroom, or a single. There 
are shared bathrooms in most entries. Most bedrooms have hot water. The number of rooms in 
each entry varies from two to twenty-five. Some rooms are directly across the Turl (a medieval 
street not so wide as the road to the Barn at Bread Loaf). It is not possible to accommodate all 
Bread Loaf students in College quadrangles. 


Registration Day, Tuesday, June 30, You will need to register in the Bread Loaf Office (Staircase 
VIII) after taking your luggage to your room. After registration you can spend the day going to 
Blackwell's, checking out the location of the tutor's College where your seminar will be held 
(many of your first seminars will be held on Tuesday, June 30), or getting acquainted with 
Oxford. Mr. Kay will be in the Bread Loaf office during the day for registration and will have 
maps of Oxford for you. He will be assisted by Kate Overbeck and Anne Coen. They will be in 
residence at Lincoln and are ready to help you adjust to Oxford, socially and academically. Mr. 
Kay will take you over in groups to sign in at the Bodleian. You will need two passport-sized 
photographs or obtain them from a coin-operated machine in St. Aldate's Street or in the 
Covered Market, a block from Lincoln. There will be an introductory meeting at 5:00 in the 
Oakeshott Room and a reception at 6:15 in the Beckington Room before dinner at 7:00. A short 
ceremony of welcome will follow afterwards in Hall. 


Tutorials: You should be ready to read your papers before your seminar group or in tutorial, 
since that is part of the Oxford system. Do try to get as much reading done in advance as you 
possibly can. You'll be happier in July since substantial secondary reading will be assigned. 


Mailing Address: (your name) 
Bread Loaf School of English 
Lincoln College 
Oxford OX1 3DR 
United Kingdom 








Phones: The main phone at the Porter's Lodge of Lincoln College can be direct dialed from the 
States: 011-44-865-279800, (for person-to-person calls from the States: 01-44-865-279800). If 
necessary, the Porter will take an incoming message and leave it on the Bread Loaf bulletin 
board outside the Main Entry. Should you wish to receive international calls between 1:30 and 
2:30 P. M. Oxford time, the Bread Loaf office phone at Lincoln is: 011-44-865-279818. 





Dress: Casual clothes for travel and daily wear (corduroys, slacks, jeans, sweaters, informal 
dresses or skirts and blouses). Since the British like to dress for an occasion, suits and ties are 
more common in London than in New York, or at Bread Loaf. One or two dressy outfits for our 
formal evenings, opening night, our evenings in Stratford, London, and Commencement would 
be appropriate. Don't forget your raincoat. Try to underpack; there is a wide variety of stores in 
Oxford if you forget. anything. Good walking shoes are a must. 


Medical: The Lincoln doctors (McPherson, Fowler, McLennon and Lloyd) do not treat visiting 
students on the: National Health Service. There are reasonable rates (a minimum of £10) for an 
office consultation or for a visit in College (£15 minimum in daytime; £20 between 11 P.M. and 
8 A.M.) 


Laundry: Lincoln has washers and driers for your use. The College provides blankets, linens 
and towels, but not face cloths. 


Computers: Lincoln.College has informed us that they do have a computer room and students 
are allowed to make use of them. I do not recommend that you bring your own word processors. 


Sports: Bring your own squash and tennis rackets if you want to play. Lincoln has squash 
courts and tennis courts. Although the latter are not always available, other tennis courts in 
the City are available for about £5 for six weeks. There is a 20-minute walk to the courts. 
Bicycles may be hired on a daily or weekly basis. 


Reading About Great Britain: Bread Loaf students recommend a good student guide like Let’s Go. 
You'll be given a map of Oxford and a copy of Vade Mecum, a handy guide around Oxford. 


Please don't bring radios or stereos. 


Weather: As unpredictable as Vermont's. Days can be warm (80), although the average Oxford 
temperature in July is 60. It does rain in Oxford, even on sunny days. 


Time: Oxford is five hours ahead of Eastern Daylight time. It's daylight until 9:30 P.M. or so. 


Guests: Student guests can be accommodated at meals in Hall if responsible warning is given at 
the Bread Loaf office. You will be asked to sign up and to purchase a meal chit the day before. If 
you plan to have overnight guests, make reservations for them to stay in the Mitre, a nice bed- 
and-breakfast hotel across the Turl from Lincoln and operated under the auspices of Lincoln. If 
you'd like to stay in Oxford after the School, you can book a room at the Mitre.During the 
summer your guests can be accommodated there for £13.75 per diem for bed and continental 
breakfast. The cost of meals for your guests in Hall will be £2.75 for English breakfast, £4.45 
for lunch and £6.85 for dinner. Your guests are not permitted to reside in College. Violations of 
Lincoln's regulations could create an embarrassing hassle. You will be billed by the College, 
and your guest will be asked to leave. We are guests of Lincoln College and are expected to abide 
by the rules of Lincoln College. 


Plays: We will make picnic excursions to the Royal National Theatre in Stratford to see As You 
Like It on July 15th and to the Barbican Theatre in London to see Romeo and Juliet on July 
29th. Tickets have been purchased for you. 








That should answer just about everything. I hope that the trip will not be an anxious one for 
you because the summer holds every promise of being a wonderful one; Oxford, after all, is 
Oxford. I look forward to seeing you there myself in late July. 


Cordially, 


fr 


James H. Maddox 
Director 


JHM/elh 








Guest Houses 


(Bed and Breakfast) 


Acorn Guest House 
260 Iffley Road 
Oxford OX4 1SE 
United Kingdom 
Phone: 865-247998 


Combermere House 
11 Polstead Road 
Oxford OX2 6TW 
United Kingdom 
Phone: 865-56971 


Mr./Mrs. K. M. Flanakin 
103 & 105 Woodstock Road 
Oxford 

United Kingdom 


Old Parsonage Hotel 
3 Banbury Road 
Oxford 

United Kingdom 


Mulberry Guest House 
265 London Road 


Headington 

Oxford OX3 9EH 
United Kingdom 
Phone: 865-67114 


Portland House 
338 Banbury Road 
Oxford OX2 7PR 
United Kingdom 
Phone: 865-52076 


The Ridings 

280 Abingdom Road 
Oxford OX1 4TA 
United Kingdom 
Phone: 865-248364 


Lakeside Guest House 
118 Abingdon Road 
Oxford OX1 4PZ 
United Kingdom 
Phone: 865-244725 


Norham Guest House 
16 Norham Road 
Oxford OX2 6SF 
United Kingdom 
Phone: 865-515352 


Walton Guest House 
169 Walton Street 
Oxford 

United Kingdom 
Phone: 865-52137 





BREAD LOAF — MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MEDICAL INFORMATION FORM 


INSTRUCTIONS: In order to attend Bread Loaf, you must complete this form. 
Except where otherwise noted, we require that you provide all the information requested. 
WHERE NECESSARY, ATTACH ADDITIONAL SHEETS OF INFORMATION. 
NOTE: Do not use the reverse side of this form; it ts reserved for use by the College physician. 
TYPE OR PRINT — Send the completed form to the Bread Loaf Office, 

Tilden House; Middlebury College, Middlebury, Vermont 05753 


If you put your name on the envelope and mark it “Medical Information - Confidential,” it will be opened only by 
the Bread Loaf Medical Staff. 


merienenn ae rec avert, Me eyed Gee Renee NR CampusAddress at a ere ck ee 
Addnressiflivingoff-campusi(include telephone numben)) 2-700. T ee oe A 
1. Do you have any physical disabilities or health problems?..... itisomplease;descni bee ara ew a een cc 
2. Do you have any allergies?..... Rleasedesenibe vers stay edes et eee ica eae ere WI eee RES Sc ee 
3. Ifyou are currently under the care of a physician, please give his name, address and telephone number: ...... 
4. Recent surgery or medical illness for which you are no longer under the care of a physician: ................ 
5. Have you had any emotional problems for which you have received treatment within the past three years?.... . 
Pleasedesenibe ye, Acs a ceo can cgcare E E A Cinch ten pom. arn oan eS mon oteen 


6. If you are currently under the care of a psychiatrist or psychologist, please give his name, address and 


telephonenumben on a duawoadsdoacdeoe pep REE Edo E 
i) Pleaseblisvanyamedicationsiwiichiyourareicurrently taking e eee een eae ee eee 
8. Are you allergic to any medicines?...... WIG Ores Dee ok cee E ne Sen Any SO Oe OW RUN me Acar ihce 
Om Otherpertinentmfonmati oncmr esr eer reenter ae RnB esd ere ede 


Namea 0 6b 6 010.5 N d: pun pio E den OKI EE 6-6-4 GID a a a e ENE, IQARHORGIHED 30 5 6 awe oe FOSS 6S obo 4e 06 
Streeti Ghd a Seems ea an osha Bo eo m6 Oo OG Od OOo ONO © oltto Ondo Blond Cu Gigre eed Dolo OG 6 E 8. po MP ah bord 
CUY: RR See ee SP oe Me ss rn eas eee SO oga Sete Bute rats ZA Diente enna Telephone GBs 08 Sela Ses SFOS Go das 
Area Code 

Alternate: 

Name 060 oo ood boos seman SooRD Age OoDO DOO DU HODSG EDC ODOCD UDO DON 008 IRGTHPORSD oo 06000000 0.0 500000 boo oS 
See eS Re a Gta a) punk aaah E E E OMULD AEDT eee GeO Or bse. bee cuit ig Reena E E A Oud id gor I “a. n-dadse im 
(GUUS) A E E cece snrmer asa hop kato O a State cari ay ere t ora yoke Zp Vict Mer Telephone orn wnat as eek eae ee 


Area Code 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 


To Faculty, Staff, and Students at the Bread Loaf School of English: 


We write to you concerning the Human Immunodeficiency Virus (HIV) 
which causes the Acquired Immunodeficiency Syndrome (AIDS). Recent 
statistics show a significant increase nationally in the number of AIDS 
cases reported in the past year. In addition, recent statistics from the 
Center for Disease Control indicate that over 206,000 Americans now have 
AIDS and that many more have been infected by the virus (HIV). Most of 
these people do not know they are carriers. The AIDS epidemic continues 
to be of concern nationally and, therefore, it must also concern each of us at 
Middlebury. Members of our community have received treatment for the 
virus which causes AIDS. 


We believe it is important that you understand what resources are available 
on campus in the areas of education, diagnosis, treatment, and support. 
We also believe it is important that we inform you of the policy guidelines at 
Middlebury. 


The American College Health Association (ACHA) provides a series of 
guidelines for college policy based on facts from the best recent medical data 
available. Middlebury College has used those guidelines and adapted them 
to our particular needs. 


ACHA recommends that colleges not adopt blanket policies concerning 
individuals with AIDS or AIDS-related conditions. Rather, it suggests that 
certain guidelines be followed and that the college analyze and respond to 
each case individually. Middlebury College has established a committee of 
three people whose responsibility it is to do this. For the 1992 school year 
these individuals are: 


1) Ruth K. Grant, M.D., College Physician 

2) Gary Margolis, Ph.D., Director of Counseling and Human 
Relations 

3) Kathleen Ready,MSN, Head Nurse 


In order to provide essential medical support, appropriate health and 
hygiene counseling and related assistance, any member of the community 
who has tested positive for HIV or who has AIDS or an AIDS-related 
condition are strongly recommended to consult with either the College 
Health Center or their own physician. In addition, individuals who are 
HIV positive or who have AIDS, are asked to consult with one of the 
individuals named above. Responses to such occurrences will be guided 
both by Middlebury's commitment to the protection of individual rights, 








including confidentiality, and by necessary consideration of the community 
public health interest. 


If you think you may have been exposed to AIDS or have symptoms of 
AIDS, we strongly urge you to make contact with the college Health Center. 
Through the Health Center you will receive information, evaluation, 
counseling and support, and education regarding testing options. 
Confidentiality is maintained in accordance with laws governing the 
privacy of medical information. 


It is important that we all be acquainted with the latest information 
concerning AIDS. We strongly urge each of you to read the enclosed 
handout which contains guidelines for handling blood and body fluids, 
and information on HIV, which everyone needs to know. Additional 
information phamplets, such as AIDS...What Everyone Should Know and 
Make Sex Safer pamphlets, and free condoms are available to all members 
of the community at the Parton Health Center in the waiting room, and in 
the stairwell on the east end of Carr Hall and at Cornwall Infirmry.If you 
have any questions regarding AIDS or HIV, we encourage you to speak to a 
nurse at the Cornwall Infirmy. Or if you prefer to speak with a resource 
outside of the College, we encourage you to call the toll-free hotline at the 
Vermont Health Department (1-800-882-AIDS). This information is free 
and calls are confidential. 


Remember studies and guidelines from the Center for Disease Control and 






the Public Health Service indicate that individuals with AIDS or AIDS- 
rel condition n ose a health risk to others through casual 
ntact. Available evidence indicates that AIDS is transmitted only b 

intim exual cont r X re to contaminated blood. 

Sincerely, 

~ eae aie 

Wen MUko ye dho [Z Aa WON 
Yonna McShane , MEd. Ruth K. Grant, M.D. 
Health Educator Medical Center Director 
Counseling and Human Relations Parton Health Center 


Ath ht re Prady CH 
Kathleen Ready. MSN Fy 


Head Nurse 
Parton Health Center 








AIDS AND HIV - WHAT WE ALL NEED TO KNOW 


AIDS and the HIV infection does not discriminate based on sex, sexual 
orientation, race, socio-economic class, etc. Many men and women who 
are HIV positive do not realize that they are carrying the virus because it is 
not unusual for individuals to remain symptom free for many years. 
However, people who have the HIV infection can transmit the virus to 
others even if they have no symptoms. HIV can be transmitted by semen, 
blood, blood products, and vaginal and cervical secretions. Theoretically , 
the virus is contained in other body fluids, however, whether or not it is 
present in sufficient amount to transmit the infection is unclear. You can 
reduce your risks of being infected by HIV if you: 


1. Make well informed and safe choices about sexual activity. 
If you do not have vaginal, anal, or oral sexual intercourse, 
you will be providing yourself with excellent protection 
against the sexual transmission of HIV. 


2. Always use safe sex practices if you are engaging in sexual 
activity involving intercourse and take precautions with 
every partner. Communicate assertively with your sexual 
partner and always use latex condoms when engaging in 
intercourse. Spermicides containing nonoxynal-9 may 
increase the protection provided by a condom. Latex squares 
or dental dams are rubber devices that may be used during 
oral intercourse. The level of protection this practice 
provides is not known, but it is logical to assume that this 
may reduce the risk of acquiring HIV if they are used 
properly and consistently. 


3. Separate alcohol and drug use from sexual activity. Having 
sex when you are drunk or drugged, often results in not 
practicing safer sex. Alcohol and drugs impair cognitive 
function, making adequate decision making more difficult. 
They also make communicating more difficult. 


4. Never share needles or engage in any other activity which 
may result in exposure to blood. (see the other side of this 
handout for more information on blood precautions). 


Remember your behavior determines your risk for acquiring HIV. If you do 
not engage in risky behavior, you greatly reduce your risk of infection. 


Remember studies and guidelines from the Center for Disease Control and 
the Public Health Service indicate that individuals with the HIV infection or 
AIDS do not pose a health risk to others through casual contact. 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE HIV TASK FORCE 
GUIDELINES FOR HANDLING BLOOD AND BODY FLUIDS 


"Guidelines for Handling Blood and Body Fluids" refers to the 
"Universal Precautions" measures one takes to prevent the transmission of 
bloodborne diseases such as hepatitis B and HIV. They are called 
universal because they are recommended whenever there is potential 
exposure to blood or body fluids of another individual whose infection 
status is most likely unknown. 


Bloodborne diseases can be transmitted from an infected individual to 
another when there is sufficient contact between the infected individual's 
blood, semen, vaginal secretions, Or blood-containing fluid and another's 
non-intact skin or mucous membranes. These diseases can also be 
transmitted through a puncture wound with a contaminated needle or sharp 
object. Middlebury College therefore recommends the following for the 
handling of blood and body fluids: 


Ibo Barrier methods such as gloves are strongly recommended whenever 
someone is at risk for direct exposure to another individual's blood 
or body fluids. The Health Center will provide gloves to anyone 
who requests them, free of charge. Members of the custodial staff 
should wear latex gloves when cleaning bathrooms. The custodial 
staff should disinfect reuseable gloves after contact with blood or 
body fluids. 


act h 


taaban + Pa h 
r any potential contact with blood 


Good handwashing is important a 
or body fluids, even if gloves are worn. If you get blood or 
body fluids on your skin, wash well with copious amounts of soap 
and water. If you come into direct contact with blood or body 


fluids, we recommend speaking with a nurse at the Health Center. 


N 


3 6 Procedures for the decontamination of environmental surfaces and 
objects soiled by blood or body fluids should be adopted and 
implemented. The Public Health Service recommends the cleaning of 
contaminated surfaces with a household bleach (Clorox) and freshly 
diluted 1:10 - 1:100 in water. 


Students should contact the custodial staff at ext. 5243 to clean 
any blood spills, rather than attempting to clean it themselves. 
If it is after-hours or on the weekend, Campus Security should be 
contacted. : 


4. Extreme caution should be exercised in disposing of needles. Students 
and employees may obtain an infectious waste container from the 
Health Center, if needed. 


5 Laboratory courses requiring exposure to blood such as finger pricks 
for blood typing or examination should use disposable equipment. 
No lancets or blood-letting devices should be reused or shared. 

6. No student is required to obtain or process the blood of others. 


ie Implements that may become contaminated with blood such as razors, 
toothbrushes, or tweezers should never be shared by individuals. 


Rev. 3/92 





SEXUAL HARASSMENT 


Sexual harassment is a violation of an individual's basic civil rights and will not be tolerated by 
Middlebury College. Sexual harassment is against the law and violates Middlebury College's Policy. 

Middlebury College's Harassment Policy Statement (1992) prohibits harassment based on sex, sexual 
orientation, race, religion, national origin, age or physical ability. This policy states: 

"As an educational institution, Middlebury College is committed to maintaining a campus environment 
where bigotry and intolerance, including discrimination on the basis of sex, sexual orientation, race, ethnicity, 
religious beliefs, physical ability or age have no place, and where any form of coercion or harassment that insults 
the dignity of others and interferes with their freedom to learn or work is unacceptable. Harassment, as defined 
below, is antithetical to the mission of this College. In addition, many forms of harassment have been 
recognized as violations of the civil rights laws by the Federal Courts, by the U.S. Equal Employment 
Commission, by the State of Vermont and by the U.S. Department of Education. 

Middlebury College defines harassment as verbal or physical conduct which on the basis of sex, sexual 
orientation, race, religion, national origin, age or physical ability has the purpose or effect, from the point of 
view of a reasonable person, either of interfering with an individual's educational or work performance or of 
creating an intimidating, hostile or offensive educational, work or living environment. Harassment includes such 
conduct specifically directed at an individual or a small group of individuals and expresses hatred or contempt on 
the basis of stereotyped group characteristics or because of a person's identification with a particular group. 
Harassment also includes violence in word or deed or attempts to incite violence directed against members of these 
groups because of their group identification. In addition, harassment may include repeated slurs, or taunts in the 
guise of a joke, or disparaging references to others, when such conduct is based on sex, sexual orientation, race, 
ethnic origin, religion, physical ability or age. 

With specific reference to sexual harassment, in addition to conduct which creates a hostile 
environment, sexual harassment includes what a reasonable person would judge to be unwelcome sexual advances 
or requests for sexual favors which explicitly or implicitly affect educational or employment decisions concerning 
an individual. Those in positions of authority must recognize that in their relationships with subordinates and 
students there is always an element of unequal power. It is incumbent upon those with authority not to abuse the 
power with which they have been entrusted. 

Moreover, Middlebury College embraces the ethical standard set forth by the American Association of 
University Professors, which holds that a professor, in order to encourage the free pursuit of learning, must avoid 
any exploitation of students for his/her private advantage. Accordingly, faculty and staff members should be 
aware that romantic and sexual involvements with students over whom they have direct or indirect authority are 
discouraged by Middlebury College, even though such involvements need not always constitute a form of sexual 
harassment. 

Middlebury College recognizes that the protection of free and open speech and the open exchange of 
ideas is essential to any academic or artistic community, crucial for the activities of scholars and artists. It is, 
therefore, an important element in the “reasonable person standard" to be used in judging whether harassment has 
occurred. This harassment policy statement is meant neither to proscribe nor to inhibit discussions, in or out of 
the classroom, of complex, controversial or sensitive matters, including sex, sexual orientation, race, ethnicity, 
religious orientation, age or physical ability, when in the judgement of a reasonable person they arise 
appropriately and with respect for the dignity of others. Middlebury College is a community of learners and as 
such recognizes and affirms that free and honest intellectual inquiry, debate, and constructive dialogue are vital to 
the academic mission of the College and must be protected even when the views expressed are unpopular or 
controversial. Middlebury College also recognizes, however, that verbal conduct can be used specifically to 
intimidate or coerce and to inhibit genuine discourse, free inquiry and learning. Such abuses are unacceptable. If 
someone believes that another's speech or writing is offensive, wrong or hurtful, he or she is encouraged to 
express that judgement in the exercise of his or her own freedom of speech or to seek redress when appropriate. 

Middlebury College maintains that all members of its conimunity have the right to participate in the life 
of the College without harassment or intimidation. The College remains firmly committed to protecting these 
rights for all members of the College community.” ; 

It is important to recognize that both men and womien are affected by and can be the recipients off€exual 
harassment. Sexual harassment can occur between a faculty member and a student, a supervisor and a student 
employee, an adviser and a student, a staff person and a student, or between two students. Sexual harassment may 
also occur between a supervisor and an employee, two members of the staff, two members of the faculty, or a 
faculty member and a staff person. Sexual harassment may also involve groups of people. 

Examples of possible sexual harassment include, but are not limited to, the following: 


- repeated homophobic graffiti on an individual's message board 

- intrusive questions about one’s personal life 

- intimidation, hostility, or condescension which is based on a person's gender or sexual orientation 
- repeated slurs, taunts, or humiliating jokes when such conduct is based on sex or sexual orientation 
- repeated requests for socializing when a person has indicated he/she is not interested 








- unwanted physical contact such as touching, pinching, brushing up against, patting or rubbing a 
traditionally sexual part of a person's body 
- trapping a person or in some way blocking movement 
- demands or requests for sexual favors accompanied by threats about grades, recommendations, or your job. 
- promises of preferential treatment in exchange for sex 
- touching a person on a traditionally non-sexual part of the body after that person has indicated no desire 
for such physical contact 
- continuing to write suggestive notes or letters after being informed they are unwelcome 
- harassment, or retaliation of any kind for having previously filed a complaint 
What you can do to protect yourself: 
- Be sure the harasser knows you do not welcome this treatment 
and be clear about your limits: say “no” or “stop” 
- Avoid answering personal questions 
- Document where, when, and how you are being harassed 
Often sexual harassment issues can be resolved in an informal manner by verbally setting limits with the 
harasser or writing a limit-setting letter to the harasser. If this response doesn’t stop the unwanted behavior or if 
you would like to speak with someone for advice, or to make a complaint, and if you are a College employee or a 
student during the academic year, you may bring your concer to: 
Shirley Fisler - Director of Human Resources 
Extension 5465 


Ann Hanson - Dean of Students 
Extension 5382 


Edward Martin - Professor of English 
Extension 5297 
If you are a student or employee at the Bread Loaf School of English, you may contact: 
Dixie Goswami - Director and Coordinator in the Program in Writing 
Extension 58 


Richard Brodhead - Professor of English 
388-4889 
If you are a student cr employee at the Language Schools, you may bring your complaint to: 


irector of Human Resources 


oe 


Shirley Fisler 2 
Extension 5465 


Ann Hanson - Dean of Students 

Extension 5382 
NOTE: At the Language Schools, many different cultures are represented, each with its own patterns of personal 
behavior. Cultural differences do not excuse inappropriate or offensive behavior; they do call for particular 
awareness of and sensitivity to other people's rights and dignity. 

Each of the people mentioned above has been designated to listen to sexual harassment concerns and 
advise you. If you are a student, other resources on campus are: The Counseling Service, Parton Health Center, the 
nurse at Bread Loaf, the College Chaplain, or the Director of Health Education. Your discussions with any of these 
resource people will be confidential and will not necessarily commit you to further action. If you are an employee, 
you may also contact the Human Resources Department. your supervisor, or your department chairperson. 

Many forms of sexual harassment also violate Federal and State Laws. You may also contact the Civil 
Rights Division of the Attomey General's Office in Vermont at 828-3171 and you may contact the Regional 
Office of the U.S. Department of Education Office for Civil Rights in Boston, MA at (617) 223-9662 for advice 
and support. If you are an employee, an additional resource is the district Equal Employment Opportunity 
Commission office at (617) 565-3200. If you choose to contact one of these offices, your conversations will be 
confidential and will not commit you to further action unless you choose to file a complaint with one of these 
offices. 


You have a right to be treated with respect and dignity as an employee or student at 
Middlebury College. 


NOTE: For a full statement of College policy and options available within the College for resolving a 
complaint, see the College Handbook. Copies of the College Handbook are available at the Office of Health 
Education, Carr Hall or the Dean of Students’ Office, Old Chapel. 


Revised 4/92 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
May 15, 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf School of English Student: 


On December 12, 1989, President Bush signed into law the Drug-Free Schools and 
Communities Act Amendment (Public Law 101-226). This legislation requires colleges and 
universities to distribute to all students information concerning drugs and alcohol. I am 
therefore enclosing for your information the booklet "Drugs, Alcohol, and You--Your 
Accountability and Responsibility at Middlebury College." This booklet contains information 
relevant to all students. 


The materials contained in this publication do not represent any shift in Middlebury 
College's drug and alcohol policy. This publication does, however, contain updated 
information regarding State and Federal laws regulating drug and alcohol use, sale, etc. The 
most significant change in Vermont state law regarding alcohol is reflected in new, stricter 
D.W.I. laws. 


Students at Oxford and at Santa Fe, of course, are subject to the laws of the United 
Kingdom and New Mexico, respectively. 


It is important that you as a student of Middlebury College be up-to-date regarding the 
College Drug and Alcohol Policy and be aware of pertinent State and Federal laws prohibiting 
illegal possession, use, sale and distribution of drugs and alcohol, and the legal sanctions 
associated with a conviction. Because drug and alcohol abuse is also a health issue, it is 
important that all students know where confidential medical and psychological help is 
available for those who need it. 


I urge you to read the attached booklet in its entirety. 


Sincerely, 

co) he 
a Vad, 
James H. Maddox 


Director, Bread Loaf School of 
English 
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: N 
Middlebury College is deeply concerned about illegal drug use and alcohol abuse in our society and in our 
community. The College regards illegal drug use and alcohol abuse as a problem which can affect the entire College 
community. It is important that you as a member of the Middlebury community to be aware of the College drug 
and alcohol policy as well as pertinent State and Federal laws. It is also important that all members of our 
community know where help is available for those who need it. 
DRUG LAWS 
There are a number of State and Federal laws prohibiting the possession, use, sale, and distribution of illicit drugs 
such as marijuana, cocaine, L.S.D., crack, heroin, etc. Legal sanctions for conviction include: required community 
service, significant fines, and lengthy imprisonment. For example, in the State of Vermont, a first time offense for 
the possession of less than two ounces of marijuana carries a penalty of up to a $500 fine and six months’ 
imprisonment; the unlawful sale of less than one-half ounce of marijuana carries a penalty of up to a $10,000 fine 
and two years of imprisonment. The unlawful possession of cocaine in the amount of less than 2.5 grams carries a 
penalty of up to a $2,000 fine and one year imprisonment. The distribution of cocaine in an amount less than 2.5 
grams can result in a penalty of $75,000 fine and 3 years’ imprisonment.* 
(*See appendix for more information regarding State and Federal sanctions.) 
It is important to note that because of new Federal regulations, if you are prosecuted and found guilty of a drug 
charge, your Federal Aid grants may be jeopardized. In addition, a felony conviction from a drug charge will prohibit 
entry into some professions. 


Alcohol is a drug and for many in our community it is an illegal drug. It is illegal in the State of Vermont for 

people under the age of 21 years to possess or drink alcoholic beverages. It is also illegal to misrepresent one's age 

in order to obtain alcoholic beverages, and to supply or sell alcoholic beverages to someone under the age of 21 

years. The following are pertinent Vermont laws pertaining to alcohol: 

DWI 

23 VS 1201 (a) (1): A person shall not operate, attempt to operate, or be in actual physical control of any 
vehicle on a highway while there is .08 percent or more by weight of alcohol in his blood 
as shown by analysis of his breath or blood: or 

(2): under the influence of intoxicating liquor; or 
(3): under the influence of any other drug or the combined influence of alcohol and any other 

drug to a degree which renders him incapable of driving safely. 
PENALTY: Ist offense: 90 days loss of license; fined not less than S200 nor more than 
$750 or imprisoned not more than 2 years: or both 

PERSONS UNDER 18 YRS: ALCOHOL CONCENTRATION OF 0.02 or MORE 

15 23 VSA 1216: A person under the age of 18 who operates, attempts to operate or is in actual physical 
control of a vehicle on a highway when the person's alcohol concentration is .02 or more 
commits a civil traffic violation subject to the jurisdiction of the traffic bureau. 
PENALTY: No fine or points are assessed for a violation of this section, rather the 
offender's license to operate is suspended until an alcohol and driving education program 
has been completed. A second offense requires alcohol screening and satisfactory 
completion of a therapy program. The person is also subject to recall of his provisional 
license for violation of this section 


FURNISHING ALCOHOL TO MINOR 





7 VSA 658: A person who sells or furnishes a minor malt or vinous beverages or spirituous liquors 
shall be fined not less than S200 nor more than $1,000 or imprisoned not more than two 
years; or both. 

SSESSION OF ALCOHOL BY MINOR/MINORS MISREPRESENTING AGE TO PROCURE OR POSSESS 
LI R 
7 VSA 657: A minor who falsely misrepresents his age for the purpose of procuring or who procures 


malt or vinous beverages or spirituous liquors from any licensee, state liquor agency, or 
other person or persons or who possesses malt vinous beverages or spirituous liquor for 
the purpose of consumption by himself or other minors, except in the regular 
performance of his duties as an employce of a licensee licensed to sell alcohol liquor, 
shall be fined not more than $500 or imprisoned not more than 30 days; or both. 

ADULT IDENTIFICATION CARDS 

7 VSA 669: Any person who misrepresents his age, or practices any deceit in the procurement of an 
adult identification card, or uses or exhibits for the purpose of obtaining alcoholic 








3 
beverages the identification care of another person or one which has been forged or altered; 
any person who loans or transfers his identification card to another for use in procurement 
of alcoholic beverages shall be guilty of a misdemeanor and shall be fined $50, which fine 
shall not be suspended. 

Issues of civil liability also arise if you serve alcoholic beverages to a minor or to a person who is apparently under 
the influence of an intoxicant. "You are liable" means "you are legally responsible". For example, if you supply 
alcoholic beverages to an underage person and then there is an accident, you may be held liable for damages. Where 
significant property destruction, serious injury, or death results, damages can amount to enormous monetary 
settlements. 


MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE DRUG AND ALCOHOL POLICY 

Middlebury College opposes the illegal possession, distribution, and consumption of alcohol and the 
possession, manufacture, distribution and use of illegal drugs. The College also opposes the possession and use of 
prescription drugs by persons for purposes other than those prescribed by a licensed physician. Drugs other than 
those prescribed by a licensed physician for legitimate health purposes may not be used or stored on College 
property. 

Students of Middlebury College, including the Bread Loaf School of English and the Language Schools, are 
subject to the College Drug and Alcohol Policy and rules and regulations while on College premises or College- 
related premises or when involved with off-campus college-sponsored events or off-campus events sponsored by 
registered college organizations. In assigning sanctions for violation of College policy, the circumstance 
surrounding the offense and the severity of the incident and any prior disciplinary history for the individuals involved 
will be taken into consideration. 

The College campus, including the Bread Loaf campus, is subject to Local, State, and Federal laws 
concerning the possession, use, distribution and manufacture of drugs including alcohol. Students must be aware of 
and abide by these laws or face the possibility of legal prosecution. Middlebury College opposes the use of illegal 
drugs and does not provide students with a haven from the law. The College will not inhibit the legal prosecution of 
any member of the College community who violates Local, State, or Federal law. Law enforcement officers, when 
in possession of the proper documents, have a legal right to search any and all buildings on the campus without 
prior notice. The College also reserves the right to furnish the police with information regarding illegal activities. 


DISCIPLINARY RESPONSE: 

At Middlebury College those students found selling, manufacturing, or in possession of drugs in amounts that 
indicate drug sales or distribution will face penalties ranging from suspension to expulsion from school. Students or 
organizations found illegally selling, manufacturing, or distributing alcohol will face disciplinary action up to and 
including possible expulsion. Those students using illegal drugs, or in posscssion of amounts which appear to 
constitute "personal use" will face penalties ranging from official warning to indefinite suspension. The illegal use 
of alcohol will result in penalties ranging from warning to indefinite suspension. Involvement with or dependency 
upon drugs or excessive or illegal use of alcohol will also be vicwed by the College as a health concern as well as a 
disciplinary matter. In these cases a drug/alcohol assessment will be required at our Center for Counseling and 
Human Relations or with an off-campus specialist. In addition, in instances where a student's name occurs 
repeatedly in connection with a drug or alcohol problem, even though no concrete evidence or direct witness is 
involved, a Dean will contact the student and meet with him or her. In these instances: 

1) students may be encouraged or required to undergo a drug/alcohol evaluation; 

2) if applicable, a student's parents or guardian may be notified of concerns about a student's drug or alcohol 
problem. In disciplinary situations and the situations of concern mentioned above, a student may be required to 
withdraw from the College until successful resolution of the problem is documented to the satisfaction of the 
College. 

HEALTH RISKS AND OTHER EFFECTS 

The non-medical use of drugs and the abuse of alcohol is clearly antithetical to physical and mental development. 
Research and clinical observation indicate that drug and alcohol abuse can lead to a lack of motivation, lowered 
academic performance, antisocial behavior, and serious chemical dependency. Such abuse can be life-threatening. 
Even early on in an abuse pattern a drug, including alcohol, can place a person at risk for committing acts he/she 
would normally never do. For example, in the United States alcohol is linked to 1/3 of all suicides and 1/2 of all 
homicides, and approximately 50% of all convicted criminals report that they were under the influence of alcohol 
when they committed the crime. In addition, an estimated 60% of child and spousal abuse and 41% of assaults are 











drug-related. It is estimated that 75% of rapists and 55% of their victims were impaired due to drug-alcohol usage at 
the time of the rape. 

Drug and alcohol consumption causes a number of marked changes in behavior and perception, which can 
place a person at increased risk for accident resulting in bodily harm. 

In regard to alcohol consumption, even low dosages significantly impair the judgment and coordination 
required to drive a car safely or perform other tasks in a safe manner. For example, in the United States alcohol is 
linked to 1/2 of all automobile fatalities, 60% of motorcycle fatalities, 60% of all fatal falls and 70% of all drowning 
deaths. Moderate to high doses of alcohol causes marked impairments in higher mental functions, severely altering a 
person's ability to learn and remember information. Very high doses cause respiratory depression and death. If 
combined with other central nervous system depressants such as some seizure medication, antihistamines, sleeping 
pills, etc., much lower doses of alcohol will produce the effects just described. 

Repeated use of alcohol and other drugs can lead to chemical dependency. When dependency has occurred, 
sudden cessation of intake is likely to produce a varicty of withdrawal symptoms including anxiety, irritability , 
insomnia, tremors,, hallucinations, convulsion, etc. Student withdrawal from some drugs, including alcohol, can be 
life-threatening. 

Drug and alcohol use has significant effects on the body. The long-term consumption of drugs and/or alcohol 
will lead to a general deterioration of health. The following are just some of the serious physical consequences: heart 
disease and failure; liver disease including hepatitis and cirrhosis; gastrointestinal disorders; cancer of the lungs, 
pancreas, esophagus, stomach and mouth; respiratory disorders including pneumonia and chronic bronchitis; 
malnutrition; high blood pressure; 
impotence; agitation and high anxiety; depression: perforation of the nasal septum; brain damage. 

Drug and/or alcohol use impairs judgment, reasoning, and communication. When judgement is impaired, 
students can be placed in a situation which can increase the risk of date rape and also the risk of contracting sexually 
transmitted diseases including the HIV virus which causes AIDS. Drug and alcohol use can also impair the 
functioning of the immune system which increases a person's susceptibility to contracting the AIDS virus if 
exposed.Drug and/or alcohol use during pregnancy can cause severe birth defects including physical abnormalities, 
deafness, mental retardation, and malformed brains. In addition, many babies are born with addictions to substances 
their mothers use. 

For more specific information regarding illicit and frequently abused prescription drugs, see the Appendix. 


COLLEGE SERVICES: INFORMATION AND HELP 

Students who are concerned about their own or a friend's use of alcohol or drugs are encouraged to seek assistance 
through Middlebury's Counseling and Human Relations Services or the Parton Health Center, both located in Carr 
Hall. Bread Loaf students may also seek medical consultation through the Comwall Infirmary on the Bread Loaf 
campus. Professional staff are available twenty-four hours a day to provide care and treatment for individuals related 
to the use of alcohol and drugs. Members of the Counseling and Human Relations Services and Parton Health 
Center provide supportive counseling in addition to psychological and medical evaluations on a confidenual basis. 
They help students to identify and understand the signs and behaviors associated with substance abuse, including 
usage patterns, motivations and negative consequences. They can also provide useful information for evaluating and 
confronting a friend about the use of alcohol and drugs. Also available is referral information about community 
resources including private counselors, self-help groups, and comprehensive treatment facilities. Services provided 
by the Health Center, the Cornwall Infirmary and Counseling Services are confidential. Emergency medical 
treatment can be provided by the Health Center or Porter Medical Center. 

The Director of Health Education provides educational materials for individuals and programs for the 
College community that address the many issues surrounding alcohol and drugs. The Office of Health Education is 
also located in Carr Hall. 

Alcoholics Anonymous, Narcotics Anonymous, Al-Anon, and Adult Children of Alcoholics groups meet 
regularly in Middlebury and welcome student participation. A listing of meeting times and locations is available 
through the Office of Health Education, Parton Health Center, Center for Counseling and Human Relations and the 
Cornwall Infirmary. 


Middlebury College believes that drug and alcohol problems affect our entire community and that each of us has a 
responsibility to help safeguard the community health by respecting College policy and intervening in situations of 
abuse. Any member of the College community having knowledge of the possession or use of illegal drugs by an 
individual on campus is urged to confront the person and encourage the individual who is using illegal drugs or 
abusing alcohol to seek counseling and/or medical assistance. All members of the community are asked to help 
protect the community health by informing appropriate College staff members of instances of drug dealing. 





APPENDIX 


Drugs: 


The State of Vermont Statutes cover a wide range of drug offenses, including the 
possession, cultivation or manufacture, sale, delivery, and the sale or delivery of 


drugs on school grounds (elementary, secondary or vocational schools). 


Among other 


provisions the State laws create the following maximum sentences for first offenses: 


Drugs 


Marijuana 

Possession - less than 2 oz. 
2 Omo © MORE) 
L ip. 2© 10 Mos. 
10 lbs. or more 





Sale - Ness thane 6/62, Ozh. 
Lf? zo © L Wo. 
IL Udo @ie more 
Cocaine 
Possession - less than 2.5 grams 


2S enans to lioz: 
L ozo © I ip. 
I Wo, Ose woice 


Sale or delivery = 
less than 2.5 grams 
235 Erama © J ©OZo 
L OZo Or mMOrG 


SRDE 
Possession - less than 400 micrograms 
400 micrograms to 
4,000 micrograms 
4,000 micrograms to 
40,000 micrograms 
40,000 micrograms or more 


Sale - less than 400 micrograms 
400 micrograms to 
4,000 micrograms 
4,000 micrograms or more 
Heroin 


Possession - less than 200 milligrams 
200 milligrams to 1 gram 
1 gram to 2 grams 
2 grams or more 


Sale - 


less than 200 milligrams 
200 milligrams to 1 gram 
1 gram or more 


Penalties 


$500 fine and/or 6 months imprisonment 
$10,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$10,000 fine and/or 2 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$75,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonmen 


$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonmen 








Appendix (Con't) 


Depressants, Stimulants, and Narcotic Drugs 
Possession - less than 100 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
100 to 1,000 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
1,000 to 10,000 times 
the recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
10,000 times or more 
the recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
Sale - less than 100 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
100 to 1,000 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 
1,000 times or more 
the recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 


Hallucinogens other than L.S.D. 
Possession - less than 10 doses 
10 to 100 doses 
100 to 1,000 doses 
1,000 doses or more 
Sale - less than 10 doses 
10 to 100 doses 
100 or more doses 


All Drugs other than Marijuana 
Manufacture or cultivation 


(other than Heroin and Cocaine) 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 


$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 


$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$25,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


Maximum penalty $1,000,000 fine 
and/or 20 years imprisonment 


Second offenses, selling to minors, or selling on school property carry more severe 
sanctions. 








Controlled Substances - Uses & Effects 


DRUGS/ TRADE OR MEDICAL DEPENDENCE POSSIBLE EFFECTSOF WITHDRAWAL 
CSA SCHEDULES OTHER NAMES USES “Physical Psychological EFFECTS OVERDOSE SYNDROME | 


NARCOTICS | 







































5 Dover's Powder, Paregoric 7 oe A A 
Opium WIV Parepectolin Analgesic, antidiarrheal High High 
F Morphine, MS-Contin, A 3 i 4 s Oral, smoked, Euphoria, Slow Ww. 
Morphine IL IL Roxanol, Roxanol-SR Analgesic, antitussive High High Yes 3-6 jaiected R E atery eyes, 
> Tylenol w/Codeine, Empirin w/Codeine 2 d A Oral, r irat breath ranny nose, 
Codeine II HI V Robitussan A-C, Fiorinal w/Codeine Analgesic, antitussive Moderate Moderate Yes 3-6 injected espiratory reathing, yawning, 
; Diacetylmorphine, : : Injected, depression, clammy skin, loss of appetite, 
Heroin remak None High High Yes 3-6 sniffed, smoked constricted pupils, convulsions, irritabili 
k a pup itability, 
: a Fs I, i i 
Hydromorphone Il Ditaudid Analgesic High High Yes 3-6 Ae nausea coma; tremors, panic, 
fare +e Demerol, — 5 P 2 Oral. possibleideath) cramps, nausea, 
Meperidine (Pethidine) Il mepergan Analgesic High High Yes 3-6 injected chills and 
ı Dolophine, Methadone, — eee 7 3 Oral, 
Methadone Il Methadose Analgesic High High-Low Yes 12-24 injected sweating 
4 Numorphan, Percodan, Percocet, Tylox, Analgesic, antidiarrheal, > 4 5 Oral, 
Other Narcotics | II IH IV V Tussionex, Fentanyl, Darvon, Lomotil, Talwin? antitussive High-Low High-Low Yes Variable injected 


DEPRESSANTS 








Chloral Hydrate IV Noctec a Hypnotic Moderate Moderate Yes 5-8 Oral a Pe 
a a ~ i y Amytal, Butisol, Fiorinal, Lotusate, =~ Anasthetic, anticonvulsant, sedative, 4 G Slurred speech, allow nxiety, 
Barbiturates I WIV Nembutal, Seconal, Tuinal, Phenobarbital ____ hypnotic, veterinary euthanasia agent High-Mod. High-Mod. Yes 1-16 Oral disorientation, respiration, insomnia, 
5 : = Ativan, Dalmane, Diazepam, Librium, Xanax, Serax, Valium Antianxiety, anticonvulsant, in Ammin TEA 
nzodiazepines IV i i i Yes 4-8 runken clammy skin, emors, 
Be p tV _Tranxexe,, Verstran, Versed, Halcion, Paxipam, Restoril sedative, hypnotic Fow EON Oral Eeen edane aea 
Methaqualone | Quaalude be __ Sedative, hypnotic High y High Yes 4-8 Oral without odor of weak and convulsions, 
7 man ean. 2s. a Ses : 4 alcohol rapid pulse, ossible death 
Glutethimide IN bonden j Sedative, hypnotic High Moderate Yes 4-8 onl cogo ehas 5 
~ Equanil, Miltown, Noludar, Antianxiety, sedative, a 
Other Depressants WV Placi 1, Valmid hypnotic Moderate Moderate Yes 4-8 Oral possible death 
maoy oke, Flake, A i 7 z Sniffed, smoked, 
pone ae l A aw [ocel anosiheite Possible plan Yes i Aee Increased alertness, Agitation, Apathy 
A H P E it dl: ja ` . ral, R j 
Amphetamines Il Dexedrine, Obetroi r Possible High Yes 2-4 Fiad excitation, euphoria, increase in body long periods 
= = SE CEN a n ; : : onl increased pulse rate temperature, _of sleep, 
Phenmetrazine Il Preludin _ fee anh. = Weight control Possible _ High Yes 2-4 injected & blood pressure, hallucinations, irritability, 
: = soe eS = Attention deficit disorders, ; Oral, insomnia, convulsions, depression, 
_Methylphenidate Il pitatn _narcolepsy Possible Moderate Yes 24 injected loss of appetite possible death disorientation 





















LSD Í Microdot None $ None mmmn e HID o 
a = Mexc, Buttons, 1. hs = = = 
= Mescaline and Peyote l gaens PMA, STP, MDA a __None — MINON e Unknown _ Sosa Yes ERNES 8-127 2 Oral 2 Illusions and Longer, Withdrawal 
Amphetamine Variants | MDMA, TMA, DOM, DOB ` None Unknown Unknown Yes Variable eon hallucinations, more intense syndrome 
7 ae ü PCP, el Dust, E-A 3 Se e aie a a) ae oe San Smoki aan i DOCHDeTcention “trip” episodes, not reported 
, Ang z Smoked, oral, 
Phencyclidine Il Hog None PSl Unknown High Yes DayS injected of time psychosis, 
RA Eo we PCE, PCPy, i TN ee ‘Smoked, oral, i i 
Phencyclidine Analogues | ‘cp: OPY None Unknown High _ IA Yose De Hee E andidistance possible death 










Smoked, oral, _ 
injected, sniffed 





Other Hallucinogens Possible Variable 


CANNABIS 


None Unknown 


None 



























_ Marijuana = Sins a None = Unknown Moderate Yes 2-4 o — Searom, Fatigue, insomnia, 
Tetrahydrocannabinol | Il Marinol e ee oe Unknown Moderate Yes 2-4 eee relaxed inhibitions, paranoia, hyperactivity, and 
~ — ——— -~~~ Smoke, ~ increased appetite, possible psychosis decreased appetite | 
 Hashish č | Hash None i Unknown Moderate Yes 2-4 oa ' disoriented occasionally 
Hashish Oil l Hash oil None Unknown Moderate Yes 2-4 Smoked, behavior reported 






“Not designated a narcotic under the CSA. 





'Designated a narcotic under the CSA. 





Federal Trafficking Penalties As of November 18, 1988 




































































PENALTY Cini | pave PENALTY 
| CSA — uantity | ! — == 
| | 2nd Offense | 1st Offense | Bvéac| [aet 3 A | Quantity | "1st Offense | 2nd ‘Ottonse | 
Gp | | 10-99 gm or [100 gm or more | | 
| | Tosg gm METHAMPHETAMINE | lor 1 kg' or mor | | 
| | mixture | ! 
| 
| 100-999 gm ER 1 kg or more a l | 
| | 
| Not aa aa 10 Not less than 5 qe H OIN | mixture f  Notlessthant0 | Notless than 20 | 
pa years NOUmOre years. Not more a years. Notmore | years. Not more 
than life. | than 40 years. o gm COCAINE 5 kg or mor a eee | than iite. 
mixture | mixture | 
; | | 
) ow death or PRL meane seriis AA =: laenas | Feanor oae 
| Injury, notless | injury, not less are) fey) _ 50 gm or more injury, not less | injury, not less | 
| than life. | than 20 years. Not [Mixture | COCAIN E BASE mixture J than 20 years. Not | than life. | 
and | more than life. 7 han lif | 
99 gm or 100 gm or more} More than life. | | 
: 100-999 gm, or 1 kg or more laos, 
Fine of not more Fine of not more Fion ses | PCP 9 UN Fineofnotmore | Fineofnotmore | 
Il than $4 mil ion | than $2 million than $4 million | than $8 million l 
individual, | individual, $5 J 1-10 gm | LSD | 10 gmor more individual, $10 | individual, $20 | 
$10 million other | million other than [mixture | mixture {million other than | million other than | 
| than individual. individual. | individual. | individual. | 
| 40-399 gm 400 gm or more | | 
ne | FENTANYL | mixture | | 
sfe | 
| 
| 10-99 gm "400 gm or more j 
| mixue FENTANYL ANALOGUE mixture | 
| | Drug | Quantity | First Offense | Second Offense 
| | | | Not more than 20 years. | Not more than 30 years. 
| Others? Any | If death or serious injury, not less than 20 years, not more than life. | If death or serious injury, life. 
| | | Fine $1 million individual, $5 million not individual. | Fine $2 million individual, $10 million not individual. 
| | [N han 5 1 
| An | Not more than 5 years. rd e | Not more than 10 years. | 
| Mt All | y | Fine not more than $250,000 individual, $1 million not individual. | Fine not more than $500,000 individual, $2 million not individual. | 
Not more than 3 years. Not more than 6 years. | 
An a A Pali ee ree 
| Iv All | y Fine not more than $250,000 individual, $1 million not individual. | Fine not more than $500,000 individual, $2 million not individual. | 
| | | | Not more than 1 year. | Not more than 2 years. | 
| vo All | Any | | 


| | Fine not more than $100,000 individual, $250,000 not individual. | Fine not more than $200,000 individual, $500,000 not individual. 


‘Law as originally enacted states 100 gm. Congress requested to make technical correction to 1 kg. *Does not include marijuana, hashish, or hash oil. (See separate chart.) 


Federal Trafficking Penalties - Marijuana 


As of November 18, 1988 














Quantity | Description | First Offense | Second Offense | 
| Not less than 10 years, not more than life. | Not less than 20 years, not more than life. | 
| 1,000 kg Marijuana lf death or serious injury, not less than 20 | If death or serious injury, not less than life. 
| or more; or Mixture containing years, not more than life. Fine not more than $8 million individual, 

1,000 or more | dJetectable quantity* Fine not more than $4 million individual, $20 million other than individual. 
plants $10 million other than individual. 
100 kg Not less than 5 years, not more than 40 Not less than 10 years, not more than life. 
to 1,000 kg; Ae years. If death or serious injury, not less than life. 
eae __ Marijuana If death or serious injury, not less than 20 | Fine not more than $4 million individual, 
| plants bee Cortese) years, not more than life. $10 million other than individual. 
| detectable quantity Fine not more than $2 million individual, 
| $5 million other than individual. 
| AA Not more than 20 years. Not more than 30 years. 
| yoo — MEVUEEME _| If death or serious injury, not less than 20 | If death or serious injury, life. 
| i years, not more than life. Fine $2 million individual, 
| 10 to 100 kg Hashish Fine $1 million individual, $10 million other than individual. 
| i= : : $5 million other than individual. 
| 1to 100kg Hashish Oil 
| 50-99 plants Marijuana 
S e 
| Less than Marii Not more than 5 years. 
| arijuana : Not more than 10 years. 
50k J Fine not more than $250,000, Fine $500,000 individual, 
| peal Hashish $1 million other than individual. $2 million other than individual 
ee eee a a a T N) 
Less than 1 kg Hashish Oil 























‘Includes Hashish and Hashish Oil 











(Marijuana is a Schedule | Controlled Substance) 








Bread Loaf School of English — 
Middlebury College 
Middlebury VT 05753 


ACCIDENT INSURANCE 


Middlebury College does not provide sickness insurance, but does 
automatically provide accident insurance for students while they are 
enrolled in the summer session. 


Boston Mutual Life Insurance Company will pay for the expense of treating 
injuries up to a total of $2,000 for any one accident. The company will cover 
the first $100 of an accident. Claims in excess of $100 will be paid only to 
the extent that they are not payable under the terms of other policies 


covering the student. 


Covered treatment includes x-rays, laboratory tests, surgery, physician’s 
visits, nursing care, hospital care and treatment, and prescription drugs. 
The expense for dental treatment of injuries to sound natural teeth is 
limited to $1,000. 


Claims: In the event of accident, claims should be reported to Boston Mutual 
Life Insurance Company, Claims Division, 120 Royall Street, Canton MA 
02021 within 30 days from the date of the accident. Medical bills must be 
submitted within 90 days from date of treatment. Claim forms are available 
from the Parton Health Center, Middlebury College (802-388-3711, Ext. 
5135). If you have any questions concerning the limitations and exclusions of 
this plan or filing a claim, please contact Walter W. Sussenguth and 
Associates, the plan administrator at the above address, or use the toll-free 
number: 1-800-669-2668, Ext. 445. 


The insurance will be effective for the periods indicated below: 


English School, Vermont 23 June - 8 August 1992 

English School at Lincoln College, 29 June - 8 August 1992 
Oxford* 

English School at Santa Fe 30 June - 13 August 1992 


*Under Britain's medical program, you must have medical coverage to meet 
the treatment of medical conditions and problems you have on arrival in 
Britain. National Health will, at the discretion of our doctor, meet expenses 
of emergencies encountered during the summer. Expenses of hospitalization 
are paid by National Health under normal circumstances. Be sure to bring 
your medical insurance forms for claiming expenses under your own medical 
insurance plan. 








MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
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The bus schedule for 1992 has not arrived, so we are including last year's 
schedule. We don't believe there has been much change. 








OXFORD, Gloucester Green Bus Station (Bay 7) 0200 0500 0530 0630 0730 0800 0840 0930 1030 1100 1130 1230 1330 


HEATHROW AIRPORT, Central Bus Station 0310 0610 0640 0740 0840 ~- 0940 1 1040 1140 1210 1 1240 1340 1440 

















UT ATUOAU! AIDDAQT Tarminal A - A70N ORA0 0900 -- 1000 1100 1200 -- 1300 1400 1500 
GATWICK AIRPORT, South Terminal 0405 0705 $ IS atid sos 
GATWICK AIRPORT, North Terminal 0410 0710 7 1010 _ 1310 





OXFORD, Gloucester Green Bus Station Bay 7) _ 1400 1430 1440 1530 1540 1630 1700 1730 1830 2000 2030 2300 
HEATHROW AIRPORT, Central Bus Station _ 1510 1540 1550 1640 1650 1740 -- 1840 1940 2110 2140 0010 





















































HEATHROW AIRPORT, Terminal4 = 1600 1700 1800 -- 1900 2000 - 2200 
GATWICK AIRPORT, South Terminal = 1605 i w 2205 0105 
GATWICK AIRPORT, North Terminal isto E o Been 22210 0110 
X70 Gatwick & Heathrow .to.Oxford: Caily:(untess otherwise stated). 
GATWICK AIRPORT, South Terminal ay 8) 0200. 0500 0800 F 1100 — W 
GATWICK AIRPORT, North Terminal iy 0205 0505 | 0805 | Deis __ 1405 
HEATHROW AIRPORT, Terminal 4 (pay 17)__ 0235 0535 0710 0810 -- 0910 1010 1110. — 1210 1310 1410 
HEATHROW AIRPORT, Central Bus Station (asy 4) 0245 0545 0730 0830 0900 0930 1030 1130 1200 1230 1330 1430 1500 
OXFORD, Gloucester Green Bus Stat ation = 0430m0730m 0840 0940 1010 1040 1140 1240 1310 1340 1440 1540 1610 
GATWICK AIRPORT, South Terminal (Bay 8) H F o 2000 2300 
GATWICK AIRPORT, North Terminal x — W í 2005 2305 
HEATHROW AIRPORT, Terminal 4 (ey 1) 1510 1610 1710 -- 1810 1910 2010 =- 2210 2335 
HEATHROW AIRPORT, Central Bus Station tay A) 1530 1600 1630 1700 1730 1800 1830 1930 2030 2100 2230 2350 
OXFORD, Gloucester Green Bus Station _ 1640 1710 1740 1810 1840 1910 1940 2040 2140 2210 2340 0130s 





Bees 





unday19 May to Saturday-28 September-1991- 


GITA - Operates Sundays only. 
æ - These journeys may arrive in Oxford earlier depending on tratic conditions. 


Coaches also stop in Oxford at Queens Lane, St Clements Street, Gipsy Lane (for the Polytechnic), 
Headington (Post Office), Green Road Roundabout and Sandhills Turn (for Thornhill Park and Ride). 


Heathrow Airport, Central Bus Station is for Terminals 1, 2 and 3. 


You should allow sufficient time to check in for your flight. 


The driver has the right to refuse to camry exceptionally cumbersome baggage. 


LIFE AT LINCOLN: HOUSEKEEPING FACT SHEET 
1. MEALS 
Meal Times 
All meals are served in Hall at the following times: 


Monday-Sunday 


Breakfast 8:00 a.m. 
Lunch 1:00 p.m. 
Dinner 7:00 p.m. 


If you are on a special diet, please bring your diet identification card with you 
to every meal. 


Coffee is served after Lunch and Dinner in the Junior Common Room (JCR), 
across from the Bread Loaf office in the Chapel Quad. 


Signing Out for Meals 


Every morning a sign-out sheet for lunch and dinner will be posted on the 
bulletin board. If you are planning to miss a meal, you MUST sign out for that meal by 
10:00 a.m. on the day in question. There are two important reasons for this procedure: 
the kitchen needs a fairly accurate head count for meals; otherwise food is wasted or 
there is not enough; and Bread Loaf must settle weekly accounts with Lincoln based 
on attendance at meals. Please make signing out for meals a priority. 


Guests at Meals 


Guests (including Bread Loaf students not on the meal plan) may dine in Hall at 
the following rates, payable in the Bread Loaf office: 


Breakfast: LOS 
Lunch: £4.45 
Dinner: £6.85 
High Table Dinner: £8.85 


The office MUST be notified of lunch and dinner guests by 10:00 a.m. on the 
day in question. 





Your guests can be accommodated at the Mitre for bed and breakfast for £13.75 
per day. 


2. DEEP HALL 


Lincoln's very own pub is located underneath the Hall, accessible from the 
Grove Quad down Stairway 10. Deep Hall is open before lunch and dinner on every 
day except Sunday. It is perfectly acceptable to grab a pint, a glass of wine or 








whatever at Deep Hall and bring it upstairs to have with a meal. The pub also sells 
wine by the bottle to take away. 


Regular Deep Hall hours are: 


Monday - Saturday: 11:30 until 1:00; 5:30 until 8:00 
Wednesdays and Fridays: Open in the evening until 11:00 
Sundays: Closed 


3. OFFICE HOURS 


Once registration is over and things settle down a bit, the Bread Loaf office will 
be open weekdays at the following times: 9:00 - 11:00 a.m. and 1:30 - 3:00 p.m. 


4. TELEPHONES 
Outgoing Calls 


Most phones - including the pay phones in Stairway 14 (Lincoln House), 
Stairway 6 in the Chapel Quad, and Stairway 10 in the Grove Quad - operate with 
phone. cards: which can be purchased at the Porter's Lodge, the Post. Office, and 
various shops around town. When the phone card is inserted, a digital display tells 
you how much money is left on the card; once you're connected, the display counts 
down so you know how much time is left (and can see it ticking maddeningly away). 
This system allows you to make direct-dial calls to the States or anywhere else at the 
lowest rate possible, which is still not so cheap. It is, in fact, far cheaper to call from 
the U.S. to England as opposed to the other direction, which is a good thing to keep in 
mind if you plan to spend hours talking with someone at home. 


If you want to make collect or credit-card calls to the States, dial 155 for the 
International Operator. The local operator is 100; Director Inquiries is 194. You can 
make operator-assisted calls from any phone, including pay-card phones. 


Local, collect, and credit-card calls may be made from the Bread Loaf office 
during office hours. You may also use the Bread Loaf phone for international and 
long-distance calls by first ascertaining form the operator what the charges will be 
per minute, timing the call, and paying us in the office. Keep in mind, however, that 
these calls are no cheaper than calls made with a phone card. 


I ; call 


Be warned that the Lincoln College pay phones have been rigged so that they 
will not ring, and as a result will not accept incoming phone calls. However, all other 
pay phones around Oxford do. 


You may also arrange to have people call you in the Bread Loaf office during 
office hours. Please don't arrange to receive a phone call in the office at any other 
time unless, of course, it is an emergency. 


Messages can be left at the Porter's Lodge at any hour of the day (not after 
11:00 at night, when the Porters go to sleep). 














5. LAUNDRY 


There are two laundry rooms in Lincoln: one directly downstairs from the 
Bread Loaf Office (Stairway 8 in the Chapel Quad) and one up two flights in Stairway 
15 (across from Lincoln's main gate, next to the book shop). Washers and dryers take 
10p coins (40p per wash load; 10p for about 20 minutes of drying time). 


The laundry room in Stairway 15 has and ironing board and permanently 
affixed iron. The other laundry room (Stairway 8) has only an ironing board. Irons 
can be signed out from the Porter's Lodge. 


6. MAIL 


Mail arrives once a day, first thing in the morning, and is distributed in the 
Hall at breakfast. The mail remains in Hall throughout the day, though it is moved 
around to a windowsill or side table. 


The Porters will weigh letters and sell postage if they're not too busy. The main 
Oxford Post Office is located down St. Aldgates Street, on the right just past the Tourist 
Information office; another, smaller post office is located on Michael's Street near 
the Nosebag cafe. 


7. SECURITY 


The peace and quiet inside the walls of Lincoln can beguile you into forgetting 
that Oxford is a big, busy modern city. There is always the possibility of theft, and in 
past years several items were stolen from the rooms of Bread Loaf students. 
Unfortunately, we are particularly vulnerable at the beginning of the program 
when intruders can go unidentified amidst so many unfamiliar faces. 


Always lock your door when you leave your room, even if you'll be gone for a 
short time, and even if your room is in an isolated place. If you live on the ground 
floor, or if your window looks out onto an accessible ledge, be sure to lock your 
window when you leave the room as well. (If you lock your keys inside your room, 
there is a spare at the Porter's Lodge.) 


Though the streets of Oxford are perfectly safe during the day, in past years 
some students have been harassed when walking around alone late at night. If you'll 
be walking about long after the pubs close, try to go with someone else. 








June 2, 1992 
XXX 
XXX 
XXX 


Dear xxx, 


Once again this summer we're looking for a few of the friendliest, most outgoing, and 
just all-around plain wonderful people ever to grace the campus of Bread Loaf to serve as guides 
and helpers to those who have, until now, been less fortunate. With that in mind, I am asking if 
you would be willing to serve as a Green Ribbon Greeter for the School of English at Lincoln 
College, Oxford on Opening Day, June 29. In return for sharing your infinite knowledge and 
abundant good will, the School will pay you a small honorarium of $25. 


To accept or decline this most honored position, please either give me a call at the Bread 
Loaf office (Ext. 5360). I'll need to have your social security number as well so that I can process 
the honorarium more quickly and get the cash in your hand. 


If you are able to help us out, it would be best if you could arrive as early on Registration 
Day as possible and check in with the office on your arrival. 


Thank you very much for your help in making this summer begin on a smooth and 
pleasant note. 


Gratefully, 


Elaine Hall 
Administrative Secretary 





16 June 1992 


Miss Joy Makin 
The Steward 

Lincoln College 
Oxford OX1 3DR 


Dear Joy: 


I am writing to invite you to the opening reception of the Bread Loaf School of English 
at Lincoln College on Tuesday, June 30, at 6:15 in the Beckington Room. Dinner will follow at 
seven. Following dinner, Dr. Shock will welcome our students in Hall as we begin our fifteenth 
session in Oxford. 


I hope that you can join this year's Director, Dennis Kay, and our Bread Loaf students at 
this event. I regret that, as usual, my scheduled trip to Oxford does not coincide with the 
session’s opening festivities. 


Please respond to this invitation by writing to Dennis Kay at Lincoln. I wish you a 
pleasant time at the School’s opening, and I look forward to seeing you later this summer. 


Cordially, 


James H. Maddox 
Director 


JHM/ese 














MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


June 1992 
Dear Colleague: 


All grades of students at Bread Loaf are reported by letter. More important than the 
grade on the transcripts are‘the brief comments I'll ask you to write on each student at the time 
you submit your grade. These comment cards are enclosed. These judgments become a part of 
the School's records and are most helpful in determining whether to readmit a student and in 
the preparation of letters of recommendation. Attached is a statement on School policy 
regarding these comments since they are included under the Family Educational Rights and 
Privacy Act of 1974. 


I should like to suggest the following scale, but please remember Middlebury’s computer 
has not been programmed to take Oxford grades: 


Description Oxford Bread Loaf 
A truly exceptional achievement. A+, A A+ 
Excellent work. A-, A--, A 
AB 
Very good work at the Master's level. BA, B++ A- 
Good work; probably the average Bread Loaf grade. B+?+, B+ Bt 
Competent performance, entirely creditable, B?+, B, B 
but in the lower range of your class. B?- 
Passing, but undistinguished work. B-, B--, BC B- 
A failure. No credit awarded. C C 


If you have concerns about any of this, let me know. 


Sincerely, 


eaii Jae M 


James H. Maddox 


Director 














MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


22 muy L)OPp 
To: Bread Loaf Faculty 


From: Jim Maddox fim hedder 


Accompanying this memo you will find a message to Bread Loaf 
students concerning the Independent Reading Project. Each year a 
small number of students carry out these projects over the course 
of the academic year and then complete the work under the 
supervision of a Bread Loaf faculty member during the summer. 


If a student approaches you this summer about the possibility 
of an Independent Project and you have the time to advise him or 
her, you should assist the student in assembling a bibliography and 
in writing a prospectus for a paper of some 30-35 pages in length. 
(A perhaps unnecessary word of advice: the greatest problem in the 
past has been the very general definitions of the topics.) 


The project should grow out of the course in which you have 
taught the student, or out of a course that the student has already 
taken at Bread Loaf. A prerequisite for my approval of the project 
is the grade of A- or better in the relevant course. 


The student will submit a draft of the completed project to 
the Bread Loaf office in April of next year. I will then ask an 
appropriate member of the 1993 faculty to read and comment on the 
draft. The student will then show up at one of the Bread Loaf 
campuses next June, revised draft in hand, and will take the paper 
through one last step of rethinking and revising, working during 
the summer with the professor who read the draft in April. The 
grade given the finished paper is the grade for the entire 
Independent Project. 


It is essential that the April draft of the work pass through 
the Bread Loaf office; the student should not send the draft 
directly to the faculty member. The reason for this strict rule is 
the simple one of ensuring uniformity of procedures for all 
students. 


Bread Loaf will pay an honorarium to faculty members who take 
on these projects. 


If you want to know more about the Independent Projects, I 
would of course be happy to answer any questions. 

















MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


24 July 1992 
To: Bread Loaf Students 

From: Jim Maddox IEG freeride 

Subject: Independent Reading Projects 


If you wish to undertake an Independent Reading Project over the academic year 
1992-93, please read the following guidelines carefully. You might also consult the current 
Bread Loaf bulletin, pp. 6-7. 


The Independent Reading Project is not a guided reading program undertaken with a 
member of the Bread Loaf faculty as a literary correspondence course. The IRP involves a great 
deal of original scholarship on the student’s part, with faculty supervision only at the 
beginning and end of the project. The initial consultation about the IRP is therefore of very 
great importance. 


The IRP should be considered an extension and intensification of work in a field that 
the student has already explored in a Bread Loaf course; the IRP is intended, therefore, to 
involve the kind of focused work and scholarship usually required for an M.A. thesis. 


You should consult your instructor in the course from which your project takes its 
impetus in order to assure that the project is a responsible one and that you have received some 
guidance in shaping a thesis and selecting manageable primary texts and major secondary 
sources. If you have taken a course in a prior year and received an A- or higher from the 
instructor not now on the faculty, you should consult with a faculty member currently teaching 
in that area. 


Before arranging an appointment with a faculty member, prepare a draft of your 
proposed subject and a list of the primary texts and secondary sources you intend to explore. 
Your instructor will assist you in focusing your subject or will suggest additional readings, but 
you should not expect him or her to devise the project for you. 


When you and your instructor have reached agreement on the proposed topic, you 
should compose a two-page prospectus; ask the instructor to sign the prospectus, then turn it in 
to the Bread Loaf office. These arrangements must be completed by Friday, August 7. This 
procedure verifies that the faculty member has reviewed the topic and finds that it is one that 
could be managed in an essay of approximately 30 pages. It does not mean that the instructor 
will provide any further advice during the subsequent academic year or accepts any 
responsibility for reading it the following summer. 


I will review your proposal in the fall after your grade in the course and your faculty’s 
comments have been recorded. I will approve your project only if your grade is high enough (A- 
or better) to suggest that you can undertake the project on your own with every expectation of 


SUCCESS. 








You should not solicit further guidance from any faculty member after the Bread Loaf 
session. I will be happy to discuss any problems that arise as you begin writing, especially if 
your thesis changes direction or moves to a more precise focus after you have completed your 


reading. 


You must submit by April 1, 1993, a draft of your project as well as a report on any 
changes in your reading list; send this draft to Elaine Hall at the Bread Loaf office. 
(Incidentally, since the entire process from this stage onward involves essentially the multiple 
revision of drafts, you would be best advised to locate a word-processor you can use if you don’t 
already have one.) If the project appears to be developing satisfactorily, you will at that time be 
enrolled in the IRP for the coming summer session and charged for a third course (unless the 
IRP is to be considered as one of your two courses for the summer.) The IRP has the same cost as 
a normal Bread Loaf course. 


On registration day, you must submit a revised draft of your project to the Bread Loaf 
office. I will then forward a draft to the member of the 1993 faculty who will serve as your 
reader. If you do not submit a draft, your project will be automatically canceled and you will 
receive a refund if you were taking it as a third course. If you continue, you will work with your 
reader during the course of the summer to revise and refine the project and to incorporate the 
faculty member's suggestions into the work. This may involve some additional reading, but the 
major emphasis will be on the revision of what you have already written. Your final grade for 
the project will be determined by the faculty reader. As with all courses at Bread Loaf, your 
grade must be a B- or better to earn three credits. 
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Student attendance by states: Total student enrollment 
(according to applications) Men students 
Women students 
Former students 
New students 


California 
Colorado 
Connecticut 
Florida 

Idaho 

Maine 
Massachusetts 
Minnesota 
Missouri 
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New Jersey 
New York 
Tennessee 
Texas 

Vermont 
Virginia 
Washington 
Wisconsin 


Cancellations 


Number of courses 
Number of faculty 
Number teaching one course 


1992 M.A. degree candidates 
1992 M.Litt. degree candid. 


Scholarship students 


Candidates for Midd. M.A. 
Candidates for MC M.Litt. 
Candidates for MC M.M.L. 
Undergraduates 
Continuing Education 
Undesignated 
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Canada 
Columbia 
Czechoslavakia 
France 

Germany 

Jordan 

Turkey 

United Kingdom 


Average of students 
Median age of students 
Under 21 
225 
26-30 
31-35 
36-40 
(18 states represented 41-50 
and 8 foreign countries) 51 & over 2 


ee 


Private school teachers 
Public school teachers 
College & Jr. College 
Other: 
Undergraduates 
Graduate students 
Ph.D. students 
Unemployed 
Other occupations 


Pre-1987 B.A. or B.S. degree 
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Rector, Debbie and Michael, members of the senior class, friends and comrades: 
It is a great pleasure and a rare privilege to address the senior class on this, your graduation day. 


It seems a long time ago that I first set foot on Bread Loaf Mountain, even if some of you, as I 
know, were there before me. This is the seventh year in succession, would you believe - and you 
don't have to answer that - that I have taught at Bread Loaf, my first year at Bread Loaf Oxford. 
Bread Loaf Oxford still seems something of a contradiction, like Latin grace in Vermont, but I have 
been pleased to see how easily you have colonised this ancient seat of learning. I know that Bob 
Barsanti, the sage of Gilmore, has described you as a little lower than undergraduates, a little higher 
than tourists. But for myself I see you as more demanding than graduates, more frivolous than dons. 
I have observed with surprise your curious fascination for the minutiae of Olympic basketball. I 
have also noticed how quickly you slip away from the JCR to work on your latest and greatest 


paper. 


The particular distinction of the Bread Loaf School of English, as I perceive it, is that it has become 
the site of a passionate conversation about the enterprise of literature. Three aspects of literary study 
come together at Bread Loaf. The first is literary criticism: critical theory, the interpretation of texts, 
literary scholarship. The second is literary creation: the writing of stories, poems, plays and 
journals, dramatic performance, public readings, storytelling. The third is literary pedagogy: the 
teaching of writing, and of reading, the study of how children, young people, we ourselves learn to 


write and develop as writers. 


These three kinds of study are not set side by side. Their interaction is far more radical. The writing 
of poetry becomes a critical act, the criticism of literature a creative performance. The teaching of 
writing is seen to be at once an exploration and an extension of critical creativity. That's to say, at 
Bread Loaf criticism, creation and pedagogy have been absorbed into a single practice. As we 
wander between Oxford, Vermont and Santa Fe, from a storywriting class to the study of Chaucer 
to an examination of children’s narratives, we become participants in a conversation about literature 
in which no voice claims priority. At least, that for me is Bread Loaf at its best. It is an experience 
as intense as it is rare. Which is why Lincoln College, like Bread Loaf Mountain, like Santa Fe, for 
all that we complain about - the endless cornflakes, the inconsistent climate, the perils of the 
computer room, the absence of lovers, partners, children, cars with left hand drive - has acquired for 
many of us a certain visionary status. 


For most of the year I work in a small primary school - 130 children, five to eleven years old, 6 


teachers - in a village some twelve miles down the road, close to the undistinguished town of 
Didcot. [Those few of you old enough to have seen the film A Yank At Oxford may recall that 
Didcot is the town at which the brash young American freshman is tricked into alighting from his 
train in the mistaken belief that he has arrived at the city of dreaming spires.] It may seem, it 





certainly often does seem, very remote from life on the mountain or in the quad. And yet each year I 
return to Bread Loaf more certain than ever that children, even very young children, when they 
write, or read, or tell stories, or talk about books, are engated in the same critical practice as 
ourselves, each at their own individual points of development. If you doubt it, read Wally’'s Stories, 
Vivian Paley's wonderful account of life in a kindergarten classroom. Watch how a five year old in 


Chicago tries to make sense of experience through the ordered prose of his successive narratives. 


Noone has written so well about the bond between old and young, novice and expert, in the critical 
practice of literature as Tolstoy. For three years, between 1859 and 1862, shortly before starting to 
write War and Peace, he ran a school for peasant children on his estate at Yasnaya Polyana. The 
essays in which he described his practice and outlined his theory are among the most extraordinary 
essays ever written about popular educstion. In one of them he describes a walk which he took one 
evening with three of his pupils. The passage was picked out for special scom by the contemporary 
Russian critic Chernyshevsky on account of its "lyricism". Lyrical it undoubtedly is, but I think it is 
a good deal more than that. I would like to retell it. . 


It is the end of the day. The children are on their way home, playing in the snow. The oldest class 

has been reading one of Gogol's stories, the end of which had excited their imaginations. Three of 
them - they are around ten years old - ask Tolstoy to take them through the wood that borders the 

village. They know that there are wolves in the wood; that's why they want to go there. The story 

begins. 


"It was not cold outside - a moonless, cloudy, winter night." Not for Tolstoy the clarity of the full 
moon, nor, on the other hand, the blackness of night. He evokes a landscape that is mysterious, 
perhaps even dangerous, but compagnionable: "as if a white darkness were swaying before our eyes; 
the clouds were low, as if something were pouring them down upon us; there was no end to that 
whiteness in which we alone were crunching over the snow; the wind roared in the bare tops of the 


aspens; but for us it was quiet on the other side of the wood.” 


"We" - "alone" - "crunching over the snow”. In the landscape of narrative, as Tolstoy perceives it, 
danger is tamed by form and the form invites collaboration. The questions posed by narrative are 
not resolved. One story leads to another; each story may be told from many points of view; there is 
always room for a fresh interpretation, a new reading, another way of telling. Narrative spins a web, 
it doesn't aim at a target. By linking present to past, the remote to the familiar, the fantastic to the 
logical, it becomes the ground on which we learn to mitigate or to reconstruct experience. It doesn't 
offer us the blinding light of revelation but the twilight of reflection. A white darkness. 


The lights of the village vanish from sight, Tolstoy and his three young pupils enter the wood, 
taking care to avoid the middle of the wood - "that would have been too frightening”. They talk 
about Caucasian robbers and Tolstoy starts to tell them a story about outlaws and cossacks and the 





bandit Hadji Murat. In the middle of the story, "at the most frightening part", one of the childrren 
unexpectedly grasps two of Tolstoy's fingers and won't let go. Teller and listeners are suddenly one, 
united in the tale. Before the story is over the four of them have passed through the wood and are 
approaching the village again from the other end. But as the lights reappear the children insist on 
retracing their steps. The story must be finished; it can only be told in the wood. 


"I finished my story,” Tolstoy writes, "by telling how the outlaw, having been surrounded, burst out 
singing and then threw himself upon his dagger. Everyone was silent." Syomka is the first to speak. 
"But why,” he asks, "did he burst out singing when he was surrounded?” It is the earliest hint of the 
question that is about to focus their conversation but at this moment none of the others is prepared 
to entertain it. [Syomka reminds me of the friend who starts to tell us what the film means before 
we have had a chance to dry our eyes.] "You've been told - he was getting ready to die of course," 
replies Fyedka irritably. Fyedka is the artist - "tender, receptive, poetical, dashing” as Tolstoy 
describes him - for whom no explanation is required. Pronka, the third of the children - Tolstoy 
calls him a "sickly, meek and unusually gifted boy” - chips in: "I think he started saying a prayer." 
For the present everyone agrees. They are not yet done with storytelling. 


"Fyedka suddenly stopped. "And what did you say about your aunt being murdered?" he 
asked..."Tell us! Tell us!"" By the time Tolstoy has finished the story they are out of the wood 
again, standing "in a copse behind the barns, on the very edge of the village.” It is here, between 
wood and home, that Fyedka returns to Syomka's question and pushes it further. ""Lev 
Nikolayevich," said Fyedka [I thought he was going to speak about the Countess again] "Why do 
we learn singing? I often think, really, why sing?” 


Tolstoy pretends to have no idea how Fyedka made the leap from the horror of the murder to the 
question of singing. But the narrative itself undermines his obtuseness. Everyone is ready, now, for 
the conversation that Syomka had tried to initiate at the end of the first story. The village beckons, 
but before they return home the children, and Tolstoy, must try to comprehend the experience of the 
wood - the moral, if you like, of the story. ""And why drawing?” said I, "Why write?” "Why 
drawing?" Fyedka repeated meditatively. He was in fact asking "Why art”. I did not dare to explain. 
I did not know how.” 


And so begins a conversation in which, Tolstoy concludes, "I remember that we talked over, as it 
seems to me, everything that can be said about utility and about physical and moral beauty." Each 
of the children represents a different point of view. Syomka, as his earlier question implied, is down 
to earth. ""Why drawing?” said Syomka. "You put everything down in a drawing and then you can 
make whatever it is you've drawn."" "He would not admit beauty withoug utility,” Tolstoy explains. 
"He doubted, as often happens with people of great intelligence who feel that art is a force but who 


do not feel in their hearts any need of that force; like them he wanted to approach art with his 
intellect and was trying to light that fire within himself.” Pronka is the moralist, always attentive to 





the need for sympathy, always pushed around by his friends. Fyedka insists that art is its own 
justification. He understands, according to Tolstoy, that "utility is not everything but there is beauty 


and art is beauty.” 


Tolstoy sides with Fyedka - always in these essays his favourite pupil. But he allows Syomka the 
last word. "Fyedka understood perfectly that a lime tree in leaf is beautiful, and it is good to look at 
in summer, and nothing more is needed. Pronka understood that it is a pity to cut it down, because it 
too is a living thing. ""You know it's just as if it was blood when we drink the sap out of a birch 
tree.” Syomka, although he did not say so, evidently thought that it was not much good when it was 


rotten.” 


No conclusion is reached, for all Tolstoy's partiality. It's the conversation itself that matters: its 
reflectiveness and its commitment. Tolstoy, at this point in his career, sees conversation as the 
appropriate outcome of every well told tale. Among its enabling conditions none is more important 
than the equality, in spite of difference, of all who take part, those who have listened to the stories 
and those who have told them. Tolstoy doesn't patronise his pupils; he takes their arguments 
seriously. And this is because he knows that they too are artists and thinkers, partners in a single 
enterprise, however young they may be and immature, however distant their environment, beyond 
the ravine that separates the village of Yasnaya Polyana from Tolstoy's school and estate. That is 
the meaning of the provocative title he chose to give to the finest of all his educational essays: 


1, 


Should we teach the peasant children to write or should they teach us?’ 


"We were all so close that night,” Tolstoy remembers, But there was still the life of the village to be 
confronted. As the four figures walk into the village the storytelling begins again but this time it is 
Pronka who tells the story and its subject matter is the village drunk and the way he mistreats his 


horse. How does art relate to this society? 


Tolstoy sees each child home in turn. There's no light in Syomka's "crooked black cottage”. "Our 
folks are asleep by now...Won't you walk some more?” asks Syomka, the sceptic. "No,” says 
Tolstoy and with an effort Syomka tears himself away and disappears inside. Pronka's mother, worn 
out with poverty, sits at a table peeling potatoes. She yells at Pronka for being late; then she notices 
Tolstoy "and at once,” he observes, " she changed to an ugly, fase expression.” In Fyedka's cottage, 
which is larger than the others, there are visitors and a game of cards is in progress. Fyedka's 
mother stares hungrily at the money on the table while his father, who is losing, shuffles his cards, 


"all frowns from the intellectual tension and vexation." 


There is a hint of desperation in Tolstoy's bleak description of these homes, as if, after all, he has no 


idea how to connect the wood and the village, how art, as he knows and loves it, might touch these 
lives. But Fyedka, at least, has no such doubts. ""Goodbye," Fyedka repeated once more, "Let's 
always go walking like that."" 





With that the story comes to an end, though its argument is incomplete, as all good stories perhaps 
must be. But Tolstoy adds a characteristically savage footnote. In language of great passion he 
appeals to fellow intellectuals who question the relevance or necessity of art for these peasant 
children to forego their scruples. "You have the leisure to seek, to think, to suffer; give him what 
you have won through your suffering - that is the one thing he needs.” And again, "Yield to feeling 
and it will not deceive you. Have trust in Fyedka's nature and you will be convinced that he will 
take only that which history has entrusted to you to impart to him, that which has been worked out 
in you through suffering.” 


And yet, almost as he writes these words Tolstoy knows that they are not enough. For the question 
remains: "Who is to teach whom?’ Literary culture is inseparable from the structure of power, from 
the social hierarchies in which it flourishes. If it has the capacity to liberate, it also has the power to 
oppress. The question educators have to ask is not how to raise peasants to the level of the literary 
culture, nor even how to make art more accessible, but how to reconstitute culture, and society 
itself, in a manner that recognises the artist in all of us. 


It is not at all surprising that Tolstoy fails to answer these questions. 150 years of popular 

education have done little enough to resolve them. They are there in our debates about the canon, in 
our bitter arguments about the literature of ethnic minorities, if minorities is any longer the right 
word, on both sides of the Atlantic. They are there in the determination of Governments, on both 
sides of the Atlantic, to stifle progressive practice in our schools by whatever means come to hand. 
They are there in all our anguished reflections on gender, the culture of poverty, race. It is our 
privilege, as teachers, scholars, artists, to grapple with these problems in our turn. We have no 
alternative and I hope we don't wish for an alternative. We are more likely to be successful if we 


face them alongside those whom we teach. That's what Tolstoy's story teaches us. 


The woods beckon - their stories, their conversation. That's where, with our students, we make what 


sense we can. But it's just as well that the lights of the village keep on interrupting us as we walk. 


"Exuberance is Beauty," wrote William Blake. I wish you all exuberant times ahead. 
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Registration 


If you haven't done so already, please come to the Bread Loaf Office on Staircase 7 to 
register, receive maps, and meet the Director and Assistants. 


Class meetings 


Check with the notice board for the time and place of your first meeting with your 
tutor. Most classes will be meeting at some point on Tuesday or Wednesday. 


Meal times 
Meals are served in Hall, Monday through Friday as follows: 


Breakfast 8.00 a.m. 
Lunch 1.00 p.m. 
Dinner 7.00 p.m. 


Weekend meal times are different. They are as follows: 
Saturday - Breakfast 8.00, Lunch 1.00, Dinner 6.30 
Sunday - Breakfast 8.45 -9.15, Lunch 1.00, Dinner, 6.30 


Deep Hall 


The College Bar, Deep Hall, is situated underneath the Hall and is open at the 
following times: 

Daily: 11.30 a.m. - 1.00 p.m.; 5.30-8.00 p.m. 

Drinks purchased in Deep Hall may be brought to lunch and dinner. 


Junior Common Room 


The Junior Common Room (JCR) is in the Chapel Quad. It houses a television, and 
newspapers will be available daily. 


Coffee and tea are served in the JCR after lunch and after dinner every day. 
Tuesday Schedule 


There are several important events on Tuesday for all members of the Program. 

10.20 a.m. Orientation tour of College (including College Library) Meet in Hall at 
10.20 a.m. 

Bodley Registration 

All members of the Program will be registered to read at the Bodleian Library. Tke 
admission procedure will take place immediately after the tour of College. 

Please assemble in the Porter's Lodge as follows: 

10.55a.m. Surnames A-¥¥ 

11.25a.m. Surnames ™-Z 


You must bring a passport and TWO passport photographs 
(There are machines for taking such pictures in the Covered Market and in the Central 
Post Office in St Aldate's). 








Orientation meeting 

There will be a meeting for all members of the Program at 4.00 p.m. in the Oakeshott 
Room. After a few introductory remarks fromhe Director, he and the Assistants will 
address a wide range of academic and administrative questions, as well as providing 
information on more recreational topics. The meeting will end by 5.00 p.m., after 
which you will be free until the reception at 6.15 p.m, followed by Dinner in Hall at 
7.00. vi 


The reception will be an Opportunity to meet your tutors informally. It will take place 
in the Grove Quad if fine, in the Beckington Room if wet. Standard dress for these 
events isfacket and tie, skirts, dresses, nice slacks, i.e. semi-formal. 


Museum Road 

A note to Bread Loafers in Museum Road. 

Until your rooms are available, you are invited to join us for lunch and dinner in Hall. 
The rooms are expected to be ready on Thursday. On Tuesday evening, all students 
are invited to attend high table dinner as guests of Bread Loaf. The charge for non- 
Students who are guests of students at high table is £8.85. Please sign up for any 
meals you plan to eat in College by 10.00 a.m. so that we can tell the kitchen how 
many people to expect. 


Computer 

More detail will be available at the Orientation meeting on Tuesday. In the 
meanwhile, you may wish to let the Office know if you might be interested in signing 
up to use the College computer facilities. There is a nominal fee of £10 for those who 
wish to sign. 
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The Director and Assistants would like to extend a hearty 
"thanks" to everyone for your cooperation and assistance the past 
two days. It made for a smooth beginning to what we all hope 
will be a wonderful summer. 


ATTENTION SENIORS 


The first Senior meeting will be held in Deep Hall on Wednesday, 
{ July at 5:30. You will be electing class officers, speakers, 
etc. Libations will be provided by our esteemed Director. 


MEAL SIGN OUT 


Any day you plan to miss lunch or dinner, please sign out. A 
sheet will be posted daily. Please note the date on these. 


OFFICE HOURS 


Beginning 1 July, the Bread Loaf Office will be open most days 
the following hours: 9:00 -11:00; 1:45- 3:00. We would 
appreciate it if you would conduct any business during these 
times. Dennis Kay can be contacted through the office or in his 
office which is located on staircase 13. 


COMPUTER ORIENTATION MEETING 


All students interested in using the Lincoln College computers 
should meet at the Porter's Lodge at 9:00 Wednesday morning for 
a tour of the computer room and an orientation to the computers. 
Andy Barnett, the Computer Officer, will conduct the tour. TE 
you're planning to use the computers, you must stop by the office 
to sign up and pay the £10 fee. 


THEATER TICKETS 


Bread Loaf has again purchased extra tickets for each of the 
Arye plays the Page and Stage class will be attending. Anyone 
wishing to join them may purchase tickets through the office. 
We will announce ticket sales in advance. The first performance 
this year will be The Winter's Tale which will take place on 
Thursday, 2 July in Stratford. Tickets go on sale tomorrow 
(Wednesday) afternoon. The bus will leave Oxford at 5:00 pm on 
Thursday and return around midnight. The price is £27. 


The following is a schedule of all the plays for which tickets 
and transportation are provided. Tickets for all Bread Loaf 





students are already purchased for As You like It and Romeo and 
Juliet. Again, persons wishing to see any of the remaining plays 
must purchase tickets through the office. 


-Thursday, 2 July, The Winter's Tale 
-Wednesday, 8 July, Aiie Wel. That ends Tel 
-Monday, 13 July, MacBeth 


-Wednesday, 15 July, AS-Yow -Lyke Tt LEKER 

-Monday, 20 July, The Taming. SE tS Sea 

-Thursday, 23 July, A Midsummer Night's Dream 

-Wednesday, 29 July, Romeo and Juliet 

-Saturday, 1 August, (matinee) A Women Killed with Kindness 
-Saturday, 1 August, (evening) The Alchemist 

PAGE AND STAGE REMINDER 

All Page and Stage students are reminded to stop by the office 
and pick up their tickets and lunch money before Thursday. You 
will be provided with a boxed dinner. 

LOST AND FOUND 


One small key was found on the floor in the office. We are 
keeping it for the owner. 


BABYSITTING 


Jennifer Britton has kindly extended her services to those in 
need of a babysitter this summer, day or evening. You can 
contact Jennifer in 9:2. 
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SIGN UP TO SING 


Without, in any sense, sounding a note of desperation, WE WANT YOU; WE NEED 
YOU; PLEASE SIGN UP! A sign-up sheet has been posted. We hope the first 
meeting will be in the next couple of days. Watch this space. 


TURN UP TO LEARN 


John Wilders has once more arranged a distinguished program of visiting lecturers for 
us this year. The lectures are on Tuesdays and will be followed by High Table 
Dinner, and it is hoped that all Bread Loafers will attend. The program is as follows: 
7 July, Christopher Ricks, "Tennyson's Tennyson"; 14 July, Terry Eagleton, "New 
Developments in Literary Theory"; 21 July, Roger Pringle, "Shakespeare and His 
Stratford Background". 


SECURITY REMINDER 


As the weeks wear on, and Lincoln College feels more like home, there's a tendency 
to forget the honest need for security. Please remember to conceal all valuables and 
keep your door locked at all times. Your windows should be closed and latched when 
you are not in your room. 


FAX UPDATE 


If you wish to use FAX, there are several commercial machines available around the 
town. There's one in Ryman's, near Carfax, and another in the Central Post Office. 
In an emergency, of course, it will be possible to send a fax from the office. 
Incoming fax messages should be clearly marked and should be sent to 0865 279802. 


DEEP HALL BRUNCH 

` 
Chef has informed us that coffee and\roltss will be available in Deep Hall from 10:30 
to 1:00, Monday through Friday. 


NEWS FOR MUSEUM ROADERS 
Those students with family who've been waiting patiently for Museum Road lodging 
will be pleased to know that as of noon today, your rooms will be ready. Thanks for 


your patience. 


NO NEWS IS BAD NEWS 


In an effort to keep us all up to date, daily copies of The Times, The International 
Herald Tribune, The Guardian, and The Independent are available in the JCR. 
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SENIOR ELECTION RESULTS 


Congratulations to Debbie Alvarez and Michael Obel-Omia who 
will share the postions of President and Social Director of 
the 1992 graduating class. Congratulations also to Liz 
Rogers who was elected Food Officer. On behalf of the whole 
school, Paniculum wishes a wonderful, final Bread Loaf 
summer to all the members of the class of 1992. 


READ AND BE FILLED 


A reminder that meal hours do change somewhat on the 
weekends, so don't be caught napping. Here's another look 
at the schedule: 

Saturday- Breakfast 8:00, Lunch 1:00, Dinner 6:30 

Sunday- Breakfast 8:45-9:15, Lunch 1:00, Dinner 6:30 


COMPUTER POUNDS 

If you're planning to use the Lincoln College computers, 
please come to the office, sign up and pay the £10. A 
schedule for computer use has been posted on the board. 


MEET TO MEET 


A Senior meeting will be held on Monday, 6 July at 6:00 in 
Deep Hall. 


COLONISTS TO CELEBRATE 

The Senior class would like to invite the entire school to 
join in a small Fourth of July celebration Saturday evening. 
Wear your Oxford blues, reds and whites to dinner, then 
prepare to sojourn to the General Elliot for toasts to 
Mother England. 

WHERE'S THE BEEF? 


Please remember to sign out if you are not planning to 
attend dinner or lunch on Saturday and Sunday. 


"WHAT, HAS THIS THING APPEAR'D AGAIN TO-NIGHT?" 


Only ghosts should be spotted walking the college 
battlements. Please refrain from walking on, crawling around 
or hanging from rooftops. 





ROLES ROLLED OVER US 


Our hopes of finding other potential inhabitants of Elsinore 
were dashed when the Paniculum staff penetrated the 
subterranean vastness of Deep Hall expecting one sort of 
homophone and found instead coissants {a prize for spotting 
today's deliberate mistake}. 


A ROOM OF ONE'S OWN 


It is important that the Bread Loaf Office should have an 
accurate and up-to-date list of room allocations. There 
are always a few changes in the early days of the program, 
so now is the time to make sure that we, in the office, have 
details of any alterations to the original list. iiie ON 
have been in to report a move, there's no need to do so 
again. But if you haven't, please let us know as soon as 
possible- certainly before Monday. 


" ..PARDON ME; I WILL NOT COMBAT IN MY SHIRT." 


We would like to remind you that there are Bread Loaf T- 
shirts and sweatshirts for sale in the office. Come and get 
"em. 
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THANKS FOR THE CAKE AND ALE 


Our thanks to the kitchen for the delicious cake on Saturday 
and thanks to Mick for keeping Deep Hall open for our 
revels. 


HOW CHARMINGLY SWEET WE SING 


Madrigals will meet briefly in the Oakshott Room today at 
5:00 to choose a director and to discuss a schedule. 


GATHER, YE {SENIOR} ROSEBUDS 


A reminder that Seniors are meeting in Deep Hall today at 
6:00. 


"KNOWLEDGE COMES, BUT WISDOM LINGERS" 


Christopher Ricks, the first of this summer's speakers, will 
give a lecture on "Tennyson's Tennyson" in the Oakshott Room 
at 5:15 Tuesday afternoon. The lecture will be followed by 
a reception at 6:15 and dinner at 7:00. Dress is semi- 
formal. 


ALL'S WELL THAT SELLS WELL 


Tickets for All's Well T will be available 


during office hours on Tuesday. The cost is £22. The Stage 
and Page bus will leave from Trinity Gate at 9:30 am. The 
afternoon bus leaves at 5:00 pm. 


"YEA, SLIMY THINGS SHALL CRAWL WITH LEGS..." 


Pip will conduct his first annual pub crawl this Friday 
night, 10 July, at 8:15 pm. For those of us interested in a 
tour of some of Oxford's most colorful watering holes, this 
event should not be missed. Meet in the Porter's lodge in 
your best walking shoes. 


SANS PEANUTS AND CRACKER-JACKS 


The Seniors invite the entire school to participate ina 
softball game with Lincoln students this Saturday, 11 July. 
Details will follow. 





| 
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WHERE ȚF}€VES BREAK THROUGH AND STEAL 


Unfortunately, we have had two thefts in College recently. 
While we don't want to be alarmists, we remind you once 
again to hide all your valuables and place such things as 
plane tickets in the safe in the Porter's Lodge. 


RECEIVE AN HONOURED GUEST 


If you are planning to have guests for High Table this 
evening, please stop by the office and let us know. The 
cost is £9.55. Christopher Ricks speaks at 5:15, followed 
by a reception at 6:15 and dinner at 7:00. 


NO SUCH THING AS A FREE LUNCH 


If you wish to have guests for meals in Hall, please let the 
office know as we must give the kitchen an accurate 
accounting each day. The cost for guest meals is the same 
as that for students: £3, breakfast, £4.80, lunch, £7.35, 
dinner. Before you invite a guest to stay in College, you 
need to come to the office and speak to us. There is a cost 
involved. 


THE PLAY'S THE THING 


A reminder that tickets for All's Well That Ends Well are 
available in the office today during office hours. the cost 
iS E22. 


GILMORE READINGS RETURN 


Bob Bargenti would like to invite the entire school to 
gather in Deep Hall Thursday evening at 9:30 for "Gilmore 
East," wherein a distingushed faculty member will astonish 
us all in ways to be revealed. 


But Soft... 

The Seniors would fike to invite all of us out to the old 
ball game Savucday afternoon, 11 July, at 2:30 at the 
Lincoln Sports Ground, Bartlemas close, Cowley Road. We 
will meet in the Porter's Lodge and walk to the grounds. 


FOOT IT FEATLY 


You are cordially invited to sweat and gyrate in Deep Hall 
Saturday night from 9:00-12:00. Please contact Michael 





Obel-Omia if you have any appropriate tapes to donate to the 
cause. 


WALK UPON ENGLAND'S MOUNTAINS GREEN 


Richard Kortum, one of the Lincoln College graduate 
students, would like to invite us all for a walk in the 
Oxford countryside on Sunday, 12 July. We will leave from 
the Porter's Lodge at a time yet to be arranged. Richard 
will post a sign-up sheet. A bag lunch will be supplied. 
Richard's walks have become a tradition for Bread Loafers, 
and they are one of the highlights of this summer program. 


GENTLE REMINDER 


Please remember to sign out for meals as we must keep an 
accurate accounting in the office. It also helps the 
kitchen staff to know quantities. 
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TAKE UP AND READ 


Those of you who missed the Bodleian registration need to 
stop by the office as soon as possible so we can make 
arrangements for procuring your readers' cards. 


A MOVABLE FEAST 


As there is a wedding in College on Saturday, 11 July, lunch 
will be served upstairs in the Quin Room which is located 
over the Servery (the kitchen). The time will not change. 


SING WE AND CHANT IT 


Madrigals will meet in the Oakshott Room on Thursday, 9 
July Eve 380s 


THE BANNERS OF THE KING ADVANCE 


Jim Maddox will be arriving in Oxford the week of 13 July. 
We will be arranging a conference schedule for those who 
wish to see him. Watch this space for more information. 


BIRNAM WOOD MOVES TO RICHMOND THEATER 


Tickets for the Monday, 13 July production of Macbeth will 
be available during office hours on Friday, 9 July. The 
cost is £17. The bus will leave for London at 4:30 from 
Trinity Gate. 


A MARVELLOUS CONVENIENT PLACE 


The Hot Air Production Company will be performing A 
Midsummer Night's Dream at Saint Edmund Hall, Oxford, during 
the month of July. For school parties of fifteen or more, a 
special rate of £3.00 per person will be charged. Anyone 
interested in attending the Sunday, 12 July performance 
should sign the sheet posted on the board. We need fifteen 
people to make this work. 
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THE SINGER NOT THE SONG 


A reminder that Madrigals will meet today at 5:30 in the 
Oakshott Room. We need more female voices to join the 
angelic hosts, so if you have the time and talent, stop 
bys- sandi bring a iciend. 


READABLE READINGS 

Everyone is invited to the first of the Gilmore East 
Readings which will be held this evening in Deep Hall at 
9:30. Come with your ears on. 


TO-MORROW, AND TO-MORROW, AND TO-MORROW... 


Don't forget to pick up your tickets for Macbeth, available 
during office hours tomorrow. The cost is £17. 


SHOULDER THE SKY...AND DRINK YOUR ALE 


Pip invites us all on a pub crawl tomorrow evening after 
dinner. He has asked that we leave the Porter's Lodge at 
7:45 instead of 8:15 to allow more time for walking and 
tipping” 
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TAKE UP AND READ 


Those of you who missed the Bodleian registration need to 
stop by the office as soon as possible so we can make 
arrangements for procuring your readers' cards. 


A MOVABLE FEAST 


As there is a wedding in College on Saturday, 11 July, lunch 
will be served upstairs in the Quin Room which is located 
over the Servery (the kitchen). The time will not change. 


SING WE AND CHANT IT 


Madrigals will meet in the Oakshott Room on Thursday, 9 
July Beles) Sy 45) 0) 


THE BANNERS OF THE KING ADVANCE 


Jim Maddox will be arriving in Oxford the week of 13 July. 
We will be arranging a conference schedule for those who 
wish to see him. Watch this space for more information. 


BIRNAM WOOD MOVES TO RICHMOND THEATER 


Tickets for the Monday, 13 July production of Macbeth will 
be available during office hours on Friday, 9 July. The 
cost is £17. The bus will leave for London at 4:30 from 
Trinity Gate. 


A MARVELLOUS CONVENIENT PLACE 


The Hot Air Production Company will be performing A 
Midsummer Night's Dream at Saint Edmund Hall, Oxford, during 
the month of July. For school parties of fifteen or more, a 
special rate of £3.00 per person will be charged. Anyone 
interested in attending the Sunday, 12 July performance 
should sign the sheet posted on the board. We need fifteen 
people to make this work. 
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IF IT WERE DONE...THEN 'TWERE WELL IT WERE DONE QUICKLY 


If you wish to see Monday night's production of Macbeth at 
the Richmond Theater in London, please remember to stop by 
the office today to purchase a ticket. A mere £17 will 
transport you to the gates of Dunsinane. 


SHAKE ALL CARES AND BUSINESS FROM OUR AGE 

Pip's annual crawl towards death across the Oxford heath 
will get underway at 7:45 this evening. Equivocators and 
imbibulators meet in the Porter's Lodge if you dare. 


THERE'S NOT A HAIR ON'S HEAD BUT 'TIS A VALENTINE 


Valentine Cunningham's Dark Blues Jazz Band will perform in 
the Exeter College Beer Cellar tonight at 8:30. Admission 

is £4. If you're not into walking and imbibing, this may be 
your cup of ale. 


WITH A QUAINT DEVICE, THE BANQUET VANISHES 

A reminder that Saturday's lunch will be served not in Hall, 
but in the Quin Room. The only thing that has not changed 
is the time. 

WILL IT PLEASE YOU TO FALL TO? 

On that note, do you remember at what time breakfast is 


served on Sunday? If you guessed 8:45, you're right on the 
money. Now, about dinners...6:30, Saturday and Sunday. 


MS. MANNERS SAYS... 
And furthermore...please remember to sign out for meals 


Saturday and Sunday. If you're not eating in Hall, the 
kitchen needs to know. 


IS MY TEAM PLOUGHING...? 


The annual softball game with Lincoln students wil be held 
this Saturday at 2:30. There's a sign-up sheet on the 
board. The game will be held at the Lincoln college Sports . 
Grounds located on Cowley Road. 





COME, AND TRIP IT AS YE GO 


Put on your dancing shoes and shake, rattle and roll in Deep 
Hall Saturday night from 9:00-12:00. 


A WALK FOR A WALK'S SAKE 
Richard Kortum will lead interested Bread Loaf students ona 


stroll through the Hinksey Hills this Sunday. The excursion 
gets underway at 10:30. A bag lunch will be provided. 


KNOCK, KNOCK; NEVER AT QUIET! 


I' th' name of Beelzebub, would you please be a bit more 
quiet during late evening hours so as not to murder innocent 
sleep. 
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THE KING TO OXFORD SENT A TROOP 


Jim Maddox arrives today and will be staying with us until 
next Tuesday. We will have a conference schedule in the 
office tommorrow. If you'd like to speak with Jim, please 
stop by and reserve a time. 


WHO DID BID THEE JOIN WITH US? MACBETH. 


For those of you attending this evening's performance of 
Macbeth at the Richmond Theater in London, the bus leaves 
from Trinity Gate at 4:30. Please pick up your bag dinner 
in the Porter's Lodge. 


FOOD ENOUGH FOR A WEEK 


Terry Eagleton will speak on "New Developments in Literary 
Theory" Tuesday evening at 5:15 in the Oakeshott Room. A 
reception will follow at 6:15. Jim Maddox will join us for 
High Table at 7:00 at which time he will be announcing 
scholarship awards. We hope to see all Bread Loafers there. 


IS ALL OUR COMPANY HERE? 


The all-school outing to As You Like It is this Wednesday, 
15 July. The bus leaves for Stratford at 5:00 from Trinity 
Gate. Boxed dinners will be provided. Bread Loaf students 
will be given their tickets on the bus. All others need to 
come to the office tomorrow and purchase a ticket. The cost 
abe} $827) 


SINGING BENEATH THE DOME 
Madrigals will meet following lunch today at 1:30, then 


again on Thursday, 16 July, ae 5230. 


NO LETTERS; NO SOCIETY 


If you would like to have a letter delivered to the Mountain 
via the Maddox mail, you need to get them to Jim before he 
departs next Tuesday, 21 July. 








COME HITHER, COME HITHER, COME HITHER... 


Stage and Pagers should come to the office on Tuesday to 
pick up tickets for As You Like It. Your bus leaves Trinity 
Gate at 9:30 am. 





LEND US YOUR EARS 


Because so many of us are going to the Macbeth performance 
this evening, the forum scheduled for 6:00 today will be 
held at 1:30 Tuesday, 14 July, in the Oakeshott Room. 
Everyone is encouraged to attend. 


WHAN THAT APRILL WITH HIS SHOURES SOOTE... 


Weekly pilgrimages to the Martyr's Memorial will be led by 
the Assistants. You'll know us by our hair shirts. Please 
pick up your bag lunch in the Porter's Lodge. B.Y.O.B. 
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HAIL TO THE CHIEF 


A bleary-eyed Jim Maddox landed at the Porter's Gate early 
yesterday morning. He's looking forward to seeing everyone, 
so please come by the office and make an appointment to talk 
with him. 


A BIN OF WINE, A SPICE OF WIT 


A reminder that Terry Eagleton will be speaking in the 
Oakeshott Room at 5:15, followed by a reception at 6:15. 
The Awards Dinner will begin at 7:00. 


A DUTY TO SPEAK ONE'S MIND 


Friends, Romans and Bread Loafers, come by the Oakeshott 
Room today at 1:30 for the first annual Bread Loaf Forum. 


SANS TEETH, SANS EYES, SANS TICKET, SANS EVERYTHING 


Heigh-ho! The company of Stage and Page should come to the 
office to pick up their tickets for the Heyfordian trip to 
the Forest of Arden. Bread Loafers who wish to bring guests 
to Wednesday evening's performance should also stop by to 
purchase tickets. 


THE RETURN OF MS. MANNERS 

Some people may be megabiting more than they can chew while 
others' floppy discs stand idly by. Do try to be solicitous 
of the needs of fellow users. 

MS. MANNERS THREE 

We don't even want to know where you might be hiding the gym 
keys, but as there are others who want to lift, row and 
sweat, could you return these gems to the Porter immediately 
after use? We thank you. 


IF THE MOUNTAIN WILL NOT COME... 


A list of students in both the Sante Fe and Vermont Bread 
Loaf programs has been posted on the board. Jim is prepared 





to carry any letters you might like to write. He should 
have those in hand by Monday. 
WOOD WOULD REMIND YOU 


Nigel Wood reminds Stage and Pagers to meet in the Quin Room 
at 3:15 this afternoon for a discussion of Macbeth. 
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GREENWOOD TREE 


Actually, it's in the Porter's Lodge, where we will meet at 
4:45 this afternoon to pick up our bag dinners for this 
evening's performance of As You Like It. The buses will 
leave Trinity Gate at 5:00. 


HE FINDETH IT EMPTY 


Because we will all be in Stratford this evening, there will 
be no dinner served in Hall. If you're not planning to 
attend the play, you'll find a bag lunch in the Porter's 
Lodge. 
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MAKE A JOYFUL NOISE 


Madrigal singers should bring their chirping voices to the 
Oakeshott Room today at 5:30 where we will meet fair Phyllis 
and harken to the bonny Christ Church bells. 


'TIS A WONDER...SHE WILL BE TAM'D SO 


sickets for Monday evening's performance of The Taming of 
The Shrew in Stratford will be available in the office 
tomorrow. The cost is £27. The Stage and Page bus will 
leave Trinity Gates at 9:30. the second bus will leave at 
5:00. Help tame the shrews in the office by picking up your 
tickets early. 


DECISIONS, DECISIONS, DECISIONS... 


Kathy Micati has left a New York Times article concerning 
the Supreme Court's decision on the Pennsylvania abortion 
issue in the office. Interested readers can stop by and 
peruse. 


THEY WILL DWELL AMONG THE UNTRODDEN WAYS 


The Paniculum staff would like to wish the Grasmere group a 
fond farewell as they head off to the Lake District 
tomorrow. Enjoy the splendor in the grass and the glory in 
the flower, and have a safe journey. 
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CARPE DIEM 


Applications for admission into the Bread Loaf School's 1993 
session are in the office. If you wish to take part in next 
summer's program, stop by and pick one up. Jim will be happy 
to take them back to Middlebury if you have them completed 
by Monday. 


ON A LIGHT NOTE... 


Madrigals will meet at 1:30 on Monday in the Oakeshott Room 
torneyiew pacts. Boing music, bring voices...bring bodies. 


MORE FROM THE SHREWS 


Yes, we have The Taming of the Shrew tickets. Yes, they're 
inthe Office. Wes, «they res£27.. Dally not with the gods, 
but get thee to the office. Capisce? 


WE WILL HAVE RINGS AND THINGS, AND FINE ARRAY 


Congratulations to Chuck and Lori who are celebrating their 
fifth wedding aniversary today. Many happy returns. 


THIS IS AN ART WHICH DOES MEND NATURE 


The annual festival "Art in Action" began yesterday in the 
beautiful setting of Waterperry House, near Wheatley. The 
festival is open 10.30 = 5.30 today, Saturday and Sunday, 
andweteatunes ya Marge group sof artists. in many media 
exhibiting land creating their work. The festivali also 
provides the opportunity to join practical classes (the 
elascesnstarey jist atter 10230 and at 3 p.m.). Im the pact 
Bread Loafers, especially those with offspring in tow, have 
recommended the event very warmly. We'll post a brochure on 
the notice board later today giving details of admissions, 
family tickets, etc. Waterperry is about 7 miles outside 
Oxford, and can be reached by bus. 
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AS THE CROW FLIES... 


So do your letters to the Mountain and to Santa Fe if you 
get them to Jim sometime today. If you're interested in 
applying for one of next year's programs, applications must 
be completed today as well. Slip any and all under Jim's 
door on staircase thirteen if the office is not open. 


MAKE MIDDAY MERRY MELODY 

Madrigals meet today in the Oakeshott Room at 1:30, and 
again on Thursday at 5:30. 

THERE'LL BE A HOT TIME IN THE OLD TOWN TOMORROW NIGHT 
Roger Pringle will speak on "Shakespeare and His Stratford 
Background" at 5:15 in the Oakeshott Room Tuesday evening. 
Reception follows at 6:15) dinner at 7:00. 

OVER HILL, OVER DALE...WE DO WANDER EVERYWHERE 

Tickets for Thursday evening's performance of A Midsummer 
Night's Dream at the National Theater in London will be 


available in the office on Wednesday, 22 July. The cost is 
£17. The bus leaves Trinity Gates at 4:00. 


OH CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN! OUR FEARFUL TRIP IS DONE 


On behalf of the whole school, the Paniculum would like to 
wish Jim Maddox a safe return to Vermont and a delightful 
Stay in Santa Fe. We've enjoyed and appreciated the time he 
has spent with us. 
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ROLE OUT THE BARREL 


A reminder that Roger Pringle will be speaking this evening 
at 5:15 in the Oakeshott Room, followed by a reception at 
6:15. High Table begins at 7:00 and will be followed by a 
Weight Watchers meeting at 8:00. Bring your scales. 


THE LUSCIOUS CLUSTERS OF THE VINE 


Kevin Egleston, Lincoln College Butler, has kindly offered 
to conduct the annual tour of Lincoln's vast wine cellars. 
Interested Bread Loafers should meet in Grove Quad Friday, 
2a duly, at. 11300 am. 


GREAT ACTIONS SPEAK GREAT MINDS 


Deb and Michael would like to remind all Seniors to meet in 
Deep Hall at 6:00 on Wednesday. Belly up to the bar and 
finalize your plans for graduation. 


A CUP O' KINDNESS FOR THE KITCHEN 


The kitchen staff has asked that students desiring packed 
lunches make their requests through the Bread Loaf Office 
at least two days in advance. They tell us they are being 
approached by individual students, and while they will not 
refuse to prepare last-minute lunches (despite their not 
being happy to do so), we need to respect their policies and 
act in accordance with the protocol they have established. 
We in the office will be only too happy to make your wishes 
known to the kitchen. 


THE FORM REMAINS... 


Thanks to those of you who completed your applications for 
next year. If you didn't fill out a form in time to send 
with Jim, we will be happy to forward any applications to 
the Mountain. We have placed additional copies of all 
applications forms in Hall. Please use the white forms for 
Santa Fe and the Mountain. 





BID THEM WASH THEIR FACES, AND KEEP THEIR TEETH CLEAN 


The All-School Lincoln Bread Loaf picture will be taken next 
Tuesday, 28 July, at 6:00. Gather in the Front Quad to say 
"cheese." 


BY INDIRECTIONS, FIND DIRECTIONS OUT 


Students needing to make copies should use the copy machine 

located in the news-stand on the Turl. Me cost vs" /Ps = per 

page. Please do not avail yourselves of the machine located 
in College as it is for administrative use only. Merci. 


GO SEEK SOME DEW-DROPS HERE 


Don't be caught dreamin’. Tickets for A Midsummer Night's 
Dream will be available in the office tomorrow. The cost is 
Se, 
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SOMETHING WILL BE ROTTEN IN THE STATE OF DENMARK 


For those who are not interested in romping with fairies 
Thursday evening, an alternative is being offered in Deep 
Hall at 9:30 sharp. By popular demand, our own esteemed and 
beloved Director, Dennis Kay, will astonish us all with a 
profound and deeply moving reading. The organizers of 
Gilmore East invite everyone to attend. We wait with bated 
breath. 


THE PLAY'S THE THING 


John Lin, husband of our own Marilee, has four tickets for 
this evening's performance of Return to the Forbidden 
Planet, which is loosely based upon The Tempest. The show, 
which starts at 8:00 pm, is playing at the Cambridge Theater 
on Earlham Street in London. The cost is £17.50. You can 
pick up a ride back to Oxford with John's summer school 
group, residing at New College. He has asked that you meet 
him in front of the National Gallery (Trafalgar Square) 
around 11:00. Look for coaches with Pearces Coach Hire 
emblazoned on them. John also has one ticket for this 
evening's performance of Miss Siagon, which is playing at 
the Theater Royal on Drury Lane. The cost is £19. You can 
pick that ticket up at the box office or meet John and his 
entourage in front of the theater at 7:30. The tickets for 
Return to the Forbidden Planet are available in the Bread 
Loaf office. 


PLEASE DON'T SHOOT THE PIANIST 


We promise not to if you promise to stop pling, pling, 
plinging on the piano in the Oakeshott Room between the 
hours of 2-4:00 pm weekdays. Students and tutors in the 
seminar rooms below are finding it difficult to read Hopkins 
to an Elton John beat. 
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WILL NO ONE TELL ME WHAT SHE SINGS? 


Madrigals will rehearse in the Lincoln Chapel this afternoon 
at 5:30. For those who cannot attend today, we will meet 
again on Sunday at 8:00 pm in the Oakeshott Room. Time is 
BUNA OUt.. 


AYE ME! FOR AUGHT THAT EVER I COULD READ 


In case you have not been reading the Panic regularly, we 


remind you that the bus for A Midsummer Night's Dream leaves 
Trinity Gates for London at 4:00 today. Pick up your bag 
fare in the Porter's Lodge. 


COME ALL YE DENIZENS OF THE DEEP 


Who is this who is called to read in the deepest Hall of our 
college? Our own Dennis Kay, who will shave his head and 
transport us all to the Elsinore of the 90's. Performance 
begins at 9:30. 
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---GIVING A TREAT TO A PARTY OF FRIENDS AND RELATIONS 


The seniors have arranged a waterside party on graduation 
eve, Friday, 7 August, at the Cherwell Boat House, located 
on the River Cher north of University Parks and Lady 
Margaret Hall. Details have yet to be finalized, but there 
will be music, a dinner catered by Chef, a cash bar, and 
punting opportunities. Since the seniors will be inviting 
Lincoln Staff to come as our guests, this is a chance for 
you to mingle with those people who make our lives so 
comfortable every summer. 


Price of admission, to cover the cost of facilities and 
music, will be approximately £7.00 per person. Since the 
seniors need the cash and a head count as soon as possible, 
please sign up if you plan to attend (a sheet has been 
posted on the board), and pay in the office. 


SINGING ONCE AGAIN UNDER THE DOME 


Madrigals will meet Sunday at 8:00 pm in the Oakeshott Room. 
Pleaase bring your music. 





PANICULUM 


BUT, SOFT! WHAT BUS AWAITS AT TRINITY GATES? 


Wednesday, 29 July, is the all-school trip to the Barbican 
for Romeo and Juliet. Extra tickets will be available in 
the office tomorrow. The cost is £18.00. Bread Loaf 
students will receive theirs on the buses, which leave 
Trinity Gates at 4:00. 


LOOK HERE, UPON THIS PICTURE 


A reminder that the all-school photo will be taken tomorrow 
at 6:00 pm in the Front Quad. Come prepared to be shot. 


DOWN IN THE REEDS BY THE RIVER 


The response to the Cherwell Party, to be held 7 August, has 
been excellent. If you haven't signed up, there's still 
time. Reserve your place now and pay in the office. 


I HAVE A JOURNEY TO TAKE, AND MUST BID THE COMPANY FAREWELL 


Seniors are pleased to invite any and all Bread Loafers 
(plus guests) to attend the graduation ceremony, reception 
and dinner on Saturday, 8 August. If you would like to 
stay, please sign the graduation sign-up sheet on the board. 
We need names so we can complete a seating plan for the 
formal dinner in Hall that evening. If you are on the meal 
plan, your dinner has been paid. The cost for guests and 
Museum Roaders is £13.75 per person. 


SUCH HARMONIOUS MADNESS/FROM MY LIPS WOULD FLOW 


All Madrigal singers are requested to attend rehersals on 
Thursday, 30 July at 5:30 and again on Sunday, 2 August at 
8:00. We will most likely meet in the Lincoln Chapel, but 
watch this space for more details. Singers interested in 
reviewing parts should meet with Deb Alverez in the 
Oakeshott Room today at 1:30. 


SO ARE THEY ALL, ALL HONORABLE MEN AND WOMEN 





The illustrious presidents of this year's graduating class 
would like to remind their compatriots of a meeting in Deep 
Hal Peon Piriday,) 3ieduly gat 6200. 


ALE'S RIGHT WITH THE WORLD 


Mic Young, the friendly and familiar keeper of Deep Hall, 
invites all Bread Loafers on a tour of Morrell's Brewery 
this Tuesday, 28 July. Food and beer will be served at the 
Brewery. Thel tour is free. If you're interested, sign out 
for dinner and meet Mic in the Porter's Lodge at 

73007 


'TWAS BRILLIG, AND THE SLITHY TOVES/ DID GYRE AND GIMBLE 


---And if you haven't gotten enough of the ale, Pip has 
scheduled another Bread Loaf pub crawl, the last of the 
summer, for this Friday night, 31 July. Meet in the 
Porter's Lodge at 7:30 to whiffle, burble and galumph 
through Oxford’s streets. 


A PLAGUE O' BOTH YOUR HOUSES...AND YOUR COMPUTERS 


Andy Barnett, Lincoln's Computer Officer, has informed us of 
a virus in computer unit £4. He warns all users to avoid 
Chewunitinintad further notices If you have used this 
computer recently and are concerned, take your discs to Andy 
to be scanned. 





PANICULUM 


GALLOP APACE, YOU FIERY-FOOTED STEEDS... 


Tickets are available today in the office for Romeo and 
Juliet. If you're not planning to ride the buses to London, 
please come by and pick up your ticket. If you're planning 
to take a friend or family member, the cost is £18. The 
Hall will be closed tomorrow evening, but if you are on the 
meal plan, you'll find a bag dinner in the Porter's Lodge. 


FROM HERE TO ETERNITY 


Charles Martin, the Head Scout, will capture us for all 
eternity at 6:00 pm today in the Front Quad. It's a photo 
opportunity. 


---NO ENEMY BUT TIME 


If you're planning to stay for graduation, please remember 
to sign the sheet posted on the board. We need a final 
count for the kitchen as soon as possible. Also, if you've 
signed up to attend the Cherwell bash, please stop by the 
office and pay the £7 fee. 


STYLE IS THE DRESS OF THOUGHT 


Bread Loaf T-shirts and sweatshirts are still available, 
but the colors are somewhat limited. You may purchase them 
in the office during regular hours. 


SED FUGIT INTEREA, FUGIT INREPARABILE TEMPUS 


Thanks to all of you who have completed your applications in 
such a timely fashion. Anyone else who wants to be a Loafer 
again next summer, please bring your application to the 
office by Friday as we will then be sending them off to the 
Mountain. 


---SO QUICK, SO CLEAN AN ENDING? 


Andy Barnett, the Computer Officer, has used industrial 
strength Mr. Clean to scour computer £4. It is now ready 
for use. However, you might still take your discs to him to 
avoid further problems. 





---AND POUR OUR TREASURES INTO FOREIGN LAPS 


Jo Edwards, an employee of The Varsity Shop on Broad Street, 
would like to let all Bread Loafers know that her shop 
carries a variety of Lincoln College souvenirs, including 
neckties, necklaces, scarves and tankards. The prices are 
competitive, so if you're looking for gifts, this might be 


the place. 





PANICULUM 


THEN HIE YOU HENCE TO THE GATES 


The buses for the all-school excursion to the Barbican 
Theatre will leave Trinity Gates today at 4:00. Pick up your 
bag dinner in the Porter's Lodge. If you are not going to 
the play, your dinner will also be found in the Porter's 
Lodge as the Hall will be closed. 


IN SWEET MUSIC IS SUCH ART 


Madrigal singers are reminded to meet on Thursday at 5:30 in 
the Lincoln Chapel. 


HE KNEW THE TAVERNES WELL IN EVERY TOUN 


Pip will once again have us crawling about the streets of 
Oxford. Those interested in this olympic event should meet 
an the Porteris Lodge Friday night at 7:30. 


THE ONCE AND FUTURE PRINTS 


Prints of the all-school picture will be available for 
viewing in Hall today. Should you like a copy or copies, 
the cost for each is 75P. We will have a sheet attached to 
each print. Sign up for the one or ones you'd like and pay 
in the office. We will make our final tally on Monday. 


IN MY BEGINNING IS MY END 


Speaking of final tallies, this Friday is the last day to 
Sign up for the Cherwell Party, 7 August, and graduation, 8 
August. If you've been sitting the fence, now is the time to 
Ee OE 


WHAT WE CALL THE BEGINNING IS OFTEN THE END 


...And speaking of deadlines, Wednesday, 5 August, is the 
cut-off date for all payments for said events as the 

Assistants need to start closing out the books. So please 
stop by the office as soon as possible and pay, pay, pay! 


AND TO MAKE AN END IS TO MAKE A BEGINNING 








..-.- And speaking of endings, Bread Loaf time in Lincoln 
officially ends on Sunday morning, 9 August. Anyone wishing 
to remain in College Sunday night should alert the office 
and pay an extra £13.55. 


THE END IS WHERE WE START FROM 


... And speaking of leaving, there is no official 
bureaucratic procedure for leaving if you go on or before 
Sunday, 9 August. All you need to do is drop your key off 
at the Porter's Lodge on your way out. A goodbye would be 
nice. 


WE SHALL NOT CEASE FROM EXPLORATION 


-..And speaking of closings, the office will be closed on 
Thursday, 30 July, as the Assistants are taking a copy of 
the Four Quartets and heading out on their bicycles to 
explore the English countryside. See you Friday. 


AND THE END OF ALL OUR EXPLORING 
WILL BE TO ARRIVE WHERE WE STARTED... 


e.. And speaking of Friday, tickets for the last two plays of 
the summer, A Woman Killed with Kindness (matinee) and The 
Alchemist, will be available in the office at the cost of 
£11.50 and £20 respectively. The bus will leave Trinity 
Gates at 11:00 on Saturday, 1 August. Stage and Pagers need 
to pick up both tickets and lunch money on that day. 


THE END 
(...OR IS IT THE BEGINNING! ? 








PANICULUM 


HE WHO HESITATES... 


Tickets are available in the office today for Saturday's 
performances of A Woman Killed with Kindness and The 
Alchemist at a cost of £11.50 and £20.00 respectively. 
Please pick up your tickets today as the office is closed on 
Saturday. Bus leaves Trinity Gates at 11:00. 


I WASTED TIME AND NOW DOTH TIME WASTE ME 


Today is your final opportunity to sign up for the Cherwell 
Party and graduation. The boathouse bash will be held 
Friday evening, 7 August, from 5:30 -10-30. There will be 
no meal in Hall that evening as we are taking both the food 
and the servers with us to Cherwell. Graduation will be 
held on Saturday, 8 August, at 4:30, followed by a reception 
in the Rector's Garden at 6:00 and dinner in Hall at 7:00. 
Reserve your place now. 


IF I WERE A RICH MAN... 


For those of you who have made the leap, please come to the 
office before next Wednesday to give us your life's savings 
so that you might participate in the aforementioned events. 
The cost of the Cherwell Party is £7 per person, and the 
cost for the graduation dinner is £13.75 per guest. Also, 
if you intend to spend an additional night in College, the 
COSE lS) SlSn55. 


COME, THOU MONARCH OF THE VINE... 


Drown your cares in the fat of the grape Friday evening as 
Pip, our own plumpy Bacchus, leads Bread Loafers in and out 
of Oxford's pubs. Meet in the Porter's lodge at 7:30. What 
needs more words? 


THIS MUSIC MADS ME 


Madrigals will meet for a full and long rehearsal on Sunday 
at 8:00 in the Chapel. Warm up your voices and bring your 
music. 


SOME DAY MY PRINTS WILL COME 














The all-school pics are still available for viewing in Hall. 
If you haven't reserved any, please do so and come to the 
office and pay 45P per. We will take the final tally on 
Monday. 


BE READY, AS YOUR LIVES SHALL ANSWER IT 


Seniors are reminded of a meeting in Deep Hall this evening 
at 6:00. 


MY LORD, FALL TO. READ O'ER THE ARTICLES 


If you want to undertake an Independent Reading Project over 
the next academic year 1992-93, we have some information in 
the office which may be of help to you. Also, if you wish 
to transfer credits to Bread Loaf from other institutions, 
there are some guidlines with which you should be familiar. 
We have these in the office as well. 


WE WERE NOT BORN TO SUE, BUT TO COMMAND 


And finally, today is also the deadline for turning in 
applications for next summer. If you haven't already done 
so, please bring yours to the office this afternoon. 











PANICULUM 


COME INTO THE GARDEN, MAUD...I AM HERE AT THE GATE ALONE 


Seniors are cordially invited to gather with Tutors and our 
Director, Dennis Kay, in the Fellow's Garden Tuesday 
evening, 4 August, for a reception in their honor. 
Festivities begin at 6:00. 


FAREWELL! A LONG FAREWELL... 


The entire school is invited to a High Table tomorrow 
evening to honor this year's graduates. Dinner will be 
served at 7:00. 


SUCH HARMONIOUS MADNESS FROM MY LIPS WOULD FLOW 


Madrigals will meet for a brief rehearsal in Dennis Kay's 
office (staircase 13) at 5:30 tomorrow evening. 


GOODNIGHT, SWEET PRINTS 


Charles Martin, Lincoln's Head Scout, has taken a tally of 
the all-school pictures, and we now have the prints in the 
office. If you've already paid, come to the office and pick 
up your pic(s). If you've ordered but have not paid, stop 
by to pay up and pick up your photo(s). 


GIVE CROWNS AND POUNDS AND GUINEAS... 


Now is the time to show some material appreciation for the 
Scouts who have made the beds, served the meals, and 
generally made our lives comfortable this summer. From now 
until Friday, the office will collect tips for the Scouts 
which Joy Makin will then distribute evenly among them. We 
recommend that you give five to ten pounds, more if you can 
ElucssOneel shicg 


OUR LITTLE SYSTEMS HAVE THEIR DAY 


As the massive financial wheels of the Bread Loaf office 
must grind to a halt by Friday afternoon, please help us out 
by settling all accounts before then. For those of you have 
signed up to attend the Cherwell Party Friday evening, 
please come to the office and pay your £7. If you're 





planning to attend the graduation and bring a guest, that 
fee needs to be paid as well. If you'd like to spend an 
additional night in College, the cost is £13.55. 


THE BEST WORDS IN THE BEST ORDER 


Bread Loaf evaluation sheets will be available in Hall 
starting today. Your opinions, effusions, complaints and 
insightful thoughts are cordially solicited. Please take a 
few minutes to fill out a form. You may return completed 
evaluations anytime before you leave. We thank you in 
advance. 


IS ALL OUR COMPANY HERE? 


Seniors, Madrigalists, speakers, hooders, ushers, and anyone 
else associated with graduation: please meet in the Chapel 
at 3:00 Friday afternoon for a graduation rehearsal. 














PANICULUM 


OLD ADAM'S LIKENESS SET TO DRESS THIS GARDEN 


Seniors are reminded to gather in the Fellow's Garden this 
evening at 6:00 as there is a reception in their honor. A 
High Table will follow in Hall at 7:00 to which the entire 
school is invited. 


I'VE GOT A LITTLE LIST- I'VE GOT A LITTLE LIST 


The following individuals need to stop by the office as soon 
as possible: Kathleen Huntington, Steve Grundmeier, Brian 
Kelly, Doug Kilmister, Will Weatherly, Sarah Fullerton, 
Sylvia Gindele, Naomi Wax, Leslie Shaw, Elizabeth Boyle, and 
Judith Wylie. 


NOTA BENE 


The Porters have informed us that there are still some 
computer keys missing for the M.C.R. computer room. If you 
have one, would you please return it immediately? Thank 
you. 


THE SECRET MAGIC OF NUMBERS 


The office is seeking to update the 1992 Student Address 
List for Lincoln College. We've posted the current list on 
the board. If your name and address are not on it, would 
you please add them? Also, some people would like phone 
numbers, so if you'd like, write your phone number next to 
your name as well. Christmas cards will be forthcoming. 


MY GOWN OF GLORY, HOPE'S TRUE GAGE 


Seniors: Bob, the Head Porter, tells us that your gowns will 
be available this Wednesday. Therefore, we will have them 
in the office for you after dinner that evening. See you 
then. 


I PRAY THEE, GENTLE MORTAL, SING AGAIN. 


Madrigals are reminded to meet in Dennis Kay's room at 5:30 
this afternoon to prepare for this evening's performance. 





OH BRAVE NEW WORLD, THAT HAS SUCH PEOPLE IN'T 


Deb Alvarez has informed us that there is a wonderful 
production of The Tempest being performed at Wadham College 
all this week. The show starts at 8:00pm. A Lincoln 
College student is playing the part of Caliban, so if you 
mention that you are from Bread Loaf, you might get in for 
£42 Women ae tiny. 





WITHIN A WINDOW'D NICHE OF THAT HIGH HALL 


A reminder that evaluation sheets are in Hall. We have an 
envelope in the office; just drop it off. 








PANICULUM 


WILL YOU WALK INTO MY PARLOR? 


The Seniors would like to remind the entire school about the 
Cherwell Boat house Party planned for this Friday evening, 
5:30-10:30. Dinner will be served around 6:00. A cash bar 
will be available, and Val Cunningham's jazz band will 
entertain the masses. If you're planning to attend, now is 
the time to stop by the office and pay the £7. 


Also, those of you planning to bring guests to the 
graduation dinner need to stop by the office as soon as 
possible and pay the £13.75 per. 


FOR THEIR LOVE LIES IN THEIR PURSES 


Thanks to those of you who have given generously to the tip 
fund. The office will continue the collection through 
Friday. Please stop by and show your appreciation for the 
Scouts. 


TO SAIL IN AMPLY BILLOWING GOWN 


To all the senior-types: Don't forget to pick up your gowns 
after dinner this evening. We will have them in the office. 


PRIDE AND PLEASURE, POMP AND PLENTY 


All the folks taking part in the graduation ceremony this 
Saturday are reminded to attend a rehearsal Friday at 3:00 
in the Chapel. Madrigals will also meet in the Chapel at 
2:00 on Friday. 


LEAD, KINDLY LIGHT, AMID THE ENCIRCLING GLOOM 

Deb Alvarez has offered to lead interested Bread Loafers on 
a Pre-Raphaelite tour this Thursday, 10:00-12:30. If you're 
interested, meet Deb in the Porter's lodge at 9:45 in your 
best tourist getup. 


BYE BABY BUNTING: DADDY'S GONE A-HUNTING 


For those of you who have spent a fortune on books this 
summer and now need a way to get them home, Blackwell's will 





ship your texts for a fee of approximately £2.30 per Kilo. 
Take your books to Bunting House on Bridge Street, baby. 











PAN ICULUM 


NOW...OUR NUPTIAL HOUR DRAWS ON APACE 


On behalf of the Bread Loaf community, the Paniculum staff 
would like to congratulate Dennis and Stephanie on their 
wedding day. Many happy returns. 


AN OPEN AND SHUT CASE 


As the Assistants will be attending the wedding this 
afternoon, the office will be closed from 11:30 on. We will 
have regular office hours on Friday. 


SUMMON UP REMEMBERANCE OF THINGS PAST 


Time is running out, and the office needs to close out the 
books. We would appreciate it if you would pay all accounts 
by 3:00 tomorrow. 


A PICTURE IS WORTH A THOUSAND WORDS... 


...However, we hope it won't take quite that many to get you 
to stop by and pick up yours. We will have them in the 
office until Friday. If you ordered more, they will be 
available tomorrow. 


WHEN THEM COTTON BALLS GET ROTTEN... 

We still have plenty of Bread Loaf T-shirts and sweatshirts 
available. Come in and make us an offer...please. 

TO STRIVE, TO SEEK, TO FIND... 

A map to the Cherwell Boat House will be posted on the board 
tomorrow. Michael Obel-Omia has informed us that there will 
not be a cash bar available, so B.Y.0O.B. Our revels begin 
aw 53830. 

SIR, MORE THAN KISSES, LETTERS MINGLE SOULS 

Copies of the up-dated Student Address List for Lincoln are 


now available in Hall. Thanks for your help. May you 
receive lots of mail. 











LISTEN TO THE SOUNDS OF STLENCE 


A note to Madrigals: We will not be singing at Dennis and 
Stephanie's reception this afternoon as some of our group 
cannot be present. However, we will meet at 2:00 in the 
Chapel tomorrow. 


YOU SAY IT'S YOUR BIRTHDAY... 


Actually, he said not a word about it, but hid it from all 
of us. Happy belated birthday, Mark Lambert. You can pick 
up your pension cheque in the office. 


AND MAY THERE BE NO MOANING AT THE BAR 


Mic, our friendly, frolicsome, free-wheeler of the foam, has 
informed us that he will keep the bubbles flowing in Deep 
Hall until midnight tonight. To add to the merriment, the 
ale will be available at a reduced price. We'll race you to 
the bar. 





PANICULUM 


BID-IA, BID-IA, BID-IA...THAT'S ALL FOLKS! 


The office closes out all accounts today, so please stop by 
and take care of the following if you've not done so 
already: pick up your all-school pics (.45P); pay for 
Cherwell Boat House (£7) and graduation dinner (£13.75); 
sign up and pay for an extra night in College (£13.55). 


DOWN BY THE RIVERSIDE 


For those of us headed for the Cherwell Boat House this 
evening, a map has been posted on the board. It takes about 
30 minutes to walk there. The festivities begin at 5:30. 
Don't forgee. GO bring your drinki 


TAKE A TRUMPET, HERALD... 


A reminder to all those participating in tomorrow's 
graduation ceremony that there is a rehearsal today at 3:00 
in the Chapel. Madrigals will meet at 2:00. 


ALL THINGS BE READY, IF OUR MINDS BE SO 


Another reminder that graduation will be held in the Chapel 
at 4:30 tomorrow, followed by a reception in the Rector's 
Garden at 6:00. Dinner will be served at 7:00 in Hall, 
after which the seniors will have a farewell toast in the 
Beckington Room. 


MY MIND AS GENEROUS, AND MY SHAPE AS TRUE 


We will continue to accept money for the Scouts until 
everyone leaves on Sunday. Please drop your contribution 
Off in the otfice today or givet to Kate or Anne. 


MAKE A PEACEFUL AND A SWEET RETIRE 


Please leave your program evaluations in the office before 
you go, and if you haven't lost them in the wash, please 
drop off your meal cards. the Lincoln College Librarian 
would also appreciate the return of the Crypto Cards. 


FAREWELL...AND GOOD LUCK GO WITH THEE! 





Anne and Kate would like to thank the entire Bread Loaf 
Community for a wonderful summer, and we bid you a fond 
farewell. 





Santa Fe Correspondence 





13 May 1992 


Dear Bread Loaf/Santa Fe Faculty Member: 

I am enclosing the informational letter that all Bread Loaf/Santa Fe students will be 
receiving; some of the material, clearly, is intended only for the students, but there's probably 
some information that you will find handy. 

Once again, I very much look forward to seeing you during my own visit to Santa Fe in 
July. 


Best wishes, 


James Maddox 
Director 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
18 May 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf/Santa Fe Student: 


The time for the opening of the Bread Loaf session at St. John's College in Santa Fe is 
rapidly approaching, and I am writing to give you some of the details you will need as you plan 
for your trip to Santa Fe. 


Let me get the crass business out of the way first. Bills for the Bread Loaf session are due 
and payable upon receipt; there is a late fee of $50 per month. All bills must be paid in full to 
Middlebury College before Registration Day. 


Now for planning your trip. Our contract with St. John's College names noon, Tuesday, 
June 30, as the earliest time you can take up occupancy at St. John's. 


If you are staying at St. John's, you are of course cordially invited to remain for the 
commencement exercises on August 13. We need, however, to inform St. John's of the number 
of you staying the night of the 13th, through breakfast of the 14th. In either event, please check 
at the appropriate place on the enclosed and return to Elaine Hall, Bread Loaf School of 
English, Middlebury College, Middlebury, Vermont 05753. 


Luggage may be stored at St. John's for a brief period if you are not leaving Santa Fe 
itself promptly on the 14th. 


As for getting there: there are no commercial flights to Santa Fe itself. Many people 
regard this as a blessing, one of the causes of Santa Fe's remaining for so long a relatively 
small city. Perhaps you too will end up being of that opinion; but for the moment we need to 
decide how to get you to Santa Fe. If you will be flying, get a flight into Albuquerque, which is 
about 55 miles south of Santa Fe. From the Albuquerque airport, you can catch a "Shuttlejack," 
a bus that will get you to the Inn at Loretto in downtown Santa Fe in 75 minutes. 


Alternatively, you might think of renting a car--although I am aware that this is a 
major budget item. I raise this possibility, not because you need a car to get to Santa Fe, but 
because there are so many stunning sites to visit, within easy striking distance by car from 
Santa Fe. You should check out different companies to get the best deal for yourself. Lucy and I 
have always found Alamo to be by a considerable margin the most economical. Even if you 
think you would like to rent a car just for a week-end, I would advise looking into fees and 
consider renting it for a week. (Sometimes renting a car for 3 or 4 days is, curiously, more 
expensive than renting it by the week.) There are many rental companies at the Albuquerque 
airport; there are considerably fewer rental companies in Santa Fe itself. 


A couple of words to the wise, if you're thinking of renting a car. First, check with your 
insurance company, to see whether you are covered in a rental car; coverage is transferable on 
many policies, and so you can save the insurance that some rental companies rather 











disingenuously try to persuade the renter to buy. Second, make advance reservations, choosing 
the size car you feel you'll need, and don't let the agent on the spot talk you up to a more 
expensive car--as some agencies try to do. 


If you're going to Santa Fe by bus ("Shuttlejack"), you should get off at the Inn at Loretto, 
call a taxi, and ask to be taken to St. John's College. If you're driving in on I-25 from the south 
(from the Albuquerque direction), take the Old Pecos Trail exit. Take a left at the stop sign (this 
will be northbound). Stay on Old Pecos Trail, look for signs for St. John's, and simply follow 
them. If you are coming south on I-25, from the direction of Las Vegas, New Mexico, take the Old 
Pecos Trail exit and follow the same directions. If you're coming south from the direction of 
Taos and Espanola, stay on St. Francis Drive (the street you come in on) until you intersect 
with Cordova Road. Make a left on Cordova (eastbound). Go east until you can go no further and 
make a left at the stop sign. Look for St. John's College signs and follow them. (A note from my 
own experience: no matter which of these directions applies to you, you will make your next-to- 
last turn onto Camino Monte Sol; I find that it's easy to miss the next--and last--turn: go about 
500 yards on Camino Monte Sol and take a right onto Camino de la Cruz Blanca. This will take 
you straight to St. John's.) 


Once at St. John's, you should park temporarily in the visitors' parking spaces and go 
into Peterson Student Building. There you will be greeted by the two Bread Loaf assistants (both 
of them Bread Loaf graduates), Alfredo Lujan and Larry Abbott. (Alfredo is himself a Santa Fe 
native, and he will be an invaluable resource throughout the summer for all sorts of questions 
you might have. Larry, a Vermonter, is deeply involved in Native American studies.) Alfredo 
and Larry can direct you to your rooms and answer your questions. 


Correspondents should send mail to you at the following address: (your name), St. 
John's College, c/o Bread Loaf, 1160 Camino de la Cruz Blanca, Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501. 


Bread Loaf will have its own office phone, but we have not yet been informed of the 
number. Your own incoming and outgoing calls can be handled on the pay phones located in 
each dormitory. The St. John's College phone number is (505) 982-3691. 


Since there will not be check-cashing services at Bread Loaf/Santa Fe, you should bring 
travellers' checks with you for the summer's expenses. 


Students living at St. John's will be provided weekly with linen (a pillowcase, 2 sheets, 2 
towels, and wash cloth), as well as a pillow and blanket and soap. So, unless for special reasons 
you need more than the above, you won't need to transport those items to Santa Fe. 


There are coin-operated laundry facilities in each of the St. John's dormitories. 


Hotplates, coffee pots, and cooking equipment of all sorts are forbidden in the 
dormitories. 


Health care, except for the most rudimentary sort, will not be available at the St. John's 
campus itself; the nearest hospital is approximately 10 minutes away from St. John's. You 
should definitely have with you at all times your insurance ID card during the Bread Loaf 
session. The enclosed health form should be filled out and brought with you to be turned in to 
the Bread Loaf office upon arrival. 


If you would like a short list of Santa Fe day-care centers, please call Elaine or Betsy at 
the Bread Loaf office, (802) 388-3711, ext. 5418. 


Now for the weather. The most frequent misconception I come across about Santa Fe is 
the idea that since Santa Fe is in the Southwest, it's very, very hot. But Santa Fe is quite 
different geographically and climatically from, say, Phoenix (which is very, very hot). Santa 
Fe is 7000 feet above sea level, and this altitude has several effects. First, especially for the first 
couple of days there, if you exercise strenuously, your lungs will very clearly let you know that 





you are at 7000 feet, with considerably thinner air. You will find, however, that you will 
acclimate fairly quickly to this change in altitude. Second, the thinner air does cause some 
people to sunburn more easily, and local experts (mine is Ken Macrorie) advise wearing hats if 
you're out for long periods of time. Third, although in these Greenhouse Effect days every place 
can be hot, Santa Fe can be cool, even in the summer. Here's a description of the weather 
(quoted from Frommer's Santa Fe, Taos, and Albuquerque, a guide as useful as any other I've 
seen): "Santa Fe is consistently 10 degrees cooler than the nearby desert but gets the same 
sunny skies, averaging more than 300 days of sunshine out of 365. Midsummer (July-August) 
days are dry and sunny (around 80 degrees), with brief afternoon thunderstorms common; 
evenings are typically in the upper 50s." So the common-sense advice is: bring summer clothes, 
but also bring some light wraps (especially, for example, if you plan to attend the Santa Fe 
Opera or other evening events). 


The first meal at St. John's will be dinner on the evening of June 30. Most of you are on 
the meal plan at St. John’s; if you are living off-campus, you may purchase tickets for any 
meals you choose to take at St. John's. Breakfast will be served from 7 to 9, lunch from 11:30 to 
1:00, and dinner from 5:30 to 6:30. There will be one major difference between the arrangement 
of meals at Santa Fe and meals at Vermont and Oxford: Bread Loaf will be sharing the St. 
John's campus with other groups from around the country, so you will have the opportunity, if 
you wish, of meeting and dining with people who aren't spending all their waking hours 
thinking about literature and writing. 


Following dinner the first evening, there will be a short ceremony of welcome presided 
over by John Elder, the on-site director at Santa Fe. John McCardell, the new President of 
Middlebury College, also plans to be present on opening night to welcome you. There will be an 
informal reception after the ceremony, when you will have the opportunity to meet (or re-greet) 
your fellow students and the Bread Loaf faculty. 


The St. John's bookstore has ordered a small number of each book to be used in the Bread 
Loaf courses, but their expectation is that most of you will bring the texts with you. 


There will be a small number of computers (Macs) available for use by students. If you 
wish, you may ship your own computer to St. John's at the following address: St. John's 
Mailing Room, c/o Bread Loaf, 1160 Camino de la Cruz Blanca, Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501. 
(Be sure to display your own name on the outside of the shipping box.) 


St. John's is about 2 miles from the Plaza, the center of Santa Fe. A St. John's van 
makes a round trip to the Plaza every afternoon at no charge. 


There will be public lectures or readings at the School this summer, one given by Tony 
Hillerman, the New Mexico novelist. John Elder and Hertha Wong are working to sign on other 
lecturers and readers, mostly from the Southwest. 


Because of the combination of high enrollments and the large number of small 
seminars, I regret that non-enrolled spouses will not be able to audit Bread Loaf/Santa Fe 
courses this summer; enrolled students will be able to audit only with the instructor's 
permission. 


There are many wonderful things to do in Santa Fe itself. There are museums: the 
Palace of the Governors, the Museum of Fine Arts, the Museum of International Folk Art, the 
Museum of Indian Arts and Culture, the Wheelwright Museum of the American Indian (to go no 
further). The final three of these I've just mentioned are located very near St. John's. 


I would also recommend the galleries in Santa Fe, both those showing contemporary 
art (including the art of Joyce Macrorie, Ken's wife) and those showing Native American 
pottery, weavings, baskets, etc., mainly of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. These 
galleries are bunched in two locations: around the Plaza and along Canyon Road. 








If you're interested in venturing outside Santa Fe (and I strongly urge you to do so), there 
are various options. 


During the summer, St. John's will sponsor its own field trips to various natural and 
cultural sites around Santa Fe. Bread Loaf students are invited along for a small fee, although 
St. John's own students have first priority. (The St. John's itinerary of trips has not yet been 
announced.) 


In addition, John Elder is planning group trips for his "Southwestern Nature Writing" 
class; students not enrolled in that class will be welcome, depending upon available space. 


If you have a car, there are, as I've already mentioned, multiple possibilities for places 
to go--far more than I can list here. Nevertheless, let me name a few. A very nice day-trip could 
take you up north through the Hispanic town of Chimayo, with its beautiful (and fabled) early- 
nineteenth-century church, and then on to Taos (with its own splendid church) and Taos 
Pueblo. Albuquerque, 55 miles south, has far more attractions than you could cover in a single 
day. If you're interested in longer expeditions, perhaps over a weekend, then think of going to 
Acoma Pueblo, west of Albuquerque. You might consider visiting the two most spectacular 
archaeological sites in this part of the world, Mesa Verde and Pueblo Bonito in Chaco Canyon. 
And if you really want to hit the highway, it's possible to go to astonishing Canyon de Chelly, 
the Hopi Pueblos in Arizona, or even the Grand Canyon. (You should read all this advice in the 
context of Lucy's profound conviction that I always try to see too much in too short a time.) 


For more detailed advice about trips out from Santa Fe, long or short, speak wae 
Alfredo, or Ken, or John Elder, or the local people you'll soon start meeting. 


Santa Fe is also famous for its opera and for its Chamber Music Festival. If you are 
interested in attending any of these performances, I would advise calling or writing to make 
reservations; tickets to both are in high demand. 


I will simply curtail my descriptions at this point, so that this letter doesn't get 
impossibly long. I myself regret that I will be joining you in Santa Fe for only about five days. 
With some envy, I wish you a very enjoyable and productive six weeks in Bread Loaf's second 
summer in Santa Fe. 


Best wishes, 


CY pre 
Wa Maddox 
Director 


JHM/elh 
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Bread Loaf School of English 
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PLEASE complete and bring with you 
to Santa Fe to turn in to the Bread 
Loaf office on Registration Day. 





if necessary. 














Name 
LAST FIRST 
Date of Birth: 
Home Address: 
Home Tel: ( ) 





S.S. # 





HEALTH FORM 


INSTRUCTIONS: This form must be completed, signed, and submitted in order for you to attend Middlebury College. The 
information will be held in confidence as part of your health records atthe College. Contents of your health file will not jeopardize 
your admission to Middlebury College. /t is in your interest that your health records be complete. Please attach additional sheets 


Please return the completed forms to the address above. Thank you for your cooperation. 





YES NO YEAR 


PERSONAL HEALTH HISTORY 
Have you ever had or have you now: (Please check and describe at right of each item) 


COMMENTS 


YES NO YEAR 
T 


COMMENTS 









































































































































Migraine | Jaundice or hepatitis l 
Frequent or severe headache | Rectal disease —_ | 
Fainting spells Kidney or bladder infection ie IL 
| Taa 
Concussion or severe head injury [ Kidney stone a 
Albumin or blood in urine 
Head or neck x-rays or ke 
radiation treatments L A Mother used D.E.S. during Fili HI 
Sinusitis pregnancy with you S ie | 
T i to 
Hearing loss Abnormal pap smear | i i L 
Other ear, nose & throat trouble | Fibrocystic breasts a 
=! 
Eye trouble other than for glasses Bone, joint, or other deformity 
Asthma Shoulder dislocation 
7 
Cigarette or other tobacco use | Knee problems | 
r Ta 
Pneumonia Recurrent back pain 
4 $- Jes m 
Chronic Cough Neck and/or back injury 
Tumor or Cancer Broken bones I 
+ 4- 1 + = JL Ju 
High blood pressure Swollen or painful joints 
: l | 
Rheumatic fever | Arthritis, rheumatism or bursitis E 
Heart Trouble Paralysis 
4 
Tuberculosis or positive TB test Diabetes or sugar in urine 
Pain or pressure in chest | | Thyroid trouble | 
Lyme Disease Skin disease 
Cogenital heart disease Pilonidal cyst IL 
: =e 2 : ih aj fi 
Mitral valve prolapse | Epilepsy or seizure disorder | 
Elevated cholestrol | Malaria m 
T aT in 
Blood disorders | Mononucleosis L =| 
Anemia Learning disability 
[a za 
Shortness of breath Obesity | a) 
Severe or recurrent abdominal pain Positive HIV Antibody test/AIDS 
Hernia Vegetarian M 
Ulcer (duodenal or stomach) IL Chronic Fatigue Syndrome | Hi 
Irritable bowel syndrome Eating disorder ir | 
Inflammatory bowel Problems with alcohol or drug use eels | 
Lactose intoleran | Serious depression 
ose intolerance Ie p 
Self-induced vomiting | Excessive worry or anxiety 
Gall bladder trouble or gallstones Sexually transmitted diseases L 

















Please check each item "YES" or "NO." 
For every item checked "YES," please explain fully in blank space on right 





YES NO 


aie 
ay 
Ore 


LIU 
Eao 
Ee 


LO 
ae 
EE 


Have you ever experienced adverse If yes, please explain fully: type of reaction, your age when the reaction 


reactions (hypersensitivity, allergies, occurred, and how often the experience has occurred.) 
upset stomach, rash, hives, etc.) to: 


Penicillin 





Sulfa 





Other antibiotics 


(Name: ==) 
Aspirin 











Codeine 














Other pain relievers 
(Name: 





Horse serum 





Local anesthetics 








Other drugs, medicines, chemicals 
(Name: 








YES NO 


ae 
EC 
Ee) 
CC 
Eie 
OE 
Eo 


Are you allergic to: 
































Foods (please list) Name of allergist: 

Stinging insects (please specify Address: 

Molds, pollen 

Animals (please specify) Telephone: ( L 

Other (please specify) Date series begun: 

Do you receive allergy desensitization injections? Please describe any adverse reactions to these injections: 


Do you wish to continue allergy desensitization injections 
at Middlebury College Health Center? If so, please 
supply the information in the right-hand column. 














—Please bring your serum with you, along with complete directions and a schedule for the injections— 





YES NO 


m 


Do you use medicine regularly? Please list any drugs, medicines, chemicals, vitamins and minerals (both 
prescription and non-prescription) you use and indicate how often you use them. We recommend that you 
bring what you anticipate needing. 


(Name) 





(Name) 





(Name) 

















Please indicate year for any of the following childhood illnesses you have experienced: 


Chickenpox Measles Rubella (German Measles) 


Diphtheria Mumps Scarlet Fever 








YES NO 

[| ia Have you ever had any problems for which 
you have received counseling or psycho- 
therapy? If so, please describe. 

















YES NO 

[_] C] Have you ever been a patient in any type of 
hospital? (If yes, specify when, where and 
diagnosis.) 











YES NO 

[_] C] Have you had any operations? (If yes, 
please describe and give year in which 
they were performed.) 











YES NO 

[_] C] Have you ever had any serious illnesses 
or injuries other than those already noted? 
(If yes, specify when and where and give 
details.) 














YES NO 
[] m Do you use corrective eyewear? Please copy your prescription(s) here: 


Eyeglasses: prescription: 





Contact lenses: prescription: 





Note: We recommend that you bring an extra pair. 





Has any blood relative of yours had any of the following? 












































































































YES NO RELATIONSHIP YES NO RELATIONSHIP 
Diabetes [ Depression | | P A 
High blood pressure m Other serious illness (specify): 
Stroke l 
Cancer (Type: ) an | ree 
Heart attack before age 55 If either parent or any sibling is 
: | deceased, please list relation- 
Cholesterol or blood fat disorder ll ship to you, age at death, and 
Alcoholism a = cause of death. 
Sickle cell anemia M 
Glaucoma 
IMMUNIZATIONS 
VACCIINE TYPE MONTH, DAY & YEAR FOR EACH DOSE Ha 
DPT or Td (Diphtheria, Pertussis, Tetanus ! 2 2 $ T 2 BOOSTER 
or Tetanus, Diphtheria) 
Polio - not required after 18th birthday 
Measles (red_or hard measles) Vaccine Date: / / 
check type: LJ Live [L Killed* [1 Unknown Titer Date: / / 
*reimmunization required Disease Date: / / 

Rubella (3-day or German measles) Vaccine Date: / / 

Titer Date: / / 

Disease Date: / / 

Result: Was disease diagnosed by a physician? 





Measles and rubella vaccine - must be repeated if administered before first birthday. 














Have you ever had to discontinue study or restrict activities because of physical or nervous disturbances? If yes, explain fully. 








Have you ever had any limitation placed on the amount and type of physical exercise? If yes, explain fully 








SOURCES OF HEALTH CARE 
Please list the names, addresses, and telephone numbers of physicians, psychologists, or other health caregivers you now consult. 























Name Field Name Field 
Address Address 

City, State City, State 

Tel. ( ) Tel. ( ) 








HEALTH INSURANCE COVERAGE 
Please list below any current insurance coverage such as Blue Cross/Blue Shield, public assistance, or private insurance. 


INSURANCE COMPANY ADDRESS GROUP/POLICY NUMBER 











EMERGENCY NOTIFICATION 






































In case of emergency please notify: In case of emergency please notify: 

Name Name 

Relationship Relationship 

Street Street 

City State City, State 
Zip Telephone ( ) Zip Telephone ( ) 

Work Telephone ( ) Work Telephone ( ) 











My signature below indicates that: 

e | consent to medical and nursing treatment by the staff at the Health Center. 

e the information on this form is correct and complete to the best of my knowledge. 
e | understand that Middlebury College views my health as chiefly my responsibility. 


e If | require services, prescriptions, or referrals beyond the primary care services available at Parton Health Center, | shall assume 
the financial responsibility or negotiate satisfactory arrangements with the caregiver. 


e | hereby authorize the release of any information on file pertaining to my condition of health. | understand that my contacts with 
health and counseling services are held in confidence but that confidentiality may be broken if my life or that of any other 
person is in danger. 





DATE SIGNATURE OF STUDENT 








DATE SIGNATURE OF PARENT OR GUARDIAN 
(required if student is not yet 18 years old or if insurance listed 
above is in parent's or guardian's name) 


IF YOU HAVE ANY QUESTIONS, CALL THE HEALTH CENTER AT 388-3711, ext. 5135 





Bread Loaf School of English 
Middlebury College 
Middlebury VT 05753 


ACCIDENT INSURANCE 





Middlebury College does not provide sickness insurance, but does 
automatically provide accident insurance for students while they are 
enrolled in the summer session. 


Boston Mutual Life Insurance Company will pay for the expense of treating 
injuries up to a total of $2,000 for any one accident. The company will cover 
the first $100 of an accident. Claims in excess of $100 will be paid only to 
the extent that they are not payable under the terms of other policies 
covering the student. 


Covered treatment includes x-rays, laboratory tests, surgery, physician’s 
visits, nursing care, hospital care and treatment, and prescription drugs. 
The expense for dental treatment of injuries to sound natural teeth is 
limited to $1,000. 


Claims: In the event of accident, claims should be reported to Boston Mutual 
Life Insurance Company, Claims Division, 120 Royall Street, Canton MA 
02021 within 30 days from the date of the accident. Medical bills must be 
submitted within 90 days from date of treatment. Claim forms are available 
from the Parton Health Center, Middlebury College (802-388-3711, Ext. 
5135). If you have any questions concerning the limitations and exclusions of 
this plan or filing a claim, please contact Walter W. Sussenguth and 
Associates, the plan administrator at the above address, or use the toll-free 
number: 1-800-669-2668, Ext. 445. 


The insurance will be effective for the periods indicated below: 


English School, Vermont 23 June - 8 August 1992 

English School at Lincoln College, 29 June - 8 August 1992 
Oxford* 

English School at Santa Fe 30 June - 13 August 1992 


“Under Britain's medical program, you must have medical coverage to meet 
the treatment of medical conditions and problems you have on arrival in 
Britain. National Health will, at the discretion of our doctor, meet expenses 
of emergencies encountered during the summer. Expenses of hospitalization 
are paid by National Health under normal circumstances. Be sure to bring 
your medical insurance forms for claiming expenses under your own medical 
insurance plan. 








Airport Departures buses depart from in front of the terminal 


in the area of Southwest Airlines at the 
ground level. Call us at 243-3244 from 
inside the terminal if you have a problem 
or look for our representative in the ‘red 
jacket" in the airport terminal. 


Santa Fe board outside of the front door of all 


downtown hotels. 


Departures ask your bellman for more information. 


Times may vary according to hotel. Call for 
information. 


Ticket Purchases are from the driver. We accept cash and 


travelers checks. Call our office about 
fares. Correct change will facilitate loading 
and departure. Tickets are also available 
from travel agents. 


' Baggage two bags and a carry on are allowed, for 


info. on larger bags, pets, express, etc. 
call our office. 


No Shows reservations will be cancelled auto- 


matically 5 minutes prior to departure. 


Office/Reservations 8:00AM - 5:00PM every day, for 


reservations call 505/982-4311. For after 
hours reservations listen for instructions 
on recording. 


Close/Late Flights notify us and we 4 wait 10 minutes for you. 
Drop Off Points at the airport, and most downtown hotels 


of your choice. 


Other Services Charter buses, Tours, Opera Shuttle, Ski 


Shuttle. Call us. 
SHUTTLEJACK, Inc 


P.O. Box 5793, Santa Fe, New Mexico 87502 


Service for the hotels listed below is provided for hotel guests 
ONLY and are subject to confirmation by telephone prior to 
pick up. Local residents should use the Inn at Loretto or 
Eldorado for pick up or drop off. Many other hotels are 
served please call our office for information. 


Hotel 


Pick Up Time Board Location 


Cerrillos Road Motels 35 min. prior to schedule outside main entrance 


Budget Inn 
Hotel Santa Fe 


20 min. prior to schedule outside main entrance 
20 min. prior to schedule outside main entrance 


Inn of the Governors 20 min. prior to schedule under drive thru, Alameda St. 


St. Francis Hotel 20 min. prior to schedule outside main entrance 
La Fonda Hotel 45 min. prior to schedule at entrance to parking lot 
Inn on the Anasazi 45 min. prior to schedule outside main entrance 
Hotel Plaza Real 15 min. prior to schedule outside main entrance 
La Posada 45 min. prior to schedule outside main entrance 


Innon the Alameda 15 min. prior to schedule outside main entrance 


Desert inn 
Inn at Loretto 
Hilton 
Eldorado 


Santa Fe Motel 


departs from Inn at Loretto departs from Inn at Loretto 


SCHEDULED TIME outside main entrance 
departs from Eldorado Hotel departs from Eldorado Hotel 
SCHEDULED TIME outside main entrance 
PLUS 5 MINUTES 


schedule time plus 10 min. Cerrillos Road curbside 


If for any reason you are not picked up within ten minutes of YOUR scheduled time 
please call our office IMMEDIATELY at 982-4311. 








SHUTTLEJACK NON-STOP 
SERVICE FROM DOWNTOWN 
SANTA FE TO ALB. AIRPORT 


e 20 Schedules every day, 7 days a week. 

e Convenient pickup and dropoff at downtown 
Santa Fe hotels. ° Guaranteed reservations 
e Clean, fast and comfortable 
air-conditioned coaches. 


In the past 18 years, we've shuttled over three million people between 
Santa Fe hotels and the Alouquerque Airport. Our customers know that the 
guaranteed seating and downtown convenience of Shuttlejack make driving 
your own car to the airport a waste of time and money. 

So this year when you fly out of Albuquerque—or when your friends fly to 
viist-don't drive yourself, hop the Shuttlejack! 


SHUTTLE 
JACK 


Schedule . 
NON-STOP SERVICE BE TWEEN SANTA FE AND ALB. AIRPORT 


5:00AM 11:00AM 5:35PM 6:50AM 2:00PM 8:15PM 
7:00AM 1:15PM * 8:30PM 8:55AM 3:25PM *10:15PM 
9:00AM *1:55PM "41:10AM 5:30PM 
“9:45AM 3:30PM 11:55AM *6:45PM 
Santa Fe pickups: Inn at Loretto, at schedule. Eldorado Hotel, Schedule plus 5 
minutes. Other hotels at request. Reservations required to guarantee seating. 
Driving time 70 minutes. We accept cash and travelers checks. 





SEXUAL HARASSMENT 


Sexual harassment is a violation of an individual's basic civil rights and will not be tolerated by 
Middlebury College. Sexual harassment is against the law and violates Middlebury College's Policy. 

Middlebury College's Harassment Policy Statement (1992) prohibits harassment based on sex, sexual 
orientation, race, religion, national origin, age or physical ability. This policy states: 

"As an educational institution, Middlebury College is committed to maintaining a campus environment 
where bigotry and intolerance, including discrimination on the basis of sex, sexual orientation, race, ethnicity, 
religious beliefs, physical ability or age have no place, and where any form of coercion or harassment that insults 
the dignity of others and interferes with their freedom to learn or work is unacceptable. Harassment, as defined 
below, is antithetical to the mission of this College. In addition, many forms of harassment have been 
recognized as violations of the civil rights laws by the Federal Courts, by the U.S. Equal Employment 
Commission, by the State of Vermont and by the U.S. Department of Education. 

Middlebury College defines harassment as verbal or physical conduct which on the basis of sex, sexual 
orientation, race, religion, national origin, age or physical ability has the purpose or effect, from the point of 
view of a reasonable person, either of interfering with an individual's educational or work performance or of 
creating an intimidating, hostile or offensive educational, work or living environment. Harassment includes such 
conduct specifically directed at an individual or a small group of individuals and expresses hatred or contempt on 
the basis of stereotyped group characteristics or because of a person's identification with a particular group. 
Harassment also includes violence in word or deed or attempts to incite violence directed against members of these 
groups because of their group identification. In addition, harassment may include repeated slurs, or taunts in the 
guise of a joke, or disparaging references to others, when such conduct is based on sex, sexual orientation, race, 
ethnic origin, religion, physical ability or age. 

With specific reference to sexual harassment, in addition to conduct which creates a hostile 
environment, sexual harassment includes what a reasonable person would judge to be unwelcome sexual advances 
or requests for sexual favors which explicitly or implicitly affect educational or employment decisions concerning 
an individual. Those in positions of authority must recognize that in their relationships with subordinates and 
students there is always an element of unequal power. It is incumbent upon those with authority not to abuse the 
power with which they have been entrusted. 

Moreover, Middlebury College embraces the ethical standard set forth by the American Association of 
University Professors, which holds that a professor, in order to encourage the free pursuit of learning, must avoid 
any exploitation of students for his/her private advantage. Accordingly, faculty and staff members should be 
awatie that romantic and sexual involvements with students ever whom they have direct or indirect authority are 
discouraged by Middlebury College, even though such involvements need not always constitute a form of sexual 
harassment. 

Middlebury College recognizes that the protection of free and open speech and the open exchange of 
ideas is essential to any academic or artistic community, crucial for the activities of scholars and artists. It is, 
therefore, an important element in the "reasonable person standard" to be used in judging whether harassment has 
occurred. This harassment policy statement is meant neither to proscribe nor to inhibit discussions, in or out of 
the classroom, of complex, controversial or sensitive matters, including sex, sexual orientation, race, ethnicity, 
religious orientation, age or physical ability, when in the judgement of a reasonable person they arise 
appropriately and with respect for the dignity of others. Middlebury College is a community of learners and as 
such recognizes and affirms that free and honest intellectual inquiry, debate, and constructive dialogue are vital to 
the academic mission of the College and must be protected even when the views expressed are unpopular or 
controversial. Middlebury College also recognizes, however, that verbal conduct can be used specifically to 
intimidate or coerce and to inhibit genuine discourse, free inquiry and learning. Such abuses are unacceptable. If 
someone believes that another's speech or writing is offensive, wrong or hurtful, he or she is encouraged to 
express that judgement in the exercise of his or her own freedom of speech or to seek redress when appropriate. 

Middlebury College maintains that all members of its community have the right to participate in the life 
of the College without harassment or intimidation. The College remains firmly committed to protecting these 
rights for all members of the College community.” 

It is important to recognize that both men and women are affected by and can be the recipients of sexual 
harassment. Sexual harassment can occur between a faculty member and a student, a supervisor and a student 
employee, an adviser and a student, a staff person and a student, or between two students. Sexual harassment may 
also occur between a supervisor and an employee, two members of the staff, two members of the faculty, or a 
faculty member and a staff person. Sexual harassment may also involve groups of people. 

Examples of possible sexual harassment include, but are not limited to, the following: 


- repeated homophobic graffiti on an individual's message board 

- intrusive questions about one’s personal life 

- intimidation, hostility, or condescension which is based on a person's gender or sexual orientation 
- repeated slurs, taunts, or humiliating jokes when such conduct is based on sex or sexual orientation 
- repeated requests for socializing when a person has indicated he/she is not interested 














- unwanted physical contact such as touching, pinching, brushing up against, patting or rubbing a 
traditionally sexual part of a person's body 
- trapping a person or in some way blocking movement 
- demands or requests for sexual favors accompanied by threats about grades, recommendations, or your job. 
- promises of preferential treatment in exchange for sex 
- touching a person on a traditionally non-sexual part of the body after that person has indicated no desire 
for such physical contact 
- continuing to write suggestive notes or letters after being informed they are unwelcome 
- harassment, or retaliation of any kind for having previously filed a complaint 
What you can do to protect yourself: 
- Be sure the harasser knows you do not welcome this treatment 
and be clear about your limits: say "no" or “stop” 
- Avoid answering personal questions 
- Document where, when, and how you are being harassed 
Often sexual harassment issues can be resolved in an informal manner by verbally setting limits with the 
harasser or writing a limit-setting letter to the harasser. If this response doesn't stop the unwanted behavior or if 
you would like to speak with someone for advice, or to make a complaint, and if you are a College employee or a 
student during the academic year, you may bring your concern to: 
Shirley Fisler - Director of Human Resources 
Extension 5465 


Ann Hanson - Dean of Students 
Extension 5382 


Edward Martin - Professor of English 
Extension 5297 
If you are a student or employee at the Bread Loaf School of English, you may contact: 
Dixie Goswami - Director and Coordinator in the Program in Writing 
Extension 58 


Richard Brodhead - Professor of English 
388-4889 

if you are a studeni or empioyee ai the Language Sciwols, you may bring your coimplaini io: 
Shirley Fisler - Director of Human Resources 


Extension 5465 


Ann Hanson - Dean of Students 

Extension 5382 
NOTE: At the Language Schools, many different cultures are represented, each with its own patterns of personal 
behavior. Cultural differences do not excuse inappropriate or offensive behavior; they do call for particular 
awareness of and sensitivity to other people's rights and dignity. 

Each of the people mentioned above has been designated to listen to sexual harassment concerns and 
advise you. If you are a student, other resources on campus are: The Counseling Service, Parton Health Center, the 
nurse at Bread Loaf, the College Chaplain, or the Director of Health Education. Your discussions with any of these 
resource people will be confidential and will not necessarily commit you to further action. If you are an employee, 
you may also contact the Human Resources Department, your supervisor, or your department chairperson. 

Many forms of sexual harassment also violate Federal and State Laws. You may also contact the Civil 
Rights Division of the Attorney General's Office in Vermont at 828-3171 and you may contact the Regional 
Office of the U.S. Department of Education Office for Civil Rights in Boston, MA at (617) 223-9662 for advice 
and support. If you are an employee, an additional resource is the district Equal Employment Opportunity 
Commission office at (617) 565-3200. If you choose to contact one of these offices, your conversations will be 
confidential and will not commit you to further action unless you choose to file a complaint with one of these 
offices. 


You have a right to be treated with respect and dignity as an employee or student at 
Middlebury College. 


NOTE: For a full statement of College policy and options available within the College for resolving a 
complaint, see the College Handbook. Copies of the College Handbook are available at the Office of Health 
Education, Carr Hall or the Dean of Students’ Office, Old Chapel. 


Revised 4/92 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 


MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
To Faculty, Staff, and Students at the Bread Loaf School of English: 


We write to you concerning the Human Immunodeficiency Virus (HIV) 
which causes the Acquired Immunodeficiency Syndrome (AIDS). Recent 
statistics show a significant increase nationally in the number of AIDS 
cases reported in the past year. In addition, recent statistics from the 
Center for Disease Control indicate that over 206,000 Americans now have 
AIDS and that many more have been infected by the virus (HIV). Most of 
these people do not know they are carriers. The AIDS epidemic continues 
to be of concern nationally and, therefore, it must also concern each of us at 
Middlebury. Members of our community have received treatment for the 
virus which causes AIDS. 


We believe it is important that you understand what resources are available 
on campus in the areas of education, diagnosis, treatment, and support. 
We also believe it is important that we inform you of the policy guidelines at 
Middlebury. 


The American College Health Association (ACHA) provides a series of 
guidelines for college policy based on facts from the best recent medical data 
available. Middlebury College has used those guidelines and adapted them 
to our particular needs. 


ACHA recommends that colleges not adopt blanket policies concerning 
individuals with AIDS or AIDS-related conditions. Rather, it suggests that 
certain guidelines be followed and that the college analyze and respond to 
each case individually. Middlebury College has established a committee of 
three people whose responsibility it is to do this. For the 1992 school year 
these individuals are: 


1) Ruth K. Grant, M.D., College Physician 

2) Gary Margolis, Ph.D., Director of Counseling and Human 
Relations 

3) Kathleen Ready,MSN, Head Nurse 


In order to provide essential medical support, appropriate health and 
hygiene counseling and related assistance, any member of the community 
who has tested positive for HIV or who has AIDS or an AIDS-related 
condition are strongly recommended to consult with either the College 
Health Center or their own physician. In addition, individuals who are 
HIV positive or who have AIDS, are asked to consult with one of the 
individuals named above. Responses to such occurrences will be guided 
both by Middlebury's commitment to the protection of individual rights, 








including confidentiality, and by necessary consideration of the community 
public health interest. 


If you think you may have been exposed to AIDS or have symptoms of 
AIDS, we strongly urge you to make contact with the college Health Center. 
Through the Health Center you will receive information, evaluation, 
counseling and support, and education regarding testing options. 
Confidentiality is maintained in accordance with laws governing the 
privacy of medical information. 


It is important that we all be acquainted with the latest information 
concerning AIDS. We strongly urge each of you to read the enclosed 
handout which contains guidelines for handling blood and body fluids, 
and information on HIV, which everyone needs to know. Additional 
information phamplets, such as AIDS...What Everyone Should Know and 
Make Sex Safer pamphlets, and free condoms are available to all members 
of the community at the Parton Health Center in the waiting room, and in 
the stairwell on the east end of Carr Hall and at Cornwall Infirmry.If you 
have any questions regarding AIDS or HIV, we encourage you to speak to a 
nurse at the Cornwall Infirmy. Or if you prefer to speak with a resource 
outside of the College, we encourage you to call the toll-free hotline at the 
Vermont Health Department (1-800-882-AIDS). This information is free 
and calls are confidential. 


Remember studies and guidelines from the Center for Disease Control and 
the Public Health Service indicate that individuais with AIDS or AIDS- 


rel ndition not pose a health risk to others through casual 
ntact. Available evidence indicates that AIDS is transmitted onl 
intimate sexual cont. r xposure to contaminated blood. 
Sincerely, 
\ ae 
WEN MAk ang qe sae C y A a JEN 
Yonna McShane , MEd. Ruth K. Grant, M.D. 
Health Educator Medical Center Director 
Counseling and Human Relations Parton Health Center 


fickle LAA Pad y I 
Kathleen Ready. MSN z 


Head Nurse 
Parton Health Center 








AIDS AND HIV - WHAT WE ALL NEED TO KNOW 


AIDS and the HIV infection does not discriminate based on sex, sexual 
orientation, race, socio-economic class, etc. Many men and women who 
are HIV positive do not realize that they are carrying the virus because it is 
not unusual for individuals to remain symptom free for many years. 
However, people who have the HIV infection can transmit the virus to 
others even if they have no symptoms. HIV can be transmitted by semen, 
blood, blood products, and vaginal and cervical secretions. Theoretically , 
the virus is contained in other body fluids, however, whether or not it is 
present in sufficient amount to transmit the infection is unclear. You can 
reduce your risks of being infected by HIV if you: 


1. Make well informed and safe choices about sexual activity. 
If you do not, have vaginal, anal, or oral sexual intercourse, 
you will be providing yourself with excellent protection 
against the sexual transmission of HIV. 


2. Always use safe sex practices if you are engaging in sexual 
activity involving intercourse and take precautions with 
every partner. Communicate assertively with your sexual 
partner and always use latex condoms when engaging in 
intercourse. Spermicides containing nonoxynal-9 may 
increase the protection provided by a condom. Latex squares 
or dental dams are rubber devices that may be used during 
oral intercourse. The level of protection this practice 
provides is not known, but it is logical to assume that this 
may reduce the risk of acquiring HIV if they are used 
properly and consistently. 


3. Separate alcohol and drug use from sexual activity. Having 
sex when you are drunk or drugged, often results in not 
practicing safer sex. Alcohol and drugs impair cognitive 
function, making adequate decision making more difficult. 
They also make communicating more difficult. 


4. Never share needles or engage in any other activity which 
may result in exposure to blood. (see the other side of this 
handout for more information on blood precautions). 


Remember your behavior determines your risk for acquiring HIV. If you do 
not engage in risky behavior, you greatly reduce your risk of infection. 


Remember studies and guidelines from the Center for Disease Control and 


the Public Health Service indicate that individuals with the HIV infection or 
AIDS do not pose a health risk to others through casual contact. 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE HIV TASK FORCE 
GUIDELINES FOR HANDLING BLOOD AND BODY FLUIDS 





"Guidelines for Handling Blood and Body Fluids" refers to the 
"Universal Precautions" measures one takes to prevent the transmission of 
bloodborne diseases such as hepatitis B and HIV. They are called 
universal because they are recommended whenever there is potential 
exposure to blood or body fluids of another individual whose infection 
status is most likely unknown. 


Bloodborne diseases can be transmitted from an infected individual to 
another when there is sufficient contact between the infected individual's 
blood, semen, vaginal secretions, or blood-containing fluid and another's 
non-intact skin or mucous membranes. These diseases can also be 
transmitted through a puncture wound with a contaminated needle or sharp 
object. Middlebury College therefore recommends the following for the 
handling of blood and body fluids: 


ito Barrier methods such as gloves are strongly recommended whenever 
someone is at risk for direct exposure to another individual's blood 
or body fluids. The Health Center will provide gloves to anyone 
who requests them, free of charge. Members of the custodial staff 
should wear latex gloves when cleaning bathrooms. The custodial 
staff should disinfect reuseable gloves after contact with blood or 
body fluids. 


N 


Good handwashing is important after any potential contact with blood 
or body fluids, even if gloves are worn. If you get blood or 

body fluids on your skin, wash well with copious amounts of soap 

and water. If you come into direct contact with blood or body 
fluids, we recommend speaking with a nurse at the Health Center. 


3} Procedures for the decontamination of environmental surfaces and 
objects soiled by blood or body fluids should be adopted and 
implemented. The Public Health Service recommends the cleaning of 
contaminated surfaces with a household bleach (Clorox) and freshly 
diluted hO moa lO Omeainmwal Gene 


Students should contact the custodial staff at ext. 5243 to clean 
any blood spills, rather than attempting to clean it themselves. 
If it is after-hours or on the weekend, Campus Security should be 
contacted. 


4. Extreme caution should be exercised in disposing of needles. Students 
and employees may obtain an infectious waste container from the 
Health Center, if needed. 


So Laboratory courses requiring exposure to blood such as finger pricks 
for blood typing or examination should use disposable equipment. 
No lancets or blood-letting devices should be reused or shared. 


6. No student is required to obtain or process the blood of others. 


Ta Implements that may become contaminated with blood such as razors, 
toothbrushes, or tweezers should never be shared by individuals. 
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MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
May 15, 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf School of English Student: 


On December 12, 1989, President Bush signed into law the Drug-Free Schools and 
Communities Act Amendment (Public Law 101-226). This legislation requires colleges and 
universities to distribute to all students information concerning drugs and alcohol. I am 
therefore enclosing for your information the booklet "Drugs, Alcohol, and You--Your 
Accountability and Responsibility at Middlebury College." This booklet contains information 
relevant to all students. 


The materials contained in this publication do not represent any shift in Middlebury 
College's drug and alcohol policy. This publication does, however, contain updated 
information regarding State and Federal laws regulating drug and alcohol use, sale, etc. The 
most significant change in Vermont state law regarding alcohol is reflected in new, stricter 
D.W.I. laws. 


Students at Oxford and at Santa Fe, of course, are subject to the laws of the United 
Kingdom and New Mexico, respectively. 


It is important that you as a student of Middlebury College be up-to-date regarding the 
College Drug and Alcohol Policy and be aware of pertinent State and Federal laws prohibiting 
illegal possession, use, sale and distribution of drugs and alcohol, and the legal sanctions 
associated with a conviction. Because drug and alcohol abuse is also a health issue, it is 
important that all students know where confidential medical and psychological help is 
available for those who need it. 


I urge you to read the attached booklet in its entirety. 


Sincereiy, 


Zo i 
Ch Vali 
JA be ¢ 

James H. Maddox 


Director, Bread Loaf School of 
English 
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Middlebury College is deeply concerned about illegal drug use and alcohol abuse in our society and in our 
community. The College regards illegal drug use and alcohol abuse as a problem which can affect the entire College 
community. It is important that you as a member of the Middlebury community to be aware of the College drug 
and alcohol policy as well as pertinent State and Federal laws. It is also important that all members of our 
community know where help is available for those who need it. 


There are a number of State and Federal laws prohibiting the possession, use, sale, and distribution of illicit drugs 
such as marijuana, cocaine, L.S.D., crack, heroin, etc. Legal sanctions for conviction include: required community 
service, significant fines, and lengthy imprisonment. For example, in the State of Vermont, a first time offense for 
the possession of less than two ounces of marijuana carries a penalty of up to a 5500 fine and six months’ 
imprisonment; the unlawful sale of less than one-half ounce of marijuana carries a penalty of up to a $10,000 fine 
and two years of imprisonment. The unlawful possession of cocaine in the amount of less than 2.5 grams carries a 
penalty of up to a $2,000 fine and one year imprisonment. The distribution of cocaine in an amount less than 2.5 
grams can result in a penalty of $75,000 fine and 3 years’ imprisonment.* 

(*See appendix for more information regarding State and Federal sanctions.) 

It is important to note that because of new Federal regulations, if you are prosecuted and found guilty of a drug 
charge, your Federal Aid grants may be jeopardized. In addition, a felony conviction from a drug charge will prohibit 
entry into some professions. 


Alcohol is a drug and for many in our community it is an illegal drug. It is illegal in the State of Vermont for 

people under the age of 21 years to possess or drink alcoholic beverages. It is also illegal to misrepresent one's age 

in order to obtain alcoholic beverages, and to supply or sell alcoholic beverages to someone under the age of 21 

years. The following are pertinent Vermont laws pertaining to alcohol: 

DWI 

23 VS 1201 (a) (1): A person shall not operate, attempt to operate, or be in actual physical control of any 
vehicle on a highway while there is .08 percent or more by weight of alcohol in his blood 
as shown by analysis of his breath or blood: or 

(2): under the influence of intoxicating liquor; or 
(3): under the influence of any other drug or the combined influence of alcohol and any other 

drug to a degree which renders him incapable of driving safely. 
PENALTY: Ist offense: 90 days loss of license; fined not less than S200 nor more than 
$750 or imprisoned not more than 2 years: or both 

PERSONS UNDER 18 YRS: ALCOHOL CONCENTRATION OF 0.02 or MORE 

15 23 VSA 1216: A person under the age of 18 who operates, attempts to operate or is in actual physical 
control of a vehicle on a highway when the person's alcohol concentration is .02 or more 
commits a civil traffic violation subject to the jurisdiction of the traffic bureau. 
PENALTY: No fine or points are assessed for a violation of this section, rather the 
offender's license to operate is suspended until an alcohol and driving education program 
has been completed. A second offense requires alcohol screening and satisfactory 
completion of a therapy program. The person is also subject to recall of his provisional 
license for violation of this section 

FURNISHING ALCOHOL TO MINOR 

7 VSA 658: A person who sells or furnishes a minor malt or vinous beverages or spirituous liquors 
shall be fined not less than $200 nor more than $1,000 or imprisoned not more than two 
years; or both. 

POSSESSION OF ALCOHOL BY MINOR/MINORS MISREPRESENTING AGE TO PROCURE OR POSSESS 
LI R 

7 VSA 657: A minor who falsely misrepresents his age for the purpose of procuring or who procures 
malt or vinous beverages or spirituous liquors from any licensee, state liquor agency, or 
other person or persons or who possesses malt vinous beverages or spirituous liquor for 
the purpose of consumption by himself or other minors, except in the regular 
performance of his duties as an employce of a licensee licensed to sell alcohol liquor, 
shall be fined not more than $500 or imprisoned not more than 30 days; or both. 

ADULT IDENTIFICATION CARDS 

7 VSA 669: Any person who misrepresents his age, or practices any deceit in the procurement of an 
adult identification card, or uses or exhibits for the purpose of obtaining alcoholic 











3 
beverages the identification care of another person or one which has been forged or altered; 
any person who loans or transfers his identification card to another for use in procurement 
of alcoholic beverages shall be guilty of a misdemeanor and shall be fined S50, which fine 
shall not be suspended. 

Issues of civil liability also arise if you serve alcoholic beverages to a minor or to a person who is apparently under 
the influence of an intoxicant. "You are liable” means "you are legally responsible". For example, if you supply 
alcoholic beverages to an underage person and then there is an accident, you may be held liable for damages. Where 
significant property destruction, serious injury, or death results, damages can amount to enormous monetary 
settlements. 


MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE DRUG AND ALCOHOL POLICY 

Middlebury College opposes the illegal possession, distribution, and consumption of alcohol and the 
possession, manufacture, distribution and use of illegal drugs. The College also opposes the possession and use of 
prescription drugs by persons for purposes other than those prescribed by a licensed physician. Drugs other than 
those prescribed by a licensed physician for legitimate health purposes may not be used or stored on College 
property. 

Students of Middlebury College, including the Bread Loaf School of English and the Language Schools, are 
subject to the College Drug and Alcohol Policy and rules and regulations while on College premises or College- 
related premises or when involved with off-campus college-sponsored events or off-campus events sponsored by 
registered college organizations. In assigning sanctions for violation of College policy, the circumstance 
surrounding the offense and the severity of the incident and any prior disciplinary history for the individuals involved 
will be taken into consideration. 

The College campus, including the Bread Loaf campus, is subject to Local, State, and Federal laws 
concerning the possession, use, distribution and manufacture of drugs including alcohol. Students must be aware of 
and abide by these laws or face the possibility of legal prosecution. Middlebury College opposes the use of illegal 
drugs and does not provide students with a haven from the law. The College will not inhibit the legal prosecution of 
any member of the College community who violates Local, State, or Federal law. Law enforcement officers, when 
in possession of the proper documents, have a legal right to search any and all buildings on the campus without 
prior notice. The College also reserves the right to furnish the police with information regarding illegal activities. 


DISCIPLINARY RESPONSE: 

At Middlebury College those students found selling, manufacturing, or in possession of drugs in amounts that 
indicate drug sales or distribution will face penalties ranging from suspension to expulsion from school. Students or 
organizations found illegally selling, manufacturing, or distributing alcohol will face disciplinary action up to and 
including possible expulsion. Those students using illegal drugs, or in possession of amounts which appear to 
constitute "personal use” will face penalties ranging from official warning to indefinite suspension. The illegal use 
of alcohol will result in penalties ranging from warning to indefinite suspension. Involvement with or dependency 
upon drugs or excessive or illegal use of alcohol will also be vicwed by the College as a health concern as well as a 
disciplinary matter. In these cases a drug/alcohol assessment will be required at our Center for Counseling and 
Human Relations or with an off-campus specialist. In addition, in instances where a student's name occurs 
repeatedly in connection with a drug or alcohol problem, even though no concrete evidence or direct witness is 
involved, a Dean will contact the student and meet with him or her. In these instances: 

1) students may be encouraged or required to undergo a drug/alcohol evaluation; 

2) if applicable, a student's parents or guardian may be notified of concerns about a student's drug or alcohol 
problem. In disciplinary situations and the situations of concer mentioned above, a student may be required to 
withdraw from the College until successful resolution of the problem is documented to the satisfaction of the 
College. 

HEALTH RISKS AND OTHER EFFECTS 

The non-medical use of drugs and the abuse of alcohol is clearly antithetical to physical and mental development. 
Research and clinical observation indicate that drug and alcohol abuse can lead to a lack of motivation, lowered 
academic performance, antisocial behavior, and serious chemical dependency. Such abuse can be life-threatening. 
Even early on in an abuse pattern a drug, including alcohol, can place a person at risk for committing acts he/she 
would normally never do. For example, in the United States alcohol is linked to 1/3 of all suicides and 1/2 of all 
homicides, and approximately 50% of all convicted criminals report that they were under the influence of alcohol 
when they committed the crime. In addition, an estimated 60% of child and spousal abuse and 41% of assaults are 








drug-related. It is estimated that 75% of rapists and 55% of their victims were impaired due to drug-alcohol usage at 
the time of the rape. 

Drug and alcohol consumption causes a number of marked changes in behavior and perception, which can 
place a person at increased risk for accident resulting in bodily harm. 

In regard to alcohol consumption, even low dosages significantly impair the judgment and coordination 
required to drive a car safely or perform other tasks in a safe manner. For example, in the United States alcohol is 
linked to 1/2 of all automobile fatalities, 60% of motorcycle fatalities, 60% of all fatal falls and 70% of all drowning 
deaths. Moderate to high doses of alcohol causes marked impairments in higher mental functions, severely altering a 
person's ability to learn and remember information. Very high doses cause respiratory depression and death. If 
combined with other central nervous system depressants such as some seizure medication, antihistamines, sleeping 
pills, etc., much lower doses of alcohol will produce the effects just described. 

Repeated use of alcohol and other drugs can lead to chemical dependency. When dependency has occurred, 
sudden cessation of intake is likely to produce a varicty of withdrawal symptoms including anxiety, irritability , 
insomnia, tremors,, hallucinations, convulsion, etc. Student withdrawal from some drugs, including alcohol, can be 
life-threatening. 

Drug and alcohol use has significant effects on the body. The long-term consumption of drugs and/or alcohol 
will lead to a general deterioration of health. The following are just some of the serious physical consequences: heart 
disease and failure; liver disease including hepatitis and cirrhosis; gastrointestinal disorders; cancer of the lungs, 
pancreas, esophagus, stomach and mouth; respiratory disorders including pneumonia and chronic bronchitis; 
malnutrition; high blood pressure; 
impotence; agitation and high anxiety; depression; perforation of the nasal septum; brain damage. 

Drug and/or alcohol use impairs judgment, reasoning, and communication. When judgement is impaired, 
students can be placed in a situation which can increase the risk of date rape and also the risk of contracting sexually 
transmitted diseases including the HIV virus which causes AIDS. Drug and alcohol use can also impair the 
functioning of the immune system which increases a person's susceptibility to contracting the AIDS virus if 
exposed.Drug and/or alcohol use during pregnancy can cause severe birth defects including physical abnormalities, 
deafness, mental retardation, and malformed brains. In addition, many babies are born with addictions to substances 
their mothers use. 

For more specific information regarding illicit and frequently abused prescription drugs, see the Appendix. 


Students who are concerned about their own or a friend's use of alcohol or drugs are encouraged to seek assistance 
through Middlebury's Counseling and Human Relations Services or the Parton Health Center, both located in Carr 
Hall. Bread Loaf students may also seek medical consultation through the Comwall Infirmary on the Bread Loaf 
campus. Professional staff are available twenty-four hours a day to provide care and treatment for individuals related 
to the use of alcohol and drugs. Members of the Counseling and Human Relations Services and Parton Health 
Center provide supportive counseling in addition to psychological and medical evaluations on a confidential basis. 
They help students to identify and understand the signs and behaviors associated with substance abuse, including 
usage patterns, motivations and negative consequences. They can also provide useful information for evaluating and 
confronting a friend about the use of alcohol and drugs. Also available is referral information about community 
resources including private counselors, self-help groups, and comprehensive treatment facilities. Services provided 
by the Health Center, the Cornwall Infirmary and Counseling Services are confidential. Emergency medical 
treatment can be provided by the Health Center or Porter Medical Center. 

The Director of Health Education provides educational materials for individuals and programs for the 
College community that address the many issues surrounding alcohol and drugs. The Office of Health Education is 
also located in Carr Hall. 

Alcoholics Anonymous, Narcotics Anonymous, Al-Anon, and Adult Children of Alcoholics groups meet 
regularly in Middlebury and welcome student participation. A listing of meeting times and locations is available 
through the Office of Health Education, Parton Health Center, Center for Counseling and Human Relations and the 
Cornwall Infirmary. 


Middlebury College believes that drug and alcohol problems affect our entire community and that each of us has a 
responsibility to help safeguard the community health by respecting College policy and intervening in situations of 
abuse. Any member of the College community having knowledge of the possession or use of illegal drugs by an 
individual on campus is urged to confront the person and encourage the individual who is using illegal drugs or 
abusing alcohol to seek counseling and/or medical assistance. All members of the community are asked to help 
protect the community health by informing appropriate College staff members of instances of drug dealing. 





APPENDIX 


Drugs: 





The State of Vermont Statutes cover a wide range of drug offenses, including the 
possession, cultivation or manufacture, sale, delivery, and the sale or delivery of 


drugs on school grounds (elementary, secondary or vocational schools). 


Among other 


provisions the State laws create the following maximum sentences TOR Ita Si POE MISIeIS}. 


Drugs 


Marijuana 
Possession - less than 2 oz. 
PEO ONS en ONGC) 
i Ube to LO dios, 
LO osc Ose meee 


Sale - Mesisn tava ly/s2enoZye 
L/2 @Z5 to 1 ip. 
Lo Dd. Oi more 
Cocaine 
Possession - less than 2.5 grams 


ome rans COROA 
L Oza tO L Wo. 
L loo 0r more 


Sale or delivery - 
less than 2.5 grams 
D5 me rans OE I Oc 
L O25 OR MORC 


RONDE 
Possession - less than 400 micrograms 
400 micrograms to 
4,000 micrograms 
4,000 micrograms to 
40,000 micrograms 
40,000 micrograms or more 
Sale - less than 400 micrograms 
400 micrograms to 
4,000 micrograms 
4,000 micrograms or more 


Heroin 
Possession - less than 200 milligrams 
200 milligrams to 1 gram 
1 gram to 2 grams 
2 grams or more 


Sale - 


less than 200 milligrams 
200 milligrams to 1 gram 
l gram or more 


Penalties 


$500 fine and/or 6 months imprisonment 
$10,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$10,000 fine and/or 2 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$75,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 3 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonmen 


$100,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$250,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$1,000,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonmen 





Second offenses, 





Appendix (Con't) 


Depressants, Stimulants, and Narcotic Drugs 
Possession - less than 100 times the 

recommended individual 

therapeutic dosage 

100 to 1,000 times the 

recommended individual 

therapeutic dosage 

1,000 to 10,000 times 

the recommended individual 

therapeutic dosage 

10,000 times or more 

the recommended individual 

therapeutic dosage 





Sale - less than 100 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 

100 to 1,000 times the 
recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 

1,000 times or more 

the recommended individual 
therapeutic dosage 


Hallucinogens other than L.S.D. 
Possession - less than 10 doses 

10 to 100 doses 

100 to 1,000 doses 

1,000 doses or more 


Sale - less than 10 doses 
10 to 100 doses 
100 or more doses 





All Drugs other than Marijuana 
Manufacture or cultivation 


sanctions. 


(other than Heroin and Cocaine) 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 


$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 


$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 


$500,000 fine and/or 20 years imprisonment 


$2,000 fine and/or 1 year imprisonment 
$25,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


$25,000 fine and/or 5 years imprisonment 
$100,000 fine and/or 10 years imprisonment 
$500,000 fine and/or 15 years imprisonment 


Maximum penalty $1,000,000 fine 
and/or 20 years imprisonment 


selling to minors, or selling on school property carry more severe 





Controlled Substances - Uses £ Effects 


CSA SCHEDULES OTHER NAMES USES Physical Psychological EFFECTS OVERDOSE SYNDROME * 


NARCOTICS 





Opium (NV ea oe Analgesic, antidiarrheal High High Yes 3-6 Saa 

Morphine A Hae en Analgesic, antitussive High High Yes 3-6 ee Pee oy! See Watery eyes, 
Codeine Y | peehesean Ace, Porn wicodeine. Analgesic, antitussive Moderate Moderate Yes 3-6 injected respiratory eating: yawning, 
Heroin Meccan None High High Ves) 986 Red etetecs aes ava, mai S 
Hydromorphone Il Dilaudid Analgesic High High Yes 3-6 ee nausea Scents kai tremors, panic, 
Meperidine (Pethidine) II Mepergan Analgesic High High vee T Oral semps evesa 
Methadone TA = Analgesic High = High-Low Yes l2 Pe sweatigg 
Other Narcotics | I MILIV V Seseoher Fentanyl Darvon, Lomotl, alvin’ ee’ High-Low High-Low Yes Variable 2g 








DEPRESSANTS 





Chloral Hydrate IV Noctec g Hypnotic Moderate Moderate Yes 5-8 Oral a 
à RRE, -a n, Amytal, Butisol, Fiorinal, Lotusate, ~Anasthetic, anticonvulsant, sedative, z re A a Slurred speech, Shallow Anxiety, 
Barbiturates IIV Nembutal, Seconal, Tuinal, Phenobarbital Lr Pee euthanasia agent High-Mod. High-Mod. Yes 1-16 Oral E respiration, insomnia, 
: . ivan, Dalmane, Diazepam, Librium, Xanax, Serax, Valium ntlanxi fy iconvulsant, 
Benzodiazepines IV Tranxexe,, Verstran, Versed, Halcion, Paxipam, Restoril sedative, hypnotic Low Low Yes 4-8 Oral drunken clammy skin, tremors, 
: —_fanxere,, Tersan, ese en eee ee : - behavior dilated pupils, delirium, 
Methaqualone | ers =- = Sedative, hypnotic High High. Yes 4-8 Oni without odor of weak and convulsions, 
a: 3 3 ; rapid pulse, ossible death 
Glutethimide _ WY erie = Sedative, hypnotic High __— Moderate Yes 4-8 Oral alcohol bats P 
Miltown, Noludar, Antianxiety, sedative, Mi 
Other Depressants _IIIIV_piacigyi, vaimia hypnotic Moderate Moderate Yes 4-8 Oral possiblesdeat 













e, Flake, Sniffed, smoked, 































£ Cocaine’ — w, Crack __ ste a P 2 Local anesthetic Possible High : Yes 1-2 injected Increased alertness Agitation Apathy, 

. , Delcobese, Desoxyn, Attention deficit disorders, p 3 Oral, 7 sia A t A 
Amphetamines Me V aa Possible High Yes 2-4 Feed excitation, euphoria, increase in body ai) porode 
Ph 7 ll J 3 ; d ~ Oral, increased pulse rate temperature, _ of steep, 

_Phenmetrazine Ml Predin ă  ă = Weightcontroli_ _—_ Possible High Yes 2-4 injected & blood pressure, hallucinations, irritability, 
; pay Attention deficit disorders, Š f Oral, insomnia, convulsions, depression, 
_ Methylphenidate _ -Il Riain eae Re e Possible ___ Moderate Wes Se injected loss of appetite possible death disorientation 
Other Stimulants II IV Sanorex, Tenuate, Tepanil, Prelu-2 ` ; Weight control Possible High Yes 2-4 real 
| Acid, 
LSD Microdot None ____None __ Unknown Yes G12 on 
. Mexc, Buttons, os EE oe. a Eag ao a 
Mescaline and Peyote _ | Cactus a A === Nome a None Unknown Yes 8-12 Oral Illusions and Longer Withdrawal 
Win re 2,5-DMA, PMA, STP, MDA, , — 2 ee ee a ee pee oe Se ee Ol Bere ger, 
Amphetamine Variants | MDMA, TMA, DOM, DOB i None i Unknown Unknown Yes Variable injected nallucnatione, more menie naom f 
sh -i PCP, Angel Dust, Du a ca eee ke ~~ — Smoked, oral, POOr perception rip” episodes, not reporte! 
M Ms ____None Unknown High Yes Days  injeaed —— oftime psychosis, 
i PCE, PCPy, fo See cos Te es Ska ; i i 
Phencyclidine Analogues | tcp P None Ua High yas Days Stea oral, and distance possible death 










z : Smoked, oral, 
Possible Variable inoctod, sniffed 





| Bufotenine, Ibogaine, DMT, 
bin, Psi 


Other Hallucinogens DET, Psilo 


CANNABIS 


None Unknown 

































rij i 7 
Marjyapa E ; THC = chemothe = ~ Unknown __ Moderate __ ne Euphoria, Fatigue, Insomnia, 
Tetrahydrocannabinol | Il Marinol ee tee Unknown Moderate Yes 2-4 relaxed inhibitions, paranoia, hyperactivity, and 

i a Sel as aoa ann a STIOKad Smee tucreased appetite: possible psychosis decreased appetite 
eS o | Hash = Nonok. SS TRI Unknown Moderate Yes 24 sae = disoriented oy occasionally 
Hashish Oil l Hash Oil None Unknown Moderate Yes 2-4 Smoked, behavior reported 





'Designated a narcotic under the CSA. “Not designated a narcotic under the CSA. 






















































































Federal Trafficking Penalties As of November 18, 1988 
cs | PENN uam DRUG | PENALTY 
li Ti = <a" } | | E = a fae] ie eena oe EE ji 
| | 2nd Offense | 1st Offense Ee E Po ny Quantity 1st Offense | 2nd Offense | 
Ee | 10-99 gmor | |100 gm or more | | 
| | { | { 
| | SiS METHAMPHETAMINE &" $8 a er | O 
| | | 
| 100-999 gm 1 kg or more | j 
| Not baie! 10 | Notless than 5 Ne HEROIN mixture] Not less than 10 Notless than 20 
years. Not more years. Not more 7 = — N N 
| 7 years. Not more years. Not more 
than life. than 40 years, J000-4.999 gm 5 kg or more : 
i | y mixture | COCAINE mixture nee INKS, artes 
Ley eal ne eae | If death or serious Eka = co as ara a If death or serious | If death or serious | 
| y RENIE injury, not less J> j | 50 gm or more Ų injury, notless injury, not less | 
| than life. | than 20 years. Not a | COCAIN E BASE mixture] than 20 years. Not | than life. | 
\ and | more than life. 6.99 gm or T [100 gm or more) More than life. | | 
| f 100-999 gm | or 1 kg or more lee | 
| Fine of not ee Fine of not more fro. | PCP | © catty Fine ofnotmore | Fineofnotmore | 
Wo] than $4 mi teme than $2 million l f than $4 million than $8 million | 
| | individual, individual, $5 J 1-10 gm | LSD | 10 gm or more individual, $10 individual, $20 | 
| $10 million other million other than {mixture | | mixture f million other than | million other than | 
| | than individual. individual. l i individual Windividualk | 
40-399 gm | |400 gm or more | | 
ee | FENTANYL | mixture | | 
T ff | | 
10-99 gm | | 100 gm or more | 
{Ra FENTANYL ANALOGUE xe | | 
| Drug | Quantity | First Offense | Second Offense | 
| | | Not more than 20 years. | Not more than 30 years. 
| Others? | Any | If death or serious injury, not less than 20 years, not more than life. | If death or serious injury, life. 
| | | Fine $1 million individual, $5 million not individual. | Fine $2 million individual, $10 million not individual. 
i + | 
| | | H 
| | An | Not more than 5 years. TÝ: | Not more than 10 years. 
Me All | Y | Fine not more than $250,000 individual, $1 million not individual. | Fine not more than $500,000 individual, $2 million not individual. | 
Not more than 3 years. Not more than 6 years. | 
An i | 
CN Al | Y | Fine not more than $250,000 individual, $1 million not individual. | Fine not more than $500,000 individual, $2 million not individual, | 
| | ntl al | ae | Not more than 1 year. | Not more than 2 years. 


| Fine not more than $100,000 individual, $250,000 not individual. | Fine not more than $200,000 individual, $500,000 not individual. 


| ‘Law as originally enacted states 100 gm. Congress requested to make technical correction to 1 kg. ?Does not include marijuana, hashish, or hash oil. (See separate chart.) 


Federal Trafficking Penalties - Marijuana As of November 18, 1988 

















Quantity | Description | First Offense | Second Offense 
| | Not less than 10 years, not more than life. | Not less than 20 years, not more than life. 
| 1,000 kg Marijuana lf death or serious injury, not less than 20 | If death or serious injury, not less than life. | 
| or.more; or Mixture containing years, not more than life. Fine not more than $8 million individual, 
| 1,000 or more | detectable quantity’ Fine not more than $4 million individual, $20 million other than individual. | 
_ plants $10 million other than individual. 
100 kg Not less than 5 years, not more than 40 Not less than 10 years, not more than life. 
to 1,000 kg; Marijuana years. E If death or serious injury, not less than life. 
| or 100-999 S If death or serious injury, not less than 20 | Fine not more than $4 million individual, 
| plants MERU CONTENIR years, not more than life. $10 million other than individual. 
| detectable quantity” Fine not more than $2 million individual, 
| | $5 million other than individual. 














| Less than 


| 10kg Hashish 





_ Less than 1 kg 


ee oe S 
(Marijuana is a Schedule | Controlled Substance) 


| Less than z: 
ean Marijuana 


Hashish Oil 





Not more than 5 years. 
Fine not more than $250,000, 
$1 million other than individual. 


“Includes Hashish and Hashish Oll 


Not more than 10 years. 
Fine $500,000 individual, 
$2 million other than individual 











| 50 to 100k Marijuana Not more than 20 years. Not more than 30 years. 

e 2 £ Ju If death or serious injury, not less than 20 | If death or serious injury, life. 

| ; years, not more than life. Fine $2 million individual, 

| 10to 100kg Hashish Fine $1 million individual, $10 million other than individual. 

| | ; ; $5 million other than individual. i 
| 1 to 100 kg Hashish Oil | 
| 50-99 plants Marijuana | 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 | 


Bread Loaf School of English June 9, 1992 


Dear 


The opening of Bread Loaf at Santa Fe is just three weeks away. I'm writing now to 
convey how very much I look forward to working with you this summer, as well as to invite you 
and your husband to a cocktail party for faculty on Tuesday, June 30th. This event will be held 
from 4:00 to 5:30 in the Fireside Lounge on the second floor of the St. John's College Student 
Building. Following the party, you are also invited to dinner, served from 5:30 to 6:30 in the 
College Dining Hall, one floor down. Then, at 7:00, there will be a brief opening ceremony for 
the entire School of English in the Great Hall of the same building. After welcoming remarks 
by President John McCardell of Middlebury College and myself, the formal part of the program 
will be ended and the assembled Bread Loaf community will adjourn for refreshments at the 
back of the Great Hall. While one can of course make no meteorological guarantees, it's worth 
noting that just as ice was clinking into the glasses at last year's reception, an extraordinarily 
vivid sunset washed through the windows and balcony of the Great Hall, ratifying the choice 
to found this new branch of the School of English in northern New Mexico. 


As you make your arrangements for a summer of living and teaching in Santa Fe, please 
let me know if I may offer any assistance--or simply advice, based on my own family’s 
experience out there in '92. My number at Middlebury College is 802/388-3711, ext. 5710. I do 
check phone-mail, in case you miss me and would like to leave a message. 802/453-3625 is my | 
home number; evenings are the best bet there. I'll also be eager to help in any way I can once | 
we're all in New Mexico, as will our two superb staff members, Alfredo Lujan and Larry Abbott. 
Alfredo and Larry will be moving onto the St. John's campus a couple of days in advance of 
registration. We think that the Bread Loaf/Santa Fe office will have its phone hooked up on 
June 26th, and that number will be 505/984-0754. 


While there will be numerous lectures, receptions, and outings during the summer, I 
might just mention one other event in this letter. On August 13th we will conclude the term with 
our Graduation Banquet and Ceremonies. If you own academic regalia, please bring them with 
you for the Graduation. Otherwise, the School of English will arrange to rent them for you. 


Best wishes, and see you soon! 


Sincerely, 


John Elder 
On-Site Director 
bee: Jim Maddox Bread Loaf/Santa Fe 
John McCardell | 





The Bread Loaf School of English 
of Middlebury College, Vermont 


is pleased to announce the establishment of the 


Gates Foundation Scholarships 


for Secondary School Teachers of English from Colorado 


Full tuition grants available 
to attend the Bread Loaf School of English Program 
at St. John's College in Santa Fe, New Mexico 
June 30 - August 13, 1992 


Accepted students will enroll in one course in writing or the teaching of writing and 
one course in literature. Additional financial aid toward room and board may be l 
available from Middlebury College if need is established. Credits earned through the 
Bread Loaf School of English can be applied toward the Master of Arts degree in 
English and are generally transferable to other institutions. Financial assistance is 
also available for subsequent summers of study at the School of English in | 
Vermont, Oxford, or Santa Fe. 


For a detailed description of the Bread Loaf programs 
and application materials for the Gates Foundation Awards, 
please write or call: 

The Bread Loaf School of English - GF 
Tilden House 
Middlebury College 
Middlebury, Vermont 05753-6115 
(802) 388-3711 x. 5418 





5 June 1992 


Dear Professor: 
Re: Classroom support 


During the summer, you may find that you and your students need to have access to library 
materials which are not immediately at hand in Sante Fe. If you will let me know what 
you need, we will do all that we can to send books from Starr Library at Middlebury 
College for your use at St. John’s. 


The ae of the Middlebury College Library is available through the Internet: 
140.233.1.90 
You may also direct dial the catalog at: 
388-3789 (300, 1200 baud) 
388-3781 (300, 1200 baud; choice of Academic Computing or Library) 
to review Middlebury holdings. 


Our usual procedure is to mail or UPS materials to Sante Fe. They should arrive within a 
few days, but since it is now June, and each day of the short, summer term is precious, we 
need to know as soon as possible what you might require. We can also provide copies of 
journal articles, or other material. Please contact me directly for help in locating material. 
With good wishes for a productive, satisfying summer. 


Sincerely, 


Judy Watts 
Davison Librarian 


(802) 388-3711, ext. 5499 
FAX: (802) 388-3467 


watts@myriad.lib.middlebury.edu 





4 March 1992 
Dear Bread Loaf/Santa Fe Faculty Member: 


In this our second summer in Santa Fe, we are still in the process of feeling our way into 
policies. In Vermont, we encourage students, already taking two courses, to audit a third if they 
desire. At Oxford, on the other hand, because of the tutorial system, auditing is not really 
possible. In Santa Fe, I am inclined to encourage auditing if the students wish to sit in 
on a third course. But In Santa Fe, the classroom norm will be the twice-weekly seminar rather 
than the five-day class (which is the Vermont norm), and I know that some professors prefer 
not to have auditors in their seminars. 


So I am writing to ask whether you are willing to accept a small number of auditors in 
your course(s). As a rule, we will limit Bread Loaf/Santa Fe courses to 15 regular students, with 
the possibility of a small number of auditors--perhaps 3 or 4. Could you let me know if this is 
not a desirable policy for you? It will of course be perfectly fine with me if you want no 
auditors at all: that is entirely your prerogative. But we do get inquiries on this point, and I 
need information to pass along to the students. 


Naturally, if you do accept auditors, you have complete freedom to define what an 
auditor is: someone who is seen but not heard; someone who is a full participant in class but 
who is not graded; etc. 


If you do not want any auditors in your course(s), please scribble a few words to that 


effect in a note to us, or call the Bread Loaf office at 802- 388-3711, ext. 5418. Otherwise, we will 
assume that a few auditors may attend your courses. 


Sincerely, 


James Maddox 
Director 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English June 30, 1992 


Dear New Bread Loaf Student: 


Since you are spending your first summer at the Bread Loaf School of English, it might 
be helpful in allaying any anxieties to inform you, as I have the faculty, what grades are alleged 
to mean at Bread Loaf. 





Grade Description 

A+, A An extraordinary or even superlative achievement. 

A- A distinguished performance at the Master's level. 
Excellent work. 

B+ Very good work. 

B Good, competent achievement. 

B- Passing work. 

C An unsatisfactory performance. i 

F Fails to complete work of the course or fails to respond 
to the opportunity and responsibility of membership 
in the class. 


If for whatever reason you are disappointed with the results of your first papers, please 
don't get discouraged. See your instructor. As a second-best choice, see the Director. First 
papers of first-year students are no indication of any final assessment. 


Just as important as the grade is the assessment each instructor will place in your file. 
These detailed comments will become part of a Bread Loaf letter of recommendation, should 
you ever request one from the School. Please note that certain faculty members will withhold 
this written assessment if you do not waive your right to read the comments. Many faculty 
members, however, write these assessments regardless of whether or not you sign the waiver. 
The decision whether or not to sign the waiver form is of course your own. 


Sincerely, 





A APE 


James H. Maddox 
Director 
JHM/ese 


| 
| 
i 
| 
| 

















MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
June 30, 1992 
Dear Colleague: 


This letter is addressed to all Bread Loaf faculty. A variant of this letter will be familiar 
to returning colleagues, but it would be nice if you would refresh your memory about our 
grading strategies anyway. 


Your grading at Bread Loaf should in general reflect the grading you do at your home 
institution for students in a Master’s program. In general, grades from A (or, in very 
exceptional cases, A+) to A- should indicate a distinguished performance. Grades from B+ to B- 
cover a fairly broad range, from quite good work (B+) to passing but undistinguished 
performance. Grades from B+ to B- cover a fairly broad range, from quite good work (B+) to 
passing but undistinguished work (B-). C is a grade for work that does not merit a pass. F is for a 
total failure in the course, usually reflecting a failure to finish the work. 


Final grades at Bread Loaf in recent years suggest that as a normal expectation, at least 
half of them will be B+ or better. First-year students do not always do as well as their more 
experienced Bread Loaf peers, but many surprise us in impressive ways. 


More important than the grades on the transcript are the comments I ask you to write 
on each student at the time you submit your grades. These judgments become a part of the 
School's records and are helpful in determining whether to readmit a student and, probably 
more importantly, in the preparation of letters of recommendation, a massive number of 
which we write for the students every year. I attach a statement of School policy regarding 
these comments since they are included under the Family Education Rights and Privacy Acts of 
1974. 


Some kind of early paper could help spot trouble - a weak student, a miscalculation in 
the demands of the course, etc. Most members of the faculty in literature assign a six- to eight- 
page paper due about July 15; another about July 29. That observation carries nothing 
prescriptive about it. 


We have in recent summers become plagued with late papers and excuses for extensions. 
It’s probably a good idea to announce your policy on due dates early on. Community casualness 
in regard to deadlines can create problems you don’t need in August. On behalf of the students, I 
ask please that any papers not ready by the end of classes be given to Alfredo and Larry for 
mailing if the student has left before Commencement. All comment cards must be turned in 
prior to your departure. I think the obligation of the faculty here is clear. 


Most students at Bread Loaf should achieve a grade of B without difficulty. Clearly the 
crucial grade is B-. If a weak first-year student has made good progress and you believe that he 
or she could become a Master’s candidate at Bread Loaf, it is reasonable to give a grade of B-. If 
returning students have in your judgment been done a disservice by being reaccepted, please do 
not make the problem of termination more difficult by awarding B’s when they should not be 
encouraged to continue. Think of yourself and your next summer’s colleagues. 








B- is a probationary grade. This grade is your recommendation that a student be 
readmitted the following summer on probation. If he or she then fails to achieve B or better in 
both courses, we will not readmit. A Bread Loaf faculty member can no longer in this age of 
academic litigation give a student a passing grade and then suggest in confidence that I not 
readmit her or him. You can, of course, recommend, but I have little choice but to readmit on 
probation. If the School faces the problem of the marginal student early in his or her Bread 
Loaf career, we (I, you, he and she) can be spared much anguish at Commencement time. 


Enclosed is a list of first-year students. Please give them a particularly careful scrutiny 
for their sake and yours. 


John Elder or I, of course, will be glad to discuss with you problems of student workload, 
grading, and standards of the School. 


Sincerely, 
eal Araddess 


James H. Maddox 
Director 


JHM/ese 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 
24 July 1992 
To: Bread Loaf Students 
From: Jim Maddox FF ge Pr cctilaze 
Subject: Independent Reading Projects 


If you wish to undertake an Independent Reading Project over the academic year 
1992-93, please read the following guidelines carefully. You might also consult the current 
Bread Loaf bulletin, pp. 6-7. 


The Independent Reading Project is not a guided reading program undertaken with a 
member of the Bread Loaf faculty as a literary correspondence course. The IRP involves a great 
deal of original scholarship on the student's part, with faculty supervision only at the 
beginning and end of the project. The initial consultation about the IRP is therefore of very 
great importance. 


The IRP should be considered an extension and intensification of work in a field that 
the student has already explored in a Bread Loaf course; the IRP is intended, therefore, to 
involve the kind of focused work and scholarship usually required for an M.A. thesis. 


You should consult your instructor in the course from which your project takes its 
impetus in order to assure that the project is a responsible one and that you have received some 
guidance in shaping a thesis and selecting manageable primary texts and major secondary 
sources. If you have taken a course in a prior year and received an A- or higher from the 
instructor not now on the faculty, you should consult with a faculty member currently teaching 
in that area. 


Before arranging an appointment with a faculty member, prepare a draft of your 
proposed subject and a list of the primary texts and secondary sources you intend to explore. 
Your instructor will assist you in focusing your subject or will suggest additional readings, but 
you should not expect him or her to devise the project for you. 


When you and your instructor have reached agreement on the proposed topic, you 
should compose a two-page prospectus; ask the instructor to sign the prospectus, then turn it in 
to the Bread Loaf office. These arrangements must be completed by Friday, August 7. This 
procedure verifies that the faculty member has reviewed the topic and finds that it is one that 
could be managed in an essay of approximately 30 pages. It does not mean that the instructor 
will provide any further advice during the subsequent academic year or accepts any 
responsibility for reading it the following summer. 


I will review your proposal in the fall after your grade in the course and your faculty’s 
comments have been recorded. I will approve your project only if your grade is high enough (A- 
or better) to suggest that you can undertake the project on your own with every expectation of 


Success. 








You should not solicit further guidance from any faculty member after the Bread Loaf 
session. I will be happy to discuss any problems that arise as you begin writing, especially if 
your thesis changes direction or moves to a more precise focus after you have completed your 


reading. 


You must submit by April 1, 1993, a draft of your project as well as a report on any 
changes in your reading list; send this draft to Elaine Hall at the Bread Loaf office. 
(Incidentally, since the entire process from this stage onward involves essentially the multiple 
revision of drafts, you would be best advised to locate a word-processor you can use if you don't 
already have one.) If the project appears to be developing satisfactorily, you will at that time be 
enrolled in the IRP for the coming summer session and charged for a third course (unless the 
IRP is to be considered as one of your two courses for the summer.) The IRP has the same cost as 
a normal Bread Loaf course. 


On registration day, you must submit a revised draft of your project to the Bread Loaf 
office. I will then forward a draft to the member of the 1993 faculty who will serve as your 
reader. If you do not submit a draft, your project will be automatically canceled and you will 
receive a refund if you were taking it as a third course. If you continue, you will work with your 
reader during the course of the summer to revise and refine the project and to incorporate the 
faculty member's suggestions into the work. This may involve some additional reading, but the 
major emphasis will be on the revision of what you have already written. Your final grade for 
the project will be determined by the faculty reader. As with all courses at Bread Loaf, your 
grade must be a B- or better to earn three credits. 




















MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 
MIDDLEBURY, VERMONT 05753 
(802) 388-3711 


Bread Loaf School of English 


24 July 1992 
To: Bread Loaf Students 
From: Jim Maddox ae fra cedex. 
Subject: Independent Reading Projects 


If you wish to undertake an Independent Reading Project over the academic year 
1992-93, please read the following guidelines carefully. You might also consult the current 
Bread Loaf bulletin, pp. 6-7. 


The Independent Reading Project is not a guided reading program undertaken with a 
member of the Bread Loaf faculty as a literary correspondence course. The IRP involves a great 
deal of original scholarship on the student’s part, with faculty supervision only at the 
beginning and end of the project. The initial consultation about the IRP is therefore of very 
great importance. 


The IRP should be considered an extension and intensification of work in a field that 
the student has already explored in a Bread Loaf course; the IRP is intended, therefore, to 
involve the kind of focused work and scholarship usually required for an M.A. thesis. ' 


You should consult your instructor in the course from which your project takes its 
impetus in order to assure that the project is a responsible one and that you have received some 
guidance in shaping a thesis and selecting manageable primary texts and major secondary 
sources. If you have taken a course in a prior year and received an A- or higher from the 
instructor not now on the faculty, you should consult with a faculty member currently teaching 
in that area. | 


Before arranging an appointment with a faculty member, prepare a draft of your 
proposed subject and a list of the primary texts and secondary sources you intend to explore. 
Your instructor will assist you in focusing your subject or will suggest additional readings, but 
you should not expect him or her to devise the project for you. 


When you and your instructor have reached agreement on the proposed topic, you 
should compose a two-page prospectus; ask the instructor to sign the prospectus, then turn it in 
to the Bread Loaf office. These arrangements must be completed by Friday, August 7. This 
procedure verifies that the faculty member has reviewed the topic and finds that it is one that 
could be managed in an essay of approximately 30 pages. It does not mean that the instructor 
will provide any further advice during the subsequent academic year or accepts any 
responsibility for reading it the following summer. 


I will review your proposal in the fall after your grade in the course and your faculty’s | 
comments have been recorded. I will approve your project only if your grade is high enough (A- | 
or better) to suggest that you can undertake the project on your own with every expectation of 
SUCCESS. 








You should not solicit further guidance from any faculty member after the Bread Loaf 
session. I will be happy to discuss any problems that arise as you begin writing, especially if 
your thesis changes direction or moves to a more precise focus after you have completed your 
reading. 


You must submit by April 1, 1993, a draft of your project as well as a report on any 
changes in your reading list; send this draft to Elaine Hall at the Bread Loaf office. 
(Incidentally, since the entire process from this stage onward involves essentially the multiple 
revision of drafts, you would be best advised to locate a word-processor you can use if you don’t 
already have one.) If the project appears to be developing satisfactorily, you will at that time be 
enrolled in the IRP for the coming summer session and charged for a third course (unless the 
IRP is to be considered as one of your two courses for the summer.) The IRP has the same cost as 
a normal Bread Loaf course. 


On registration day, you must submit a revised draft of your project to the Bread Loaf 
office. I will then forward a draft to the member of the 1993 faculty who will serve as your 
reader. If you do not submit a draft, your project will be automatically canceled and you will 
receive a refund if you were taking it as a third course. If you continue, you will work with your 
reader during the course of the summer to revise and refine the project and to incorporate the 
faculty member's suggestions into the work. This may involve some additional reading, but the 
major emphasis will be on the revision of what you have already written. Your final grade for 
the project will be determined by the faculty reader. As with all courses at Bread Loaf, your 
grade must be a B- or better to earn three credits. 











BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 
Santa Fe 


August 1, 1992 





Dear Bread Loaf Student: 


I'd be very grateful for your assessment of Bread Loaf, Santa Fe 1992: the program, the faculty, 
and life at St. John’s. Please mention what went well and what did not; very importantly, please give a 
frank assessment of the faculty and your courses. Since this is only the second summer in Santa Fe, I will 
read your comments with special interest, since I recognize that there may still be some oversights or 
other glitches. Thank you in advance for any comments you contribute. 


Sincerely, 


James Maddox 


1. Evaluation of faculty and courses: 


2. Do you have any observations on the different directions of the curriculum of Bread Loaf 
(writing, literature)? Did you find these different directions a difficulty? A blessing? 


3. What are your assessments of the non-academic aspects of this summer's experience (social, domestic, | 
etc.)? 








4. Recommendations: 


Name (optional) 





Santa Fe Statistics 





Alyssa Acito 
Melissa Averett 
William Bain 

David Bower 
Beverly Busching 
Gwendolyn Carter 
Lynda Clark 
Heather Clay 

Karen Cole 

Shasta Darlington 
Kathleen Deviny 
Elizabeth Duvivier 
Theodore Goodrich 
Renee Gould 
Katherine Harding 
Dianne Harper 
Susan Hawley 
Christa Hawryluk 
Leslie Haynes 
Eric Holowacz 
Edward Kloman 
Edward Linton 


D 


Clifford Martin 


Stanley McGowin 
Catherine McGrady 
Charlesi Mink m 
Judy Nordstrom 
Karen O'Brien 
Willow Older 
Carol Peeples 
Erin Purcell 
James Quinn 
Orianne Reich 
Clayton Rowley 
Ines Schaefer 
Tracy Schlapp 
Bruce Scott 
Monika Seidendorf 
Jason Silverman 
Elizabeth Sowell 
Amy Stern 

Keith Stumbaugh 
Kerstin Will 

Kim Will 

Jay Wood 


NEW STUDENTS 


BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 
SANTA FE 
1992 





Bread Loaf School of English, Santa Fe 
1992 


Named Scholarships 


Reginald and Juanita Cook Scholarship: Thomas McKenna 
Pauline Feicht Decker Memorial Scholarship: Alex & Peter Southworth 
Kathleen Downey Memorial Scholarship: Heather Carson 
Laurence B. Holland Memorial Scholarship: Bradford Czepiel 
John M. Kirk, Jr. Memorial Scholarship: Linda Linssen 
Lucy & Wylie Sypher Scholarship: Rock Emmert 
Ruth Walzer Memorial Scholarship: David Perry 
Raymond Waldron Scholarship: Loretta Brady 
Charlie Orr Memorial Scholarship: Timothy Pratt 
Clemson/Bread Loaf Grants: David Bower 

Loretta Brady 

Clayton Rowley 


Bread Loaf Teacher-Research Awards: Kevin Groppe 
Leslie Haynes 





BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH, SANTA FE 
1992 


GENERAL STATISTICS 


Total student enrollment 
Men students 


Student attendance by states: 
(according to applications) 





Women students 


Alaska Former students 

Arizona New students 

California 

Colorado Number of courses 
Connecticut Total number of faculty 
Florida Teaching one course 
Georgia 

Hawaii Cancellations 

Iowa 

Indiana M.A. degree recipients 
Kentucky M.Litt. degree recipients 
Maine M.M.L. degree recipients 
Maryland 

Massachusetts IL Students - financial aid 
Minnesota 


New Hampshire 
New Mexico 


New York Candidates for 
North Carolina Undergraduates 
Ohio Continuing Education 
Pennsylvania Undesignated 
South Carolina 
Texas Off-campus students 
Vermont 
Virginia Pre-1987 B.A. or B.S. degree 
Wyoming 
Rhode Island Average age of students 
Washington Median age of students 
Washington DC Under 21 

D5) 
Germany 3 26-30 
Spain 1 81535 
United Kingdom iL 36-40 

41-50 


(29 states represented 
and 3 foreign countries) 
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Candidates for M.A 
Candidates! fom M. LCi 
M.M 


51 and over 


Private school teachers 
Public school teachers 


College & Jr. College teachers 


Other: 
Undergraduates 
Graduate students 
Ph.D. students 
Unemployed 
Other occupations 





BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH, 


FACULTY LOAD 


Elder John 195 
Ferguson, Margaret 29 
Macrorie,Ken 15 
Simpson, David 9 
Smith, Valerie 29 
Wong,Hertha 31 
Wood, Michael 30 


IE 
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COURSE ENROLLMENTS 


Writing and Editing Prose Non-Fiction 
Romanticism Regendered 


Representing the New World: Images and 
Ideologies of the Colonizing Process in 
Seventeenth Century English Literature 


Multiethnic American Autobiography 
Shakespeare: Contested Plays 
Southwestern Nature Writing 
Studies in Literary Theory 

Native American Literatures 


Slavery and Recent African American 
Literature 


U.S. Black Film and Filmmakers 


Contemporary Latin American Fiction 


SANTA FE 1992 


Macrorie 


Simpson 


Ferguson 
Wong 
Ferguson 
Elder 
Wood 


Wong 


Smith 
Smith 
Wood 


15 


U2 


15 


+ 16 
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BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH, 
UNDERGRADUATES 


Heather Clay - Middlebury College 
Shasta Darlington - Middlebury College 
Christa Hawryluk - Middlebury College 
Amy Stern - Middlebury College 


CONTINUING GRADUATE EDUCATION 


David Bower 
Beverly Busching 
Gwendolyn Carter 
Lynda Clark 
Elizabeth Duvivier 
Renee Gould 
Dianne Harper 
Catherine McGrady 
Charles Mink 

Judy Nordstrom 
John O'Brien 
Karen O'Brien 
Carol Peeples 
Ines Schaefer 
Kerstin Will 


STUDENTS TAKING ONE COURSE 
John O'Brien 


Karen O'Brien 
Alexis Southworth 


STUDENTS TAKING THREE COURSES 


Bradford Czepiel 
Meaghan Dowling 
Jacinta Hart 


SANTA FE 1992 





M.A. CANDIDATES - 1992 

THE BREAD LOAF SCHOOL OF ENGLISH - SANTA FE 
David Michael Cole 
Bradford B. Czepiel 
Rock Gerard Emmert 
Jacinta A. Hart 
David A. Kelly-Hedrick 
Dennis Ray Lenssen 
Ute R. Rupp 
Alexis Hills Southworth 


Peter Hayward Southworth 


Kathryn Claire Wilde 





Santa Fe Commencement 











MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE 


The Bread Loaf School of English 


at 


St. John’s College, Santa Fe 


Second Summer 


Commencement Ceremony 


MEEM LIBRARY PLAZA 
WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 12, 1992 


7:30 P.M. 











1992 


Candidates for the Degree of Master of Arts 


DAVID MICHAEL COLE 


BRADFORD B. CZEPIEL 


ROCK GERARD EMMERT 


JACINTA A. HART 


DAVID A. KELLY-HEDRICK 


DENNIS RAY LENSSEN 


UTE R. RUPP 


ALEXIS HILLS SOUTHWORTH 


PETER HAYWARD SOUTHWORTH 


KATHRYN CLAIRE WILDE 





Processional 
EL TRIO MARIACHI 


Welcome and Introductory Remarks 


JOHN ELDER 
Professor of English, Middlebury College 
On-site Director, Bread Loaf/Santa Fe 


Commencement Address 


MIcHAEL Woop 
Professor of English, University of Exeter 


Remarks by President of Senior Class 
Rock EMMERT 


Introduction of Storyteller 


HERTHA WONG 
Professor of English, University of California, Berkeley 


Storytelling in the San Juan Pueblo Tradition 


EsTHER MARTINEZ 
Teacher of Tewa Language and Culture 


Song by Members of Senior Class 
“Farewell my Friends” 


Conferring of the Degree of Master of Arts 
JOHN ELDER 


Hooder 
Larry ABBOTT 


A Celebration of Songs 


Davin PERRY AND FRIENDS 


Recessional 





Bread Loaf/Santa Fe News 





Bread Loat/Santa Fe News 


(the morsel of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Tuesday, 30 de Junio, 1992 





> Welcrumb to Bread Loaf/Santa Fe, 
Summer of ‘92. In other words: 
Bienvenidos y bienvenidas. 


AEL 





a Bread Loaf/Santa Fe News, the 


Loafing newsletter, will be published 
twice weekly (Tuesdays and Thursdays). 
In it you will find info pertinent to the 
Bread Loaf community. We knead 
notices for BL/SF News the morning 
before you want them announced. 


Loafing hours (M-F_ only): 


Office hours are naturally in the Fine 
Arts Building from 9:30 to 11:30 
(a.m!) and 1:30 to 2:30 (p.m!). 
(Room 27) 


& Siesta hours: 


Naturally from 3:00 to 5:00 pm unless 
otherwise indicated. 


4 Rumor With A View: Faculty 
offices will also be downstairs in the 
aforementioned Fine Arts Building. 


æ Field Trip #1: Our van will take 
as many as 15 Loafers to the annual 
Nambe Pueblo on July 4th celebration. 
More info will follow in Thursday’s 
BL/Santa Fe News. 
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Develop the Mañana attitude; 
history repeats itself -- 





Bread Loaf's second annual cultural 
walk/cantina crawl will take place 
during Happy Hour this Friday, July 
3rd. More info will follow in Thursday's 
BL/Santa Fe News. 


THE ELDER SPEAKS 


Santa Fe on-site Director John Elder and 
Outa-site Middlebury President John 
McCardell will impart words of wisdom 
tonight at the traditional welcoming 
ceremony. Naturally, these words will 
be spoken at the second level in The 
Great Hall of Saint John's. 

(7:00, Peterson Student Building) 





æ The Director's hours: 10:00 a.m. 
to 12:00 p.m., daily, except Saturdays 
and Sundays. John would like to see all 
new students in the first two weeks. 
Please make your appointments in the 
Bread Loaf office. 


æ More of our Hours and Hours: 


Please read the St. John’s Conference 
Center info sheet for meal and library 
hours, etc. 





Bread Loat/Santa Fe News 


(the migajita of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Thursday, 2 de Julio, 1992 





a Once again, welcrumb to Bread 
Loaf/Santa Fe. 


& Bread Loaf/Santa Fe News, the Loafers’ 
newsletter, will be published twice weekly 
(Tuesdays and Thursdays). In it you will 
find info pertinent to the Bread Loaf 
crumbunity. Notices for BL/SF News are 
kneaded in the office the morning before you 
want them announced. 


æ Loafing hours : 


Office hours are naturally in the Fine Arts 
Building (Room 27): 


9:30 to 11:30 a.m. (M-F only) 
1:30 to 2:30 p.m. (except Fridays) 


æ Siesta hours: Anytime anyplace. 


Rumor With A View: Faculty offices 
will be downstairs in the aforementioned 
Fine Arts Building. 
The Manana attitude, 
repeats itself -- 


mystery 


Bread Loaf's second annual cultural 
walk/cantina crawl will take place during 
Happy Hour manana, July 3rd. This is the 
traditional (2nd time) get to know each 
other rendezvous. We will leave campus at 
5 o'clock from the placita in front of the 
conference center. First stop [of course]: 
Mañana Bar, corner of Alameda and Don 
Gaspar. Bring your crawling shoes. 
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& Tentative state of the art 


computer center hours (located in Fine 
Arts [of course] Building, Room 104): 





M-F afternoons soe ESD 2 HO) 

M - Th evenings . 7:00 - 11:00 

Saturday mornings . 9:00 - 12:00 

Sunday afternoons son SES o E530 
& 

7:00 - 11:00 






THE ELDER WALKS 


John Elder will be leading a hike on the new 
Atalaya Trail on Friday, July 3rd. The 
trekkers will leave from the placita in front 
of the Conference Center at 9:30 a.m. The 
adventure should take about 5 hours 
(enough time to work up a mighty thirst; 
see above). A bag lunch will be provided, 
but hikers who require such need to sign up 
in BL office by 4 p.m. today. 









Whe Director's hours: 10:00 a.m. 
to 12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). John 
would like to see all new students in the 
first two weeks. Please make your 
appointments in the Bread Loaf office. 
Veterans (2nd, 3rd, 4th, & Sth year 
students [oldtimers]) are also welcomed to 
make appointments to meet with John. 








When Shall We Seniors Meet Again? 
Not in thunder, lighting, or in rain, but in 
Room 105 of the Fine Arts [of course] 
Building , on Thursday, July 9th, at 4:30 
p.m. 


rs) Condo-wit_ news: Larry Abbott and 
Alfredo Lujan, who are conduits between 
the Green Mountains and the Sangre de 
Cristos, and who are otherwisely known as 
go-fers or friendly administrative 
assistants, can be found in debasement, 
Room 27, of said Fine Arts [of course] 
Building. See above. 


@ “Conduits” made plain: Through 


BreadNet, our Santa Fe office is terminally 
and electronically linked to the BL office in 
Vermont. Eclectic e-mail will be posted on 
the bulletin board. BNet how-to session 
next week; stay attuned. 


“Am l Blue?” Poets, muses, & 
amuses: Anyone interested in organizing 


the Blue Parlor-type readings, please turn 
yourself in at the office. 


Barn West, Bar None, OK Corral: 
The Bread Loaf community is invited to 


study, idle, talk, read, coffee, relax and 
otherwise enjoy itself in the lounge on the 
top floor of Meem House (upper commons). 
This building is located directly across 
from the dorm complex, about 50 paces 
north. The balcony is a great place to catch 
the sunset. There are soda and snack 
machines, and a pool table, on the ground 
floor. 


D Recycling is super encouraged. 
You will find bins throughout the campus. 
The daily planet thanks you. Read this issue 
again on Tuesday. = 


Last Words and Testimony: Linen 
Exchange... 





Linen can be exchanged anytime. However, 
if you prefer clean linen, take it to Barn 
West in the Upper Commons on Fridays 
from 1:00 - 1:30. 


2 Bulletin Boards: Please check for 
notices/announcements: one in the hallway, 
ground level, FAB [of course], next to 
computer center; the other in the BL office 
(room 27). 





tr Um _Gonna_ Sit Right Down and 
Write Myself a Letter: Mail boxes 


have been assigned. Please check in the 
Office for your box number and 
combination. Mail will be distributed by 
noon, Monday through Friday. 


& “Mark me" (Hamlet , |, v)... on 
your calendar: 


July 11: Da dance Bread Loaf 
Welcome to SF Dance: Latin salsa, Andes 
flutes, guaranteed happy feet, dance 
lessons provided. 9:00 p.m. to 12:00 a.m. 
More will follow. 


July 15: Tony Hillerman, author of a 
number of novels set on the Navajo 
Reservation, will be speaking at 7:30 in 
the Great Hall. Topic to be announced. 


July 24 -- July 31: Director Jim 


Maddox will be visiting; get on the bread 
line for appointments if you wish to meet 
with him. A sign up sheet will be 
forthcoming. 


You do not live on Bread Loaf alone: 





Cultural events in and around Santa Fe 
..films, plays, concerts ... will be listed in 
Bread Loat/Santa Fe News. 


T Off-campus folk: We'd like to 


know how to reach you in the event of an 
emergency; please leave your phone 
number at the BL office . 


= More recycling...St. John’s Santa Fe 
Plaza van route: 


Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays -- 

- Leaves from circle in front of Peterson 
Building at 4:15 p.m! Returns at 5:30 p.m! 
St. John’s students have priority. 14 


passengers max. First come/first served 
fF 
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Bread Loaf/Santa Fe News 


(the migajilla of a Crumb) 





The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 





Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Tuesday, 7 de Julio, 1992 






Still Seniors Meet Again: Not in 
thunder, lighting, or in rain, but in Room 
105 of the Fine Arts Building, on Thursday, 
July 9th, at 4:30 p.m. It’s election time 
and other stuff. 


aw “Asi ila” July 11: 


The traditional (2nd time still) sa/sa dance 
(saltatacién) in Bread Loaf/Santa Fe's 
history will still happen this Saturday; you 
are required (faculty and students too) to 
attend and to have fun. Don't be shy -- a 
dance teacher will be there to help us learn 
the steps. Thanks to Anna Finch from last 
summer, we have a theme: Latino Desires. 
Dress to kill. If you want to be really 
creative, dress as your favorite Gypsy or 
character from 100 Years of Solitude: i.e. 
-- Remedios the beauty, Ursula, José 
Aureliano or José Arcario Buendia, 
Rosario, Blanca, the Vacario cuates, 
Santiago. On the other hand you might want 
to come Southwestern fiesta style. 
Suggestion from this years Liz Duvivier: 
wear a lid, you know -- a hat. Or come as 
your self. The live (as in beehive) band is 
Cuicuna, who do Andean-Mexican music. 
Guarantee: You'll have happy feet! Music 
is from 9:00 to midnight. Sad news:( we 
had to move it indoors due to the loud party 
on the plaza last week: chronicle of a party 
foretold. 


“Tequila”: A pre-fiesta, pre-requisite 
margarita party will pre-cede the baile. 
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Setting -- 7:30 p.m. Saturday in Barn 
West, the OK Corral, OK? Wed like to do 
margaritas, so if you throw a couple of 
bucks into the sombrero Friday at lunch, it 
will be much appreciated and put to good 
abuse. 


Listen Ye, Listen Ye!! On Monday 
evening, July 13, world-renowned nature 
writer Gary Nabhan will be speaking to the 
Bread Loaf community. Gary is the author 
of numerous books, and is a recipient of a 
MacArthur grant for his writing. He is also 
an expert in Native American agriculture. 
Please join’us for an exciting evening at 
7:30 p.m. in the Junior Commons Room 
(second floor of Peterson Student Center, 
next door to the Great Hall). A reception 
will follow. 





Loafing Still Hours : 


Office hours are naturally in the Fine Arts 
Building (Room 27): 


9:30 to 11:30 a.m. (M-F only) 
1:30 to 2:30 p.m. (except Fridays) 


æ Still Siesta hours: Anyplace in the 
shade. 


Last Words and Testimony: Linen 
Exchange... 


Linen can be exchanged anytime. However, 
if you prefer clean linen, take it to Barn 





West in the Upper Commons on Fridays 
from 1:00 - 1:30. 


a Tentative state of the art 
computer center hours still_(located 
in the State of the Fine Arts Building, Room 
104 still): 


M -F afternoons ae 290 BESO) 

M - Th evenings 700r 100 

Saturday mornings . 9:00 - 12:00 

Sunday afternoons sea CEO) > HEVO) 
& 

7:00 - 11:00 


The above hours are inflexibly permanent, 
chiseled in stone, indelibly fixed and as 
certain as death and taxes. Watch this 
space for changes and new hours. 


Still Blue: Poets, musing & 
amusing: Kudos to Linda Linssen (Wagner 
202) for organizing the first Blue Parlor, | 
should say, Green Parlor, | mean, Barn 
West reading of the 1992 season. On 
Sunday, July 12th, at 6:30 p.m., Eric 
Christensen, Lynda Clark, and Mark Puckett 
will be reading. Bring a cushion if you like. 
Refreshments and good company 
guaranteed. Please contact Linda if you'd 
like to share your work at future readings. 


THE ELDER BALKS 


Baseball Round-up: The Albuquerque 
Dukes, the L.A. Dodgers AAA minor league 
team (not to be confused with the Boston 
Red Sox), are currently bashing the 
opposition during a week-long home stand. 
On Thursday night we'll be running a van to 
the 7:00 p.m. game. We can only take six 
more lucky fans. Sign up in BL 
office by 4 p.m. today. Tickets 
are $4.00. The van will Gogh at 5:15-ish, 
so you can have a quick dinner here, or you 
can wait until reaching the ball park for 
some of those breath-taking Dukes hot dogs. 








KE Director's Still Hours: 10:00 
a.m. to 12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). 
John would like to see all new students in 
the first two weeks. Please make your 
appointments in the Bread Loaf office. 
Veterans are also welcomed to make 
appointments to meet with. John still. 


æ A conduit, a conduit, a conduit, a 
conduit... In the jungle, the mighty 
jungle, the lion sleeps tonigh-ight 
.. BreadNet session for those who want to 
be terminally and electronically linked to 
the Apple Cellar in Vermont and/or for 
those who are thinking about applying for 
the Clemson/Bread Loaf Grant. The BNet 
how-to session will take place tomorrow, 
Wednesday, at 1:30 in the computer lab. 


Barn West, Bar None, OK Corral: 
The Bread Loaf community is invited to 


study, idle, talk, read, coffee, relax and 
otherwise enjoy itself in the lounge on the 
top floor of Meem House (upper commons). 
This building is located directly across 
from the dorm complex, about 50 paces 
north. The balcony is a great place to catch 
the sunset. There are soda and snack 
machines, and a pool table, on the ground 
floor. 


N, 
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From the Four Directions They Come 


Please pin yourself to the map on the 
bulletin board outside of the computer lab. 


White pins for1S' year students 
Blue pins for veterans and faculty 


10SNE1: Please help the spherically- and 
racquetly-deprived!! Bread Loaf 
administrative assistant (Bjorn-again 
Abbott) seeks tennis partner(s) for games, 
sets, matches, or just hitting. Further 
information available from the office. 





2 Still Bulletin Boards: Please don’t 
forget to check for notices/announcements 
on the bb’s in the hallway, ground level of 
FAB next to computer center and in the BL 
office (room 27). 


tr lm Gonna Sit Right Down and 
Write Myself a Letter [still]: Mail 
boxes have been assigned. Please check in 
the Office for your box number and 
combination. Mail will be distributed by 
noon, Monday through Friday. 


@ “Mark me” (Hamlet , |, v)... ON 
your calendar: 


July 15: Tony Hillerman, author of a 
number of novels set on the Navajo 
Reservation, will be speaking at 7:30 in 
the Great Hall. His topic: "The writer as 
bag lady." 


July 24 -- July 31: Director Jim 
Maddox will be visiting; get on the bread 
line for appointments if you wish to meet 
with him. A sign up sheet will be 
forthcoming. 


You do not live on Bread Loaf alone: 


Cultural events in and around Santa Fe 
.. films, plays, concerts ... will be listed in 
Bread Loaft/Santa Fe News. Please pick up 
your copy of Bienvenidos, which lists 
events for Santa Fe and the environs. 
Copies will be in the dorms or at the BL 
office. 


T Off-campus folk: We'd like to 
know how to reach you in the event of an 
emergency; please leave your phone 
number at the BL office . 


© How Do you Spell "Yippee Yi 
Yo Cai Ay", Eh? | don't know, either, 
but the rodeo's in town, startin’ July 8th, 
so hitch yer wagon to a star, strap on yer 
iron, and head ‘em on out rawhide ghost 
riders in the sky for jus' a world-class 
bronc jumpin’, barrel ropin', calf bustin’ 
plain old dad-gummed good time. And tell 
‘em Bread Loaf sent ya. July 8-10 at 8 
p.m. and the 11th at 2 p.m. General 
admission is 48 bits. 


Start Horsing Around: If anyone is 
interested in the races, we can try to geta 
van trip together to go to Santa Fe Downs. 
And they're off Wednesday through Sunday, 
post time is 1:30 p.m., except Fridays, 
which is 4 p.m. General admission is free. 


= Courts are _in. session: 
Beginning this week -- 


Eor those who really love it: 

basketball every Tuesday, 7:00 - 8:00 
volleyball every Tuesday, 6:30 - 8:30 p.m. 
Place: Santa Fe Prep gymnasium -- about a 
half mile down Camino de la Cruz Blanca. 

-- There is also a volleyball sand court 
behind the tennis court; both are adjacent 
to the soccer and track fields - all for your 
recreation leisure pleasure. 


Still recycling...St. John’s Santa Fe 
Plaza van route: 


Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays -- 

- Leaves from circle in front of Peterson 
Building at 4:15 p.m! Returns at 5:30 p.m! 
St. John’s students have priority. 14 


passengers max. First come/first served 
= 





Bread Loat/Santa Fe News 


(the migajillita of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Thursday, 9 de Julio, 1992 





Sentors Rule: Not in thunder, lighting, or 
in rain, but in Room 105 of the Fine Arts 
Building, TODAY, at 4:30 p.m. It’s 
election time, commencement time; be on 
time. 


= “Asi ila” July 11: 


The traditional salsa dance (saltatación) in 
Bread Loaf/Santa Fe's history will happen 
this Saturday. It's a rule (faculty and 
students too) that you attend and have fun. 
Don't be shy -- a dance teacher will be 
there to help us learn the steps. Thanks to 
Anna Finch from last summer, we have a 
theme: Latino Desires (jay, ay, ay, ay; 
echenle, hepa, den le gas!). Dress to 
kill. \f you want to be really creative, 
dress as your favorite gypsy or character 
from 100 Years of Solitude or Eva Luna: 
i.e. -- Remedios the beauty, Ursula, Eva 
Luna, José Aureliano or José Arcario 
Buendia, Rosario, Blanca, the Vacario 
cuates, Santiago. On the other hand you 
might want to come Southwestern fiesta 
style. Suggestion from this year’s Liz 
Duvivier: wear a lid, you know -- a hat 
[great idea, Liz]. Or come as your self. The 
live (as in beehive) band is Cuicuni, who 
do Andean-Mexican music. Guarantee: 
You'll have happy feet! Music is from 9:00 
to midnight. Sad news:( we had to move it 
indoors to the dining hall due to the loud 
party on the plaza last week: chronicle of a 
party foretold. 


— We quiitial: “A pre-tiesta, pre- 
requisite margarita party will pre-cede the 
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baile. Setting -- 7:30 p.m. Saturday in 
Barn West, the OK Corral, OK? If you 
throw a couple of bucks for the makin’s into 
the sombrero Friday at lunch or at the 
dorms, it will be much appreciated and put 
to good abuse. 


Listen Ye, Listen Ye!! On Monday 
evening, July 13, world-renowned nature 


writer Gary Nabhan will be speaking to the 
Bread Loaf community. Gary is the author 
of numerous books and is a recipient of a 
MacArthur grant for his writing. He is also 
an expert in Native American agriculture. 
Please join us for an exciting evening at 
7:30 p.m. in the Junior Commons Room 
(second floor of Peterson Student Center, 
next door to the Great Hall). A reception 
will follow. 


æ These really are the Loafing 


Hours : 


9:30 to 11:30 a.m. (M-F only) 
1:30 to 2:30 p.m. (except Fridays) 


& New, tentative state of the art 


computer center hours in the state 
of the Fine Arts Building: 


M -F afternoons pen ASO CIO) 

M & Th evenings > 1300) > RENO 

T & W evenings ... 7:00 - 9:00 

Saturday mornings 00 eal 2500 

Sunday afternoons sca Oe) 2 SSO 
& 

7:00 - 11:00 








Note: Change in T/W evenings, and 


ADD: T/W__mornings, 9:30-11:30 


As was indicated in this space last issue, 
the above hours are again permanently 
inflexible, chiseled in stone, fixedly 
indelible and as certain as breath in Texas. 
As always, watch this space for changes 
and new hours. 


FURTHER NOTE: Because computer times 
are fairly limited, it might be less of a 
strain on the system if people use the 
computer center for typing and editing 
rather than composing. Everyone thanks 
you. 


Erthe mail is in when the mail is in your 
box. It is not in when it is not in your box, 
except for the times when you have not 
received mail. Then it is in the mail 
unless it has not been sent. The 
administrative assistants are. not 
responsible for empty mailboxes (sighs and 
sympathy please). 


Poets are musing & amusing: Kudos 
to Linda (Wagner 202) Linssen, the Bionic 
Woman, for organizing the first and last 
Blue Parlor, | should say, Green Parlor, | 
mean, Barn West reading of the 1992 
season. On Sunday, July 12th, at 6:30 
p.m., Eric Christensen, Lynda Clark, and 
Mark Puckett will be reading. Bring a 
cushion if you like. Refreshments and good 
company guaranteed. Please contact Linda 
if you'd like to share your work at future 
readings. 


DH she Director's Hours: 10:00 a.m. 
to 12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). John 
would like to see all new students in the 
first two weeks. Please make your 
appointments in the Bread Loaf office. 
Veterans are also welcomed to make 
appointments to meet with John still. 





THE ELDER BALKS, THEN STALKS 


Baseball Round-down: You will be taken out 
to the ball game today at 5:15 p.m. The 
van will make like a tree and leave from the 
small circle in front of the Petersen 
Student Center. We will depart before 
dinner, so have a big lunch or save room 
for those delectable Dukes hot dogs, which 
can be ordered in many designer colors. 


Garcia Canyon nature writing symposium 
leaves Friday at 1:30-ish from the circle in 
front of Peterson Building. Be there or be 
square. Gracias. 





Barn West, Bar None, OK Corral: 
lf you haven’t found it yet, follow your 
noise on Saturday night, 7:30 p.m. 





N. 
Ww efe E 
S 


From the Four Directions They Come 


It’s a rule: pin yourself to the map on the 
bulletin board outside of the computer lab. 


10SNE1: Please help the backhandedly- 
deprived!! Bread Loaf administrative 
assistant seeks tennis partner(s) for 
games, sets, matches, or just hitting. 
Further information available from the 
office. 


Last Words and Testimony: Linen 
Exchange... For the last time: in the 
Upper Commons on Fridays from 1:00 - 
1230. 


& “Mark me" (Hamlet , |, v) ... on 
your calendar: 


July 15: Tony Hillerman, author of a 
number of novels set on the Navajo 
Reservation, will be speaking at 7:30 in 
the Great Hall. His topic: "The writer as 
bag lady." 


July 22: Author Janice Gould will be 
speaking at 7:30. 








July 24 -- July 31: Director Jim 
Maddox will be visiting; get on the bread 
line for appointments if you wish to meet 
with him. A sign up sheet will be 
forthcoming. 


July 28: Lucy Tapahanso, Navajo poet, 
will be reading at 8:00 p.m. in the Junior 
Commons Room. She is presently 
Professor of English at the University of 
Kansas, and author of A Breeze Swept 
Through. 


August 4: Writer Ann Zwinger will speak 
at 7:30. 


You do not live on Bread Loaf alone: 


Cultural events in and around Santa Fe 
.. films, plays, concerts ... will be listed in 
Bread Loat/Santa Fe News. Please pick up 
your copy of Bienvenidos, which lists 
events for Santa Fe and the environs. 
Copies will be in the dorms or at the BL 
office. 


T Off-campus folk: We'd like to 
know how to reach you in the event of an 
emergency; please leave your phone 
number at the BL office . 


ca How Do you Spell "Yippee Yi 

Yo Cai Ay", Eh? | don't know, either, 
but the rodeo's in town, startin' July 8th, 
so hitch yer wagon to a star, strap on yer 
iron, and head 'em on out rawhide ghost 
riders in the sky for jus' a world-class 
bronc jumpin', barrel ropin', calf bustin' 
plain old dad-gummed good time. And tell 
‘em Bread Loaf sent ya. July 8-10 at 8 
p.m. and the 11th at 2 p.m. General 
admission is 48 bits. 


= Courts are _in session: 
Beginning this week -- 


For those who really love it: 
basketball every Tuesday, 7:00 - 8:00 
volleyball every Tuesday, 6:30 - 8:30 p.m. 


Place: Santa Fe Prep gymnasium -- about a 
half mile down Camino de la Cruz Blanca. 


-- There is also a volleyball sand court 
behind the tennis court; both are adjacent 
to the soccer and track fields - all for your 
recreation leisure pleasure. 


Start Horsing Around: If anyone is 
interested in the races, we can try to get a 
van trip together to go to Santa Fe Downs. 
And they're off! Wednesday through 
Sunday, post time is 1:30 p.m., except 
Fridays, which is 4 p.m. General admission 
is free. 


æ Still recycling...St. John’s Santa Fe 
Plaza van route: 


Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays -- 

- Leaves from circle in front of Peterson 
Building at 4:15 p.m! Returns at 5:30 p.m! 
St. John’s students have priority. 14 
passengers max. First come/first served 


Off-campus prose: 


At the risk of alienating my fellow 
Lofrers and appearing a dim-witted, 
camera-toting, Pepsi guzzling industrial 
tourist (thank you, Edward Abbey!), this 
Florida boy, new to the Southwest, 
nevertheless has some destinations in mind. 
Sometime within the next six weeks, | 
would like to go to Bandelier, Taos, 
possibly the Gallup Ceremonials, and even 
Canyon de Chelly. My dilemma: | don’t 
have a car. Even if | did, | would not wish 
to subject the good citizens of New Mexico 
to my driving ineptitude. 

So the deal is this: | wold be willing 
to pay the driver of such expeditions big 
bucks. Okay, | would be willing to pay the 


driver of such expeditions a big buck ; 
Okay, so I’m not willing to pay the driver 
anything. Whatever happened to the value 
of moral support? 

Seriously, if you’re interested in 
hitting the road, Jack, please contact me. | 
live off-campus with my eleven-year-old 
son who, naturally, would be a part of this 
ontourage. He, you might be interested to 
know, has human tendencies and does not 
watch MTV. 

Please contact Charles Mink at 982- 


2108. -- Charles Mink 





Bread Loat/Santa Fe News 


(the migauela of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Tuesday, 14 de Julio, 1992 





In order of importance: 





Bread Loafers Rise: Z 


æ El señor [senior] presidente, 1992: Rock 
Emmert. Historical note: What George 
Washington is to America, Gary Griffith is 
to Bread Loaf/Santa Fe : What John Adams 
is to America, Rock Emmert is to BL/SF. 
Congratulations; we’ve got a piece of The 
Rock. 


Measure for Important Measure: 


Seniors are requested to come to the office 
as soon as possible to be fitted for and to 
order caps and gowns. The cost is $28.00. 
Measuring is free. 


eaking Importantly of Seniors: You 
will have a meeting on Wednesday at 12:00 
high in the conference room of the dining 
hall. The room is to your left of the salad 
bar. 


Important Stuff: Photo Opportunit 
On Thursday, July 16, at noon we will have 
the senior, faculty, and school pictures. 
All please assemble in Meem Plaza, in front 
of the library. Prints will be available at a 
slight charge from our in-house 
photographer, Pappa Razzi. See him in the 
BL office for details. 
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Very Important Stuff: Get It While 


It's Hot! On Friday, July 17, we will be 
taking a van trip to Spence Hot Springs in 
the Jemez Mountains. On the way we will 
stop at Jemez Monument (17th century 
ruins). This will be a great trip. What you 
need to do is: sign-up in office prontoquick, 
then on Friday bring: outdoor attire, hiking 
shoes, towel, optional swimsuit, water 
shoes for the springs, $3.00 for admission 
to monument, camera, hat, SPF 15, O.E.D, 
WD-40, 1040-EZ, W-2, SE 30, 240ZX, etc. 
Departure time is 8:30 a.m. (remember-- 
no Friday classes). Lunch will be provided. 
Return time is negotiable. Dinner is a 
possibility near Jemez. Required reading: 
House at Otowi Bridge. The tour guide is 
our own David Bower, who can be reached 
during classes or at home in Albuquerque at 
1-839-7459. Depending on how many want 
to go in the van, we may also need drivers. 


Of Equal Importance: We are trying to 


arrange a raft trip for Eriday, July 31, on 
the Upper Rio Grande. If more than 12 go, 
the cost is $60.00, otherwise $66.00. 
However, we need to sign up 
prontodoublequickly? to make sure we get 
the trip. See George or Georgé in the office 
for more details. 


We Got em: A limited number of Bread 
Loaf designer T-shirts (Size M) are 
available. Please see Christian or Ralph in 
the showroom. 
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Important Address List, Franz: 


Please review the address list posted 
outside the office by the mail boxes. If you 
would, enter any corrections so we can 
have an up-to-date list to distribute. If all 
information is accurate, please check off 
your name, Anton. 


These are the important Loafing 


Hours: 


9:30 to 11:30 a.m. (M-F only) 
1:30 to 2:30 p.m. (except Fridays) 


State of the Fine Computer Arts : 


Important To Note -- Change in T/W 
evenings, and 


ADD: T/W__mornings, 9:30-11:30 


As was indicated in this space last issue, 
the above hours are again permanently 
inflexible, chiseled in stone, fixedly 
indelible and as certain as breath in Texas. 
As always, watch this space for changes 
and new hours. 


& NOTE FURTHER: Because computer 
times are fairly limited, it might be less of 
a strain on the system if people use the 
computer center for typing and editing 
rather than composing. Everyone thanks 
you. 


> FURTHER NOTE: Thanks to Loafing 
volunteers (Karen Field and Dennis Lenssen 
and friendly/helpful/dedicated computer 
lab monitors, Eric Christianson and Loretta 
Brady, the lab hours are extended once 
again: ADD: 9:00 a.m. - noon Mondays, 
Thursdays, and Fridays. 


Poets are musing & amusing: 
Please continue to contact Linda (Wagner 
202) Linssen, the Bionic Woman, if you'd 
be interested in sharing your work at a Blue 
Parlor, | should say, Green Parlor, | mean, 
Barn West reading during the 1992 season. 
The musers and amusers this Sunday, July 


19th are: Judy Nordstrom, Alfredo Lujan, 
David Kelly-Hedrick, & David Cole. 


ES oe Director's Hours: 10:00 a.m. to 
12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). John would 
like to see all new students in the first two 
weeks. Please make your appointments in 
the Bread Loaf office. Veterans are also 
welcomed to make appointments to meet 
with John still. 


THE ELDER SAYS 


“We’ll get there.” 


THE OLDER 


Congrats and many more to Susan Leness 
and David Gilvert and Julie Letourneau. Las 
Mañanitas to you: “El dia que tu naciste, 
nacieron todas las flores. [The day you 
were born all the flowers were born.]” 


THE jite ELDER HITS 


World Serious News: Bottom of the 
seventh, 2 outs, home team behind by 1 
run, last at bat, tieing run at third, winning 
run at second. Caleb "The Babe" Elder 
steps up with an 0-2 count.... looks the field 
over for defensive weaknesses, makes a 
mental note that President Rock at left field 
is playing shallow, lifts the bat off his 
shoulder and points it over the left-center 
fence (a gesture that will surely become 
legendary). The pitch. The hit. It's over 
The Rock's head. The runner scores from 
second, so it's root, root, root, for the 
home team ... since they did win it's no 
shame ... 

Final score: 21-20 (Defense is not 
important.) 

The second game of the serious is 
this Sunday at 2:00 p.m. The van will Gogh 
from in front of the dorms at 1:50. More 
free agents (players) are needed for more 
fun (the more the merrier). 











VERERCIEE Sarid REGS: Geez. A 


sign up sheet is posted in the office for 
assigned hours. Those who want to do 
independent viewing must clear with the St. 
John’s Conference Center to avoid 
conflicts. Try to give them a 24 hour 
notice. BLOCK your time in other words. 


10SNE1: Please help the de-served!! 
Bread Loaf administrative assistant seeks 
tennis partner(s) for games, sets, 
matches, or just hitting. Further 
information available from the office. 


& "Mark me’ (Hamlet 5 thy SW) ee On 


your calendar: 


July 15: Tony Hillerman, author of a 
number of novels set on the Navajo 
Reservation, will be speaking at 7:30 in 
the Great Hall. His topic: "The writer as 
bag lady." 


**Note: Approximately 100 seats will 
be reserved for Bread Loaf faculty, 
students, and alumni. We suggest arriving 
about 7:00 p.m., as we expect a horde of 
listeners. If you're not in your seat by 
7:29 p.m., we will sell it to the highest 
bidder. 


Julyi7th, this Friday: 


The Importance of Being 


[Do you know which side your Bread Loaf is 
buttered on? Gates Foundation 
representative Peter Huidekoper would like 
to meet with the Gates Fellows at 10:30 
a.m. (Room 105, Fine Arts Building): 
Melissa Averett, Renée Gould, Diane 
Harper, Judy Nordstrom, & Bruce Scott. 
p.s. He understands if you’re busy, but if 
possible would really like to meet with you. 
p.s.s. Congrats on the Fellowships!] 
Earnest 


July 22: Author Janice Gould will be 
speaking at 7:30 in the Junior Commons 
Room. She is a writer of Maidu heritage 





who is also a graduate student in the English 
Department of the University of New 
Mexico. 


July 24 -- July 31: Director Jim 
Maddox will be visiting; get on the bread 
line for appointments if you wish to meet 
with him. A tentative sign up sheet has 


forthcome. Please make an appointment if 
you wish to see Jim. 


July 28: Lucy Tapahanso, Navajo poet, 
will be reading at 8:00 p.m. in the Junior 
Commons Room. She is presently 
Professor of English at the University of 
Kansas, and author of A Breeze Swept 
Through. 


August 4: Writer Ann Zwinger will speak 
at 7:30. 


z Off campus folk; This really is 


important. We'd like to know how to reach 
you in the event of an emergency; please 
leave your phone number at the BL office . 


« The Courts are in session: 


Beginning last week -- 


Ok _... let’s try this again ... there is_ gender 
free basketball every Tuesday, 7:00 - 


8:00 a.m! No. Not gender free, that’s not 
what | meant ... nonbias basketball, um, 
nondiscriminatory basketball ... basketball 
for all sexes ... multi-gender basketball ... 
this is an Equal basketball Opportunity and 
an equal opportunity to get up early. We 
leave at 6:45 a.m! 


Volleyball every Tuesday evening has been 
cancelled. Sorry. 


Place: Santa Fe Prep gymnasium -- about a 


half mile down Camino de la Cruz Blanca. 


-- There is a volleyball sand court behind 
the tennis court; both are adjacent to the 
soccer and track fields - all for your 
recreation leisure pleasure. 





Bread Loat/Santa Fe News 


(the migauela of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Thursday, 16 de Julio, 1992 





Bread Loafers Rise: 


æ Congratuations to Rock Emmert, Bread 
Loaf/Santa Fe’s second president. 


= Mark me: Graduation ceremonies have 
been moved to Wednesday, August 12th. 
Students who want to attend the senior 
banquet, please sign up in the office. 


Neither. A copy card is missing from the 
office. If you have used our copy cards at 
any time, please check your pockets, your 
laundry, your cars ... anywhere where a 
card might have been misplaced ... we don’t 
feel at home without it. 


Nor: A computer virus is amongst us. 
We have the disinfectant. Please disinfect 
your disks before spreading. Several B 
Loafers have the cure. We can also clean 
your disks in the office and in the computer 


lab. RAID! 


Either: If anyone is interested in a van trip 
to the Eight Northern Pueblos Art and Craft 
Fair, please let Larry know in the office. 
We will leave Saturday after lunch and 
return in time for dinner. 


Or: If anyone is interested in a van trip to 
the Madrid Latin jazz festival (Caribe Big 
Band, Victor Mendoza Sextet, Salsa Suite), 
please let Larry know in the office. We will 
leave Saturday after lunch and not return in 
time for dinner. 
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Retraction: 


Fom MENIK Cee, and Judy 


een we apologize for the typos 
and misspellings of your names in the last 
issue. -- From the partners in Crumb 


Important Stuff: Photo ortunit 
Today, July 16, at noon we will have the 
senior, faculty, and school pictures. All 
please assemble in Meem Plaza, in front of 
the library. Prints will be available at a 
slight charge from our in-house 
photographer, Papa Razzi. See him in the 
BL office for details. 


Very Important Stuff: Get It While Its 


Hot! On Eriday, July 17, we will be taking 
a van trip to Spence Hot Springs in the 
Jemez Mountains. On the way we will stop 
at Jemez Monument (17th century ruins). 
This will be a great trip. What you need to 
do is: sign-up in office prontoquick, then on 
Friday bring: outdoor attire, hiking shoes, 
towel, optional swimsuit, water shoes for 
the springs, $3.00 for admission to 
monument, camera, hat, SPF 15, O.E.D, 
WD-40, 1040-EZ, W-2, SE 30, 240ZX, etc. 
Departure time is 8:30 a.m. (remember-- 
no Friday classes). Lunch will be provided. 
Return time is negotiable. Dinner is a 
possibility near Jemez. Required reading: 
House at Otowi Bridge. The tour guide is 
our own David Bower, who can be reached 
during classes or at home in Albuquerque at 





1-839-7459. Depending on how many want 
to go in the van, we may also need drivers. 


ot For The Faint of Heart (Do Not Read 
If Under Doctor's Care) or, How to Ruin 


Another Week-end: On Friday, July 24 


we will be running a van to Bandelier 
National Monument (1 hour drive), site of 
thousands of Anasazi archaeological ruins. 
We will bring lunch and have a picnic, and 
return in time to greet Jim Maddox. Sign 
up in the office. We will leave at 9:00 a.m. 
from the circle in front of Petersen Hall. 


But On Saturday: The van will head south 
for an overnight camping trip to the Bonito 
Lake area near Ruidoso (elevation 8,300' 
+). On the way down we will visit a 
number of archaeological sites (as time 
permits), including the Three Rivers 
Petroglyphs, Gran Quivira, Pueblo Blanco, 
and Salinas. We will head back Sunday and 
stop at Madrid World Beat Day, which will 
feature Steel Justice, Caribe, and Jackie 
Holmes. We may be back in time for dinner. 
See your travel agent in the office or call 
1-800-SIGNMEUPFORTHIS 
GREATTRIPIDON'TWANTTOMISSITANDREGR 
ETNOTGOINGWHENI'MBACKHOME. 


Closer To Home, Further From Home: The 
Center for Contemporary Arts in Santa Fe 
is holding a Latino Film Festival from July 
18-23. There are 14 films from Mexico, 
Colombia, Brazil, and Cuba. Tickets are 
$5.00 per film, but a series pass can be had 
for $25. We will be running a van to most 
screenings. Week-end films are 1, 3, 5, 7, 
9 p.m. (bona fide cinemaddicts take note), 
and during the week (Monday and Tuesday) 
are 7 and 9. Schedule is available from 
Siskel or Ebert in the office. 


Of Equal Importance: We are trying to 
arrange a raft trip for Friday, July 31, on 
the Upper Rio Grande. If more than 12 go, 
the cost is $60.00, otherwise $66.00. 
However, we need to sign up 
prontodoublequickly? to make sure we get 
the trip. See George or Georgé in the office 
for more details. 





We need a few more hearty souls to make 
12 rafters. 


We Got em: A limited number of Bread 
Loaf designer T-shirts (Size M) are 
available. Please see Christian or Ralph in 
the showroom. 


Important Address List, Franz: Please 


review the address list posted outside the 
office by the mail boxes. If you would, 
enter any corrections so we can have an 
up-to-date list to distribute. lf all 
information is accurate, please check off 
your name, Anton. 


These are the important Loafing Hours: 


9:30 to 11:30 a.m. (M-F only) 
1:30 to 2:30 p.m. (except Fridays) 


State of the Fine Computer Arts : 


ADD: T/W__ mornings, 9:30-11:30 





The above and below hours are again 
permanently inflexible, chiseled in stone, 
fixedly indelible and as certain as George 
Bush's “Read my lips. No nude axes.” As 
always, watch this space for changes and 
new hours. 


® NOTE FURTHER: Because computer 
times are fairly limited, it might be less of 
a strain on the system if people use the 
computer center for typing and editing 
rather than composing. Everyone thanks 
you. 


œ FURTHER NOTE: Thanks to Loafing 
volunteers (Karen Field and Dennis Lenssen 
and friendly/helpful/dedicated computer 
lab monitors, Erik Christenson and Loretta 
Brady, the lab hours are extended once 
again: ADD: 9:00 a.m. - noon Mondays, 
Thursdays, and Fridays. 


Poets are musing & amusing: 


Please continue to contact Lindsey (Wagner 
202) Linssen, the Bionic Woman, if you'd 
be interested in sharing your work at a Blue 
Parlor, | should say, Green Parlor, | mean, 





Barn West reading during the 1992 season. 
The musers and amusers this Sunday, July 
19th are: Judy Norstrom, Alfredo Lujan, 
David Kelly-Hedrick, & David Cole. 


© The Director's Hours: 10:00 a.m. to 
12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). John would 
like to see all new students in the first two 
weeks. Please make your appointments in 
the Bread Loaf office. Veterans are also 
welcomed to make appointments to meet 
with John still. 


THE ELDER SAYS 


OLS do) jit. 


THE OLDER 


Congrats and many more to Renée Gould and 
Judy Norstrom. Las Mañanitas to you: “El 
dia que tu naciste, nacieron todas las 
flores. [The day you were born all the 
flowers were born.]” 


x World Serious News: The second 


game of the serious is this Sunday at 2:00 
p.m. The van will Gogh from in front of the 
dorms at 1:50. More free agents (players) 
are needed for more fun (the more the 
merrier). 


VCR RULES and REGS: Geez. A sign up 
sheet is posted in the office for assigned 
hours. Those who want to do independent 
viewing must clear with the St. John’s 
Conference Center to avoid conflicts. Try 
to give them a 24 hour notice. BLOCK your 
time in other words. 


10SNE1: Please help the de-served!! 
Further information available from the 
office. 


T The Courts are in session: 


Ok ... let’s try this again ... free basketball 
every Tuesday, 7:00 - 8:00 a.m! This is 





an Equal basketball Opportunity and an equal 
opportunity to get up early. We leave from 
in front of the dorms at 6:45 a.m! 


Place: Santa Fe Prep gymnasium -- about a 
half mile down Camino de la Cruz Blanca. 


æ "Mark me'(Hamlet , |, v): 


July17th, this Friday: 
The Importance of Being 


[Do you know which side your Bread Loaf is 
buttered on? Gates Foundation 
representative Peter Huidekoper would like 
to meet with the Gates Fellows at 10:30 
a.m. (Room 105, Fine Arts Building): 
Melissa Averett, Renée Gould, Diane 
Harper, Judy Nordstrom, & Bruce Scott. 
p.s. He understands if you’re busy, but if 
possible would really like to meet with you. 
p.s.s. Congrats on the Fellowships!] 
Earnest 


July 22: Author Janice Gould will be 
speaking at 7:30 in the Junior Commons 
Room. She is a writer of Maidu heritage 
who is also a graduate student in the English 
Department of the University of New 
Mexico. 


July 24 -- July 314: Director Jim 
Maddox will be visiting; get on the bread 
line for appointments if you wish to meet 
with him. A tentative sign up sheet has 
forthcome. Please make an appointment if 
you wish to see Jim. 


July 28: Lucy Tapahanso, Navajo poet, 
will be reading at 8:00 p.m. in the Junior 
Commons Room. She is presently 
Professor of English at the University of 
Kansas, and author of A Breeze Swept 
Through. 


August 4: Writer Ann Zwinger will speak 
at 7:30. 


a Off campus folk; This really is 
important. We'd like to know how to reach 
you in the event of an emergency; please 
leave your phone number at the BL office . 





Bread Loat/Santa Fe News 


(the migauelita of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Tuesday, 21 de Julio, 1992 








Congratulations to 
Lawrence “no D” Abbott, my relentless 
partner in Crumb: the man with a plan, the 
man who am. His manuscript, / Stand in 
the Center of the Good, has been accepted 
by the University of Nebraska Press. It’s a 
collection of interviews of Native American 
Artists. Look for it in your favorite 
bookstore in the fall of 1993; order now, 
and Don Ameche will come to your home 
with a free ice crusher. 


Teada meray P 


It's Juy with a d and Norstrom with a d: 
Judy”yes D” Nordstrom. 


æ Mark me: Graduation ceremonies 
have been moved to Wednesday, August 
12th. Students who want to attend the 
senior banquet, please sign up in the office. 
Off-campus guests will need to purchase a 
banquet ticket, available in the office 
shortly. 


More Seniority: Seniors will have a 
meeting at 12:00 noon on Wednesday, the 
22nd, on the cafeteria deck. 


Further Seniority: The senior class 
would like to extend an invitation to any 
musicians in the Bread Loaf community to 
perform during commencement on August 
12th. If anyone is interested, please see 
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Rock Emmert in Anderson 204 or leave a 
message for him in the office. 


RAID! Acomputer virus is 
amongst us. We have the disinfectant. 
Please disinfect your disks before 
spreading. Several B Loafers (Clayton 
Rowley and Matt Fontis among them) have 
the cure. We can also clean your disks in 
the office and in the computer lab. 


ot For The Faint of Heart (Do Not Read 


If Under Doctors Care) or, How to Ruin 
Another Week-end: On Friday, July 24, 
we will be running a van to Bandelier 
National Monument (1 hour drive), site of 
thousands of Anasazi archaeological ruins. 
We will bring lunch and have a picnic, and 
return in time to greet Jim Maddox. Sign 
up in the office. We will leave at 9:00 a.m. 
from the circle in front of Petersen Hall. 


But On Saturday: The van will head south 
for an overnight camping trip to the Bonito 
Lake area near Ruidoso (elevation 8,300' 
+). On the way down we will visit a 
number of archaeological sites (as time 
permits), including the Three Rivers 
Petroglyphs, Gran Quivira, Pueblo Blanco, 
and Salinas. We will head back Sunday and 
stop at Madrid World Beat Day (if interest 
allows), which will feature Steel Justice, 
Caribe, and Jackie Holmes. We'll most 
likely be back in time for dinner. See your 





travel agent in the office or call 1-800- 
WHATATRIP. 


Apply Yourself: Applications for 
Vermont, Oxford, and Santa Fe for 1993 
are available in the office, free of charge. 


Of Equal Importance: We are trying to 
arrange a raft trip for Eriday, July 31, on 
the Upper Rio Grande. If more than 12 go, 
the cost is $60.00, otherwise $66.00. 
However, we need to sign up 
prontodoublequickly* to make sure we get 
the trip. See George or Georgé in the office 
for more details. 


We now have 12 intrepid souls for the raft 
trip. George will be hitting you up for 
$60.00 plus tax ($4 and change) this week. 


We Got ‘em: A limited number of Bread 
Loaf designer T-shirts (Size M) are 
available. Please see Christian or Ralph in 
the showroom. 


Important Address List, Franz: Please 


review the address list posted outside the 
office by the mail boxes. If you would, 
enter any corrections so we can have an 
up-to-date list to distribute. lf all 
information is accurate, please check off 
your name, Anton. 


These are the Loafing Hours: 


9:30 to 11:30 a.m. (M-F only) 
1:30 to 2:30 p.m. (except Fridays) 


State of the Fine Computer Arts : 


ADD: T/W__mornings, 9:30-11:30 


œ FURTHER NOTE: Thanks to Loafing 
volunteers (Karen Field and Dennis Lenssen 
and friendly/helpful/dedicated computer 
lab monitors, Erik Christenson and Loretta 
Brady, the lab hours are extended once 
again: ADD: 9:00 a.m. - noon Mondays, 
Thursdays, and Fridays. 


Any Poets in the closet? 

From the desk of: Ms. L. (Wagner 202) 
Linssen, the Bionic Woman, the GFC High 
School English Instructor -- We have room 
for readers for the July 26t and August 
24 Barn West readings. Contact LL/BW as 
usual. 


The Director's Hours: 10:00 a.m. to 


12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). Please 
make your appointments with the secret 
Aries in the office. 


THE ELDER SAYS 


"We said there warn't no home like a 
raft, after all. Other places do seem so 


cramped up and smothery, but a raft 
don't. You feel mighty free and easy and 
comfortable on a raft." 





>Y World Serious News: On Sunday last 
Bread Loaf defeated Bread Loaf in softball, 
21-19. Bread Loaf was ahead but Bread 
Loaf came from behind and almost defeated 
Bread Loaf in the bottom of the 9th, but it 
was not to be, as Bread Loaf held on 
tenaciously for the victory over Bread 
Loaf. 


“To play, or not to play, that is the 
question. Whether ‘tis nobler to the mind to 
ponder the slings and arrows of outrageous 
assignments, or to take arms against a sea 
of batters, And by opposing, end them. To 
win, to lose no more, and by a win to say 
we end in the backache, and the thousand 
natural shocks aging flesh is heir to! ‘Tis a 
consummation devoutly to be pitched! To 
win, to lose, to lose--perchance to lose: 
ay, there’s the pitching rubber, for in that 
bleeping loss what dreams may come when 
we have shuffled off to the dugout, must 
give us pause. There’s the respect that 
makes calamity of so long a game. For who 
would bear the flyballs and grounders 
through the hole, the opponent's wrong, the 
victor’s contumely, the pangs of despised 
error, the umpire’s delay, the insolence of 
strikeout, and the spurns that patient merit 





of th’ unworthy out, when he himself might 
his quietus make with a bare bat? ... 


Y n liv Br 
Loaf/Santa Fe alone: 


Want Ad 


Wanted: 
Female roommate -- Newton/Waltham 
line near Boston. Two other females 


looking for nonsmoker to share 3 
bedroom house (with parking) a half 
block from the T. $317/month plus 
utilities. Talk to Brad Czepiel or call 
(617) 899-7687 


æ "Mark me"(Hamlet , |, V): 


July 22: Author Janice Gould will be 
speaking at 7:30 in the Junior Commons 
Room. She is a writer of Maidu heritage 
who is also a graduate student in the English 
Department of the University of New 
Mexico. Reception to follow. 


July 24 -- July 31: Director Jim 
Maddox will be visiting; get on the bread 
line for appointments if you wish to meet 
with him. A tentative sign up sheet has 
forthcome in the office. (He’ll arrive this 
Friday.) 





Speaking of Whom: A reception for Jim 
will be held July 27th from 4:30 to 6:00 


p.m. at Barn West, where he will announce 
scholarship awards. 


July 24 (this Friday): Kathy Deviny 
will be teaching the two step, yup, the two 
step, to all int’rested cowgirls an’ cowboys 


this Friday night. So put on yor boots and 
join her at the dining hall from eight to 
eleven. BYOB? (boots and booze). Or be 


there. 





July 28: Lucy Tapahanso, Navajo poet, 
will be reading at 8:00 p.m. in the Junior 
Commons Room. She is presently 
Professor of English at the University of 
Kansas, and author of A Breeze Swept 
Through. Reception will follow. 

Tome sweet tome: copies of Tapahanso’s 
A Breeze Swept Through are available at 
the Old Santa Fe Trail Bookstore and Coffee 
Shop. 


August 4: Writer Ann Zwinger will speak 
at 7:30. 


T Off campus folk; This really is 
important. We'd like to know how to reach 
you in the event of an emergency; please 
leave your phone number at the BL office . 











Bread Loaf/Santa Fe EWS 


(the migajitita of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 


Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Thursday, 23 de Julio, 1992 





The following info is for Loafers who 
should meet with Bill Wright, 
BreadNet Director, who arrives 
today: 


- those interested in BreadNet 

teachers of Native American 

students 

- people in the CHART project 

- people who are part of the 
Bread Loaf/Clemson grants 


Meeting dates & times follow; please 
follow. 


BreadNet 


Introductory 
Meeting: 


Monday, July 27, 12:45 - 1:45 
FAB 104 
(the computer center) 


CHART Group 
and 


Bread _ Loaf/Clemson 


Tuesday, July 28, 12:15 - 1:15 
Private Dining Room 

(to the far left when you enter the 
dining hall) 
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Teachers 


of Native Americans 


Tuesday, July 28, 4:45 - 5:30 
FAB 109 





Faculty Only, please read: 


There will be a faculty meeting with Jim 
Maddox and John Elder in FAB 109 on 
Wednesday, July 29th. 


Bread Loafers one and all onl 
aioe Pe ee : 
please read: A Serious thing 


happened on the way to the 
Forum: 


The Elder will hold an open, informal 
discussion on teaching and Bread Loaf in 
Barn West (upper commons) on 
Thursday, July 30th, at 6:30. 


Picture This: Senior and group black 
and white photos are in. Please see Papa 
Razzi in the office to order a timeless 
memento of your summer in Santa Fe. 





Mark me: Graduation ceremonies 
have been moved to Wednesday, August 
12th. Students who want to attend the 
senior banquet, please Sign up in the office. 
Off-campus guests will need to purchase a 
banquet ticket, available in the office 





shortly. Yes, classes will meet on 
August 12th. 


Further Seniority: The senior class 
would like to extend an invitation to any 
musicians in the Bread Loaf community to 
perform during commencement on August 
12th. If anyone is interested, please see 
Rock Emmert in Anderson 204 or leave a 
message for him in the office. 


ot For The Faint of Heart (Do Not Read 


If Under Doctors Care) or, How to Ruin 
Another Week-end: On Friday, July 24 


we will be running a van to Bandelier 
National Monument (1 hour drive), site of 
thousands of Anasazi archaeological ruins. 
We will bring lunch and have a picnic, and 
return in time to greet Jim Maddox. Sign 
up in the office. We will leave at 9:00 a.m. 
from the circle in front of Petersen Hall. 


Apply Yourself: Applications for 
Vermont, Oxford, and Santa Fe for 1993 
are available in the office, free of charge. 


And: Because some completed applications 
were filed next to the books, on top of the 
filing cabinet, under some papers, beside 
the dictionary, and beneath the box please 
check to see if your application made it to 
the proper folder. Thanks. 


Of Equal Importance: We are trying to 
arrange a raft trip for Friday, July 31, on 
the Upper Rio Grande. If more than 12 go, 
the cost is $60.00, otherwise $66.00. 
However, we need to sign up 
prontodoublequickly? to make sure we get 
the trip. See George or George in the office 
for more details. 


One or two intrepid souls still needed. 
$65.47 will do it for a grand day on the Rio 
Grande. Includes transportation and lunch. 


We Got em: A limited number of Bread 
Loaf designer T-shirts (Size M) are 
available. Please see Christian or Ralph in 
the showroom. 


Important Address List, Franz: Please 


review the address list posted outside the 
office by the mail boxes. If you would, 
enter any corrections so we can have an 
up-to-date list to distribute. If all 
information is accurate, please check off 
your name, Anton. 


These are the Loafing Hours: 


9:30 to 11:30 a.m. (M-F only) 
1:30 to 2:30 p.m. (except Fridays) 


State of the Fine Computer Arts : 


ADD: T/W__mornings, 9:30-11:30 


æa FURTHER NOTE: Thanks to Loafing 
volunteers (Karen Field and Dennis Lenssen 
and friendly/helpful/dedicated computer 
lab monitors, Erik Christenson and Loretta 
Brady, the lab hours are extended once 
again: ADD: 9:00 a.m. - noon Mondays, 
Thursdays, and Fridays. 


Poets still bemused: Readers for 
Sunday the 26th will be Cam Martin, Willow 
Older, Renee Gould, and Linda Linssen. The 
appointed hour is 6:30 p.m. 


The Director's Hours: 10:00 a.m. to 
12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). Please 


make your appointments with the secret 
Aries in the office. 


THE ELDER SAYS 


“Lets have a discussion about Bread Loaf 


and teaching next Wednesday in Barn 
West.” 





tk World Serious News: We will play it 
again, Sam, this Sunday the 26th at 1:45 
p.m. Meet at the dorms. 


“To play, or not to play, that is the 
question. Whether ‘tis nobler to the mind to 
ponder the slings and arrows of outrageous 








assignments, or to take arms against a sea 
of batters, And by opposing, end them. To 
win, to lose no more, and by a win to say 
we end in the backache, and the thousand 
natural shocks aging flesh is heir to! ‘Tis a 
consummation devoutly to be pitched! To 
win, to lose, to lose--perchance to lose: 
ay, there’s the pitching rubber, for in that 
bleeping loss what dreams may come when 
we have shuffled off to the dugout, must 
give us pause. There’s the respect that 
makes calamity of so long a game. For who 
would bear the flyballs and grounders 
through the hole, the opponent’s wrong, the 
victors contumely, the pangs of despised 
error, the umpire’s delay, the insolence of 
strikeout, and the spurns that patient merit 
of th’ unworthy out, when he himself might 
his quietus make with a bare bat? ... 


The Courts are in session: 


Ok_... let’s try this again ... free basketball 
every Tuesday, 7:00 - 8:00 a.m! This is 
an Equal basketball Opportunity and an equal 
opportunity to get up early. We leave from 
in front of the dorms at 6:45 a.m! Sorry, 
sorry, SOrry ...| really was up; just 
spaced it. Judge not and ye shall not be 
judged. 


Place: Santa Fe Prep gymnasium -- about a 
half mile down Camino de la Cruz Blanca. 


& "Mark me (Hamlet 5 th WE 


July 24 -- July 31: Director Jim 
Maddox will be visiting; get on the bread 
line for appointments if you wish to meet 
with him. A tentative sign up sheet has 
forthcome in the office. 





July 24: Kathy Deviny will be teaching 
the two step, yup, the two step, to all 
int’rested cowgirls an’ cowboys this Friday 


night. So put on yor boots and join her at 
the dining hall from eight to eleven. BYOB? 
boots and booze). Or be there. 





Speaking of Whom: A reception for Jim 
will be held July 27th from 4:30 to 6:00 
p.m. at Barn West, where he will announce 
scholarship awards. 


July 28: Lucy Tapahanso, Navajo poet, 
will be reading at 8:00 p.m. in the Junior 
Commons Room. She is presently 
Professor of English at the University -of 
Kansas, and author of A Breeze Swept 
Through. Reception will follow. Tome 
sweet tome: copies of Tapahanso’s A 
Breeze Swept Through are available at the 
Old Santa Fe Trail Bookstore and Coffee 
Shop. 


August 4: Writer Ann Zwinger will speak 
at 7:30. 











Bread Loaf/Santa Fe News 





(the migauelita of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Tuesday, 28 de Julio, 1992 





This Is The One You've Been 
Waiting For: Mr. and Mrs. 
Lujan, Alfredo's parents, are 
happy to invite all Bread 
Loafers to the 2nd Annual 
fiesta at their home in Nambe. 
Chili, posole, sopapillas ... the 
works. The date is Saturday, 
August 1st. The van will leave 
at 1 p.m. from the dorms. We 
will also need some drivers. 
Please sign up in the office. 
Don't miss this! 


The following info is for 
Loafers who should meet with 
Bill Wright, BreadNet 
Director: 


- those interested in BreadNet 

- teachers of Native American 
students 

- people in the CHART project 

- people who are part of the 
Bread Loaf/Clemson grants 


Meeting dates & times follow; 
please follow. 
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CHART Group 
and 
Bread _ Loaf/Clemson 


Tuesday, July 28, 12:15 - 1:15 
Private Dining Room 

(to the far left when you enter 
the dining hall) 


Teachers 
of Native Americans 


Tuesday, July 28, 4:45 - 5:30 
FAB 109 





Wednesda Seniority: The seniors 
have a meeting and choir practice on the 
cafeteria deck at 12:15 p.m. 


All Quiet on the Courtyard Front: A 
reminder that fellow dorm residents really 
appreciate quiet after 11:00 p.m. For late 
night discussions of literature (or anything 
else) please use Barn West. Thank you. 








Speaking of a Good Cup o' Joe: A 


coffee maker is located in Barn West for 
those cravers of caffeine, those mavens of 
mud, those connoisseurs of Cappucchino, 
those ensigns of espresso, those martyrs 
of Maxwell House, those sultans of Sanka, 
those jihads of java. . . . you get the 
picture. Bring your own cherry pie. 


Ihe Van Comes, The Van Goghs: As 


the whole Western world is aware, 
Alfredo "Pat Riley" Lujan is coaching the 
Nothern New Mexico high school all- 
Star basketball team this week in 
Albuquerque. We'll be running a van to 
the Pit on the UNM campus for the game; 
departure time is Thursday, 4:30 p.m. 
Tickets can be had at the door. Please 
sign up in the office. This is CNN. 


You've Written Papers, Now You 
Can Make Some: Heidi Loewen, local 
artist extraordinaire, will hold a special 
paper-making workshop exclusively for 
Bread Loaf students on Monday, August 
3rd, from 6:30 to 10:00 p.m., in the 
Studio in the Fine Arts building. Space 
is limited; sign up in the office. 


Picture This: Senior and group black 
and white photos are in. Please see Papa 
Razzi in the office to order a timeless 
memento of your summer in Santa Fe. 


* Mark me: Graduation ceremonies 
have been moved to Wednesday, August 
12th. Students who want to attend the 
senior banquet, please sign up in the office. 
Off-campus guests will need to purchase a 
banquet ticket, available in the office 
shortly. 


urther Seniori The senior class 
would like to extend an invitation to any 
musicians in the Bread Loaf community to 
perform during commencement on August 
12th. If anyone is interested, please see 
Rock Emmert in Anderson 204 or leave a 
message for him in the office. 


Applications for 


Apply Yourself: 


Vermont, Oxford, and Santa Fe for 1993 
are available in the office, free of charge. 


And; Because some completed applications 
were filed next to the books, on top of the 
filing cabinet, under some papers, beside 
the dictionary, and beneath the box please 
check to see if your application made it to 
the proper folder. Thanks. 


And Etc.: Information sheets regarding 
transfer of credits and independent reading 
projects are available in the office. 


We Got A limited number of 
Bread Loaf designer T-shirts (Size M) are 
available. Please see Christian or Ralph in 
the showroom. 





Important Address List 


Franz: Please review the address list 
posted outside the office by the mail boxes. 
If you would, enter any corrections so we 
can have an up-to-date list to distribute. If 
all information is accurate, please check 
off your name, Anton. 


State of the Fine Computer 
Arts 


ADD: T/W__mornings, 9:30-11:30 


. FURTHER NOTE: Thanks to Loafing 
volunteers (Karen Field and Dennis Lenssen 
and friendly/helpful/dedicated computer 
lab monitors, Erik Christensen and Loretta 
Brady, the lab hours are extended once 
again: ADD: 9:00 a.m. - noon Mondays, 
Thursdays, and Fridays. 


Poets Will Amuse: Readers are needed 
for Barn West for Sunday, August 2. 
Please see Linda Linssen in Wagner 202 to 
sign up 


Poets Will Be Amusing: The Leonard 
Pince-Garnell Bad Poetry festival will be 


held on Sunday, August 9th, at 6:30 p.m. in 
Barn West. All Bread Loafers are urged to 
write a good bad poem and recite it to the 
fully empty room. The best worst poem will 
win a greatly terrible prize. See Linda 
Linssen for details. 











© The Director's Hours: 
10:00 a.m. to 12:00 p.m. (Monday - 
Friday). Please make your appointments 
with the secret Aries in the office. 





THE ELDER SAYS 





DA World Serious News: we 
will try to play it again, Sam, this Sunday 
the 2nd at 1:45 p.m. Meet at the dorms. 





VCR RULES and REGS: Geez. A 


sign up sheet is posted in the office for 
assigned hours. Those who want to do 
independent viewing must clear with the St. 
John’s Conference Center to avoid 
conflicts. Try to give them a 24 hour 
notice. BLOCK your time in other words. 





+ The 
session: 


Courts are in 


Ok _... let's try this again ... free basketball 
every Tuesday, 7:00 - 8:00 a.m! This is 
an Equal basketball Opportunity and an equal 
opportunity to get up early. We leave from 
in front of the dorms at 6:45 a.m! 


Place: Santa Fe Prep gymnasium -- about a 


half mile down Camino de la Cruz Blanca. 
- "Mark me" (Hamlet , |, v): 


July 24 -- July 31: Director Jim 
Maddox will be visiting; get on the bread 
line for appointments if you wish to meet 
with him. A sign up sheet is in the office. 





July 28; Lucy Tapahanso, Navajo poet, 
will be reading at 8:00 p.m. in the Junior 
Commons Room. She is presently 
Professor of English at the University of 
Kansas, and author of A Breeze Swept 
Through. Reception will follow. Tome 
sweet tome: copies of Tapahanso’s A 


Breeze Swept Through are available at the 
Old Santa Fe Trail Bookstore and Coffee 
Shop. 


August 2: El Rancho de las Golondrinas 
(Ranch of the Swans) will be holding its 
summer festival today. The ranch (15 
miles south of Santa Fe) is a restored 
early-18th century village, a stopping 
place (paraje) on the Royal Road to Mexico 
City. We will leave in the morning and be 
back early afternoon. Please sign up in the 
office. $3.00 a person 


August 4: Writer Ann Zwinger will speak 
at 7:30. 








Bread Loaf/Santa Fe News 


(the migauelita of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 


Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Thursday, 30 de Julio, 1992 









This Is The One You've Been 
Waiting For: Mr. and Mrs. 
Lujan, Alfredo's parents, are 
happy to invite all Bread 
Loafers to the 2nd Annual 
fiesta (therefore a tradition) 
at their home in Nambe. Chili, 
posole, sopapillas ... the 
works. The date is Saturday, 
August 1st. The van will leave 
at 1 p.m. from the dorms. We 
will also need some drivers. 
Please sign up in the 
office right away. Don't 
miss this! 


























Bread Lost, Bread Found: lf 
you lost some dough near the 


wall by Wagner Dorm, see Meg 
McCarthy in Wagner 103 to 
claim it. 







Note Change: The informal discussion 
on teaching, scheduled for today at 4:30 
p.m., has been postponed until next 
week. Watch this space for further 
details. 
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It's About Time: There will be a 
party at, in, and around Anderson Dorm 
TONIGHT, beginning c. 9:00 p.m. Bring 
some dinero for the sombrero, or a food 
or drink donation. Thanks. 


Ihis Will Be Good: On Wednesday, 
August 5th, there will be a reception to 
honor the senior class. The fete will be 
held at the Fenn Gallery downtown; it's 
on the corner of Paseo Peralta and 
Acequia Madre. Dress is casual. We'll 
be running a shuttle so you will have 
transportation. Please sign up in the 
office if you'd like to attend. 


Ihis Does Compute, Captain: 
Thanks to Alfredo and Bill's efforts, two 
more MACs have been added to the 
computer room. Also, in order to 
improve computer services, please 
complete the compute questionnaire and 
leave it in the computer room. Thank 
you. 


Get Gooey: Potter Extraordinaire 
Bette Cataldo will hold a pottery 
workshop for Bread Loaf students in the 
studio in the Fine Arts Building. This 
will be a three-session workshop. 
Tentative time is 7-10 p.m. TODAY, 
Monday the 3rd, and Thursday the 6th. 
However, times are somewhat flexible. 
Cost is $15.00. See Larry in the office 
or Bette in the studio (right by the 
office) for details. 








All Quiet_on the Courtyard Front: A 
reminder that fellow dorm residents really 
appreciate quiet after 11:00 p.m. For late 
night discussions of literature (or anything 
else) please use Barn West. Thank you. 


Speaking of a Good Cup o' Joe: A 


coffee maker is located in Barn West for 
those cravers of caffeine, those mavens of 
mud, those connoisseurs of Cappucchino, 
those ensigns of espresso, those martyrs 
of Maxwell House, those sultans of Sanka, 
those jihads of java.. .. you get the 
picture. Bring your own cherry pie. 


The Van Comes, The Van Goghs: As 
the whole Western world is aware, 


Alfredo "Pat Riley" Lujan is coaching the 
Nothern New Mexico high school all- 
star basketball team this week in 
Albuquerque. We'll be running a van to 
the Pit on the UNM campus for the game; 
departure time is TODAY, 4:30 p.m. 
Tickets can be had at the door. Please 
sign up in the office. This is ESPN. 


Picture This: Senior and group black 
and white photos are in. Please see Papa 
Razzi in the office to order a timeless 
memento of your summer in Santa Fe. 


* Mark me: Graduation ceremonies 
have been moved to Wednesday, August 
12th. Students who want to attend the 
senior banquet, please sign up in the office. 
Off-campus guests will need to purchase a 
banquet ticket, available in the office 
shortly. 


Further Seniority: The senior class 
would like to extend an invitation to any 
musicians in the Bread Loaf community to 
perform during commencement on August 
12th. If anyone is interested, please see 
Rock Emmert in Anderson 204 or leave a 
message for him in the office. 


Apply Yourself: Applications for 
Vermont, Oxford, and Santa Fe for 1993 
are available in the office, free of charge. 


And: Because some completed applications 
were filed next to the books, on top of the 
filing cabinet, under some papers, beside 
the dictionary, and beneath the box please 
check to see if your application made it to 
the proper folder. Thanks. 


And Etc.: Information sheets regarding 
transfer of credits and independent reading 
projects are available in the office. 


We Got ‘em: A limited number of 
Bread Loaf designer T-shirts (Size M) are 
available. Please see Christian or Ralph in 
the showroom. 





Important Address List 


Franz: Please review the address list 
posted outside the office by the mail boxes. 
If you would, enter any corrections so we 
can have an up-to-date list to distribute. If 
all information is accurate, please check 
off your name, Anton. 


State of the Fine Computer 
Arts : 


ADD: T/W_mornings, 9:30-11:30 


. FURTHER NOTE: Thanks to Loafing 
volunteers (Karen Field and Dennis Lenssen 
and friendly/helpful/dedicated computer 
lab monitors, Erik Christensen and Loretta 
Brady, the lab hours are extended once 


again: ADD: 9:00 a.m. - noon Mondays, 
Thursdays, and Fridays. 


Poets Will Amuse: Readers for Barn 
West for Sunday, August 2 will be Dave 
Perry, Meg McCarthy, Rock Emmert, 
Heather Clay, and Kathy Harding. Please 
convene at 6:30 p.m. 


Poets Will Be Amusing: The Leonard 
Pince-Garnell Bad Poetry festival will be 
held on Sunday, August 9th, at 6:30 p.m. in 
Barn West. All Bread Loafers are urged to 
write a good bad poem and recite it to the 
fully empty room. The best worst poem will 
win a greatly terrible prize. See Linda 
Linssen for details. 











© The Director's Hours: 
10:00 a.m. to 12:00 p.m. (Monday - 
Friday). Please make your appointments 
with the secret Aries in the office. 


THE ELDER SAYS 





3A World Serious News: We 
will try to play it again, Sam, this Sunday 
the 2nd at 1:45 p.m. Meet at the dorms. 


VCR RULES and REGS: Geez. A 


sign up sheet is posted in the office for 
assigned hours. Those who want to do 
independent viewing must clear with the St. 
John’s Conference Center to avoid 
conflicts. Try to give them a 24 hour 
notice. BLOCK your time in other words. 


+ The 
session: 


Courts are in 


Ok_... let’s try this again ... free basketball 
every Tuesday, 7:00 - 8:00 a.m! This is 
an Equal basketball Opportunity and an equal 
opportunity to get up early. We leave from 
in front of the dorms at 6:45 a.m! 


Place: Santa Fe Prep gymnasium -- about a 


half mile down Camino de la Cruz Blanca. 


White Wedding, No Idol Chatter: If 
you've seen a man wearing a white wedding 
dress on Sun Mountain or the environs, not 
to worry. He's friendly . . . and a poet. 
See article on him on the bulletin board 
opposite the computer room. 


2 "Mark me" (Hamlet, |, v): 


July 30; Director Jim Maddox's last day 
is today. Check in the office if you wish to 
meet with him. 


August 4: Nature writer Ann Zwinger 
will speak at 7:30 in the Junior Commons 
Room. 


Congratulations Are in Order: The 
following Loafers received awards during 
Jim Maddox's visit: 


Reginald and Juanita Cook: Tom McKenna 
Pauline Feicht Decker: Alex and Peter 
Southworth 

Kathleen Downey: Heather Carson 

Laurence Holland: Brad Czepiel 

John M. Kirk, Jr.: Linda Linssen 

Lucy and Wylie Sypher: Rock Emmert 

Ruth Walzer: David Perry 

Raymond Waldron: Loretta Brady 

Charlie Orr: Tim Pratt 


Clemson/Bread Loaf Grants: Clayton 
Rowley, David Bower, and Loretta Brady 


Bread Loaf Teacher-Researcher Award: 
Leslie Haynes and Kevin Groppe 











Bread Loat/Santa Fe News 


(the migauelita of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Tuesday, 4 de Augusto 1992 





This Will Be Good for Faculty and 
Students Alike: On Wednesday, August 
5th, there will be a reception to honor 
the senior class. The fete will be 
held at the Fenn Gallery downtown; it's 
on the corner of Paseo Peralta and 
Acequia Madre. Dress up casually 
(shorts ok). We'll be running a shuttle, 
so you will have transportation. Please 
sign up in the office if you'd like to 
attend or just show up. Additional info 
follows: 


THE UP TOWN GARDEN PARTY -- 


Whether the first annual Bread Loaf 
Crumb-unity Honor the Seniors 
reception becomes tradition is 
dependent on how many people show this 
time (feasibility, you know). Don't 
miss this ... you wouldn't believe that 
such a lush garden with rare birds and 
rare sculpture is only moments from 
your dorm step ... Fenn Gallery is right 
behind Downtown Subscription less than 
five minutes from the St. John's campus. 
If you drive, please park in the huge 
parking lot across the street from the 
gallery. We will shuttle two van trips 
to the garden party. The first run will 
leave from the circle in front of 
Peterson Building at 4:15. The second 
run will be at 4:45. Those who don't 
know the way can follow the van at 
either of those times. We'll bring you 
back 


Volume II, #11 


Final Papers for Valerie Smith: 


We will FED EX final papers for 
students in Valerie's classes to her on 
August 7th, THIS Friday, 1992. The 
deadline for submitting your papers is 
noon, THIS Friday, August 7th, 
1992. If you don't have your paper in 
by the deadline, you will have to FED 
EX your paper on your own at your own 
expense. Therefore, please meet the 
deadline: noon, THIS Friday, August 
Tali, 192. 





If you are planning to stay for the 
graduation banquet on Wednesday, 
August 12, you must inform Chef Tell or 
the Galloping Gourmet in the Office by 
Friday, August 7. If you are on the 
meal plan, or are a senior, there is no 
charge. Guests and off-campus students 
will need to purchase a banquet ticket 
for $9.95. 










Assessment Forms: have been put in 
your mailboxes (off-campus students 
can get forms in the office); please 
return completed forms to the office. 
Thank you. 


Bread Lost, Br Found: If you 
lost some dough near the wall by Wagner 


Dorm, see Meg McCarthy in Wagner 103 
to claim it. 








This Will be the Last Time: Final 
call for t-shirt ordering. Please let 
Perry or Ralph know in the office if 
you'd like a Bread Loaf/Santa Fe t-shirt. 


Alas! Poor Seniors: The final senior 
class luncheon is Wednesday, August 5, 
at 12:15 on the cafeteria deck. 


Lunch With the Elder: If you're 
interested in an informal discussion 
with John about teaching and learning, 
and how Bread Loaf can help in those 
endeavors, he'd like to meet with you at 
lunch at noon on Thursday in the 
small dining room to the left of the main 
cafeteria. 


Wright Writes: "BreadNet price 
increase September 1st. The new price 
will be $44.95 for a one -year account, 
with $11.50 per hour connect time. If 
you want to set up a one-semester 
account before the price change, call 
Barbara at NYIT's Academic Computing 
Department at 800-462-9041. Please 
let the BreadNet office know when you 
sign up so that we can send you 'how to' 
material. The BreadNet ofice address is: 
1250 24th St. NW, Suite 600, 
Washington, DC; the phone is 202- 
466-0533; FAX is 202-466-3079. 
BreadNet will 'probably' move to a new 
online system on January 1, 1993, so 
try to sign up for a one-semester 
account.” 


Address List, Franz: A list of Bread 
Loaf/Vermont students is available in 
the office for your perusal. A copy is 
also posted on the bulletin board near 
the computer center. 





All Quiet on the Courtyard Front: 
A reminder that fellow dorm residents 
really appreciate quiet after 11:00 p.m. 
For late night discussions of literature 
(or anything else) please use Barn 
West. Thank you. 


Speaking of a Good Cup o' Joe: A 
coffee maker is located in Barn West for 
those cravers of caffeine, those mavens 
of mud, those connoisseurs of 
Cappucchino, those ensigns of espresso, 
those martyrs of Maxwell House, those 
sultans of Sanka, those jihads of java... 
. you get the picture. Bring your own 
cherry pie. 


And the Winner Is: As the whole 
Western world is now aware, Alfredo 
"Pat Riley" Lujan's team of Northern 
New Mexico high school basketball all- 
stars defeated the Southern team by a 
score of 101-90. It was give and go 
until the last 5 minutes when the 
Nortefios sealed the victory with some 
tough defense. It is reported that 
Lujan's victory has led to an increased 
celery demand for next season. This is 
LASN. 


Ye Olde Picture Boxxe: Feel free to 
rummage through the collection of 
photos in the Office. 


A Word is Worth a Thousand 
Pictures: Black and white class 
pictures are scheduled in Friday. Check 
in the Office. 


Further Seniority: The senior class 
would like to extend an invitation to any 
musicians in the Bread Loaf community 
to perform during commencement on 
August 12th. If anyone is interested, 
please see Rock Emmert in Anderson 
204 or leave a message for him in the 
office. 


Apply Yourself: Applications for 
Vermont, Oxford, and Santa Fe for 1993 
are available in the office, free of 
charge. 


And: Because some completed 
applications were filed next to the 
books, on top of the filing cabinet, under 
some papers, beside the dictionary, and 
beneath the box please check to see if 
your application made it to the proper 
folder. Thanks. 





And Etc.: Information sheets regarding 
transfer of credits and independent 
reading projects are available in the 
office. 


Important ‘Address. List, “franz: 


Please review the address list posted 
outside the office by the mail boxes. If 
you would, enter any corrections so we 
can have an up-to-date list to 
distribute. lf all information is 
accurate, please check off your name, 
Anton. 


State of the Fine Computer Arts : 


ADD: T/W___mornings, 9:30- 
11:30 


a FURTHER NOTE: Thanks to 
Loafing volunteers (Karen Field and 
Dennis Lenssen and 
friendly/helpful/dedicated computer lab 
monitors, Erik Christensen and Loretta 
Brady, the lab hours are extended once 
again: ADD: 9:00 a.m. - noon Mondays, 
Thursdays, and Fridays. 





Poets Will Be Amusing: The 
Leonard Pince-Garnell Bad Poetry 
festival will be held on Sunday, August 
9th, at 6:30 p.m. in Barn West. All 
Bread Loafers are urged to write a good 
bad poem and recite it to the fully empty 
room. The best worst poem will win a 
greatly terrible prize. See Linda 
Linssen for details. 


© The Directors Hours: 10:00 a.m. to 
12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). Please 
make your appointments with the secret 
Aries in the office. 


THE ELDER SAYS 





SA World Serious 
Abbott and Alfrello: 


ewsFrom 


-- "Who's on first .. what's on second ... 
| don't know's on third": 


Please see Tinkers, Evers, or Chance in 
the Office if you'd like to play softball on 
Sunday. Aw, come on, papers are done! 


« The Courts are in session: 


This. Tuesday, 7:00 - 8:00 a.m! For 
sure! This is an equal opportunity to get 
up early. We leave from in front of the 
dorms at 6:45 a.m! For sure! 


Place: Santa Fe Prep gymnasium -- 
about a half mile down Camino de la Cruz 
Blanca. 


& "Mark me’ (Hamlet , |, V): 


August 4: Writer Ann Zwinger will 
speak at 7:30. She is the author of 
Beyond the Aspen Grove and Run, River, 
Run. Her topic is nature writing and 
illustrating. 


August 9: To commemorate the 
anniversary of the Pueblo rebellion of 
1680, the Museum of Indian Arts and 
Culture (just down the road a piece) 
will be hosting a feast and a round of 
Pueblo dances. The feast is from 5:00 to 
7:30, and the dances will begin soon 
after. And the best part, it's free of 
charge. 





Bread Loat/Santa Fe 


(the migauelita of a Crumb) 


CWS 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Thursday, 6 de Augusto 1992 





Final Papers for Valerie Smith: 


We will FED EX final papers for 
students in Valerie's classes to her on 
August 7th, THIS Friday, 1992. The 
deadline for submitting your papers is 
noon, THIS Friday, August 7th, 
1992. If you don't have your paper in 
by the deadline, you will have to FED 
EX your paper on your own at your own 
expense. Therefore, please meet the 
deadline: noon, THIS Friday, August 
Kin, TOZ, 





PLEASE NOTE: If you are planning to 
Stay for the graduation banquet on 
Wednesday, August 12, you must inform 
Chef Tell or the Galloping Gourmet in the 
Office by noon on Friday, August 7. 
lf you are on the meal plan, or are a 
senior, there is no charge. Guests and 
off-campus students will need to 
purchase a banquet ticket for $9.95. 
You must sign up for the 
banquet even if you are on 


the meal plan. 














Book ‘em, Danno: 


If you have any 
books checked out from the University of 
New Mexico library or from Mddlebury, 
please return them to the office. If you 
have any books checked out from St. 
John's, they will need to be returned 
soon. 
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Assessment Forms: have been put in 
your mailboxes (off-campus students 
can get forms in the office); please 
return completed forms to the office. 
Thank you. 









Party Town: On Saturday night from 
9 to midnight there wll be a party at 
Barn West. Beer will be supplied. 
BYOB (Bring Your Own Body, and 
Suppressed Desire; Come to Think of it, 
Someone Else's Will Be OK, Too). 








Lunch With the Elder: If you're 
interested in an informal discussion 
with John about teaching and learning, 
and how Bread Loaf can help in those 
endeavors, he'd like to meet with you at 
lunch at noon today in the small dining 
room to the left of the main cafeteria. 


Wright Writes:  "BreadNet price 
increase September ist. The new price 
will be $44.95 for a one -year account, 
with $11.50 per hour connect time. If 
you want to set up a one-semester 
account before the price change, call 
Barbara at NYIT's Academic Computing 
Department at 800-462-9041. Please 
let the BreadNet office know when you 
sign up so that we can send you ‘how to' 
material. The BreadNet ofice address is: 
1250 24th St. NW, Suite 600, 


Washington, DC; the phone is 202- 











466-0533; FAX is 202-466-3079. 
BreadNet will ‘probably' move to a new 
online system on January 1, 1993, so 
try to sign up for a one-semester 
account." 


Address List, Franz: A list of Bread 
Loaf/Vermont students is available in 
the office for your perusal. A copy is 
also posted on the bulletin board near 
the computer center. 


All Quiet on the Courtyard Front: 
A reminder that fellow dorm residents 
really appreciate quiet after 11:00 p.m. 
For late night discussions of literature 
(or anything else) please use Barn 
West. Thank you. 


Ye Olde Picture Boxxe: Feel free to 
rummage through the collection of 
photos in the Office. 


A Word _is Worth a Thousand 
Pictures: Black and white class 
pictures are scheduled to be in Friday. 
Check in the Office. 


Further Seniority: The senior class 
would like to extend an invitation to any 
musicians in the Bread Loaf community 
to perform during commencement on 
August 12th. If anyone is interested, 
please see Rock Emmert in Anderson 
204 or leave a message for him in the 
office. 


Apply Yourself: Applications for 
Vermont, Oxford, and Santa Fe for 1993 
are available in the office, free of 
charge. 


And Etc.: Information sheets regarding 
transfer of credits and independent 
reading projects are available in the 
office. 


Poets Will Be Amusing: The 
Leonard Pince-Garnell Bad Poetry 
festival will be held on Sunday, August 
9th, at 6:30 p.m. in Barn West. All 
Bread Loafers are urged to write a good 


bad poem and recite it to the fully empty 
room. The best worst poem will win a 
greatly terrible prize. See Linda 
Linssen for details. 


O Director's Hours: 10:00 a.m. to 
12:00 p.m. (Monday - Friday). Please 
make your appointments with the secret 
Aries in the office. 


THE ELDER SAYS 





St World Serious News 


From Abbott and Alfrello: 


-- "Who's on 1st .. what's on second ... | 
don't know's on third": 


Please see Tinkers, Evers, or Chance in 
the Office if you'd like to play softball on 
Sunday. Aw, come on, papers are done! 


ws The Court is in session: The last 


meeting of the Solons of the sphere will 
be Tuesday the 11th. 


B ‘Mark _me' (Hamlet , |, V): 


August 9: To commemorate the 
anniversary of the Pueblo rebellion of 
1680, the Museum of Indian Arts and 
Culture (just down the road a piece) 
will be hosting a feast and a round of 
Pueblo dances. The feast is from 5:00 to 
7:30, and the dances will begin soon 
after. And the best part, it's free of 
charge. 


August 12: Graduation day. A cocktail 
party will begin the festivities at 5 p.m. 
in the Junior Commons Room. The 
banquet will start at 6:00 in the Great 
Hall (remember: you must sign up). 
Commencement will commence at 7:30 
at the Meem Library Plaza. 














Bread Loaf/Santa Fe News 


(the migauelita of a Crumb) 


The Bread Loaf School of English, Middlebury College 
at St. John's College 
Santa Fé, New Mexico 
Tuesday, 11 de Augusto 1992 





"Well, it's crying time again, 
you're gonna leave me ... | can see 
that far away look in your eye ..." 
What? The last week of Bread 
Loaf/Santa Fe -- 1992, the last issue 
BL/Santa Fe News, the last trip to 
Evangelo's Wednesday night after all is 
said and done, the last summer for 
seniors ... game, set, match. "Happy 
Trails to you, until we meet again..." 
Head 'em out, y den le gas! Adios. 


Graduation Festivities: Graduation 
will be held tomorrow. There will be a 
cocktail party in the Junior Commons 
Room at 5:00 p.m., followed by the 
banquet at 6:15 in the Great Hall (you 
must have signed up for the banquet). A 
seating plan will be posted at the Great 
Hall. Commencement will begin at 7:30 
on the Meem Library Plaza. 


Tee ‘Em Up: Bread Loaf/Santa Fe T- 
shirts are now in. Please purchase in 
the office. 


Book ‘em, Danno: If you have any 
books checked out from the University of 
New Mexico library or from 
Middlebury, please return them to the 
office. If you have any books checked out 
from St. John's, they will need to be 
returned soon ... or else. 


Assessment Forms: have been put in 
your mailboxes (off-campus students 
can get forms in the office); please 
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return completed forms to the office. 
Thank you. 


For those who asked: 


Parent Lujan address: 
Ernesto and Carrie Lujan 

Rt. 1 Box 100 -A 

Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501 


Bread Pudding, of course, recipe 
Capirotada or Sopa (Bread Pudding) 


1 c. Sugar 
1 t. cinnamon 
2 c. water 
1 1⁄2 C. grated or sliced cheese 
6 slices of toasted bread (| toast mine in 
the oven, besides the bread being toasted, 
it should be hard) 
1 cup raisins 
2 T. butter 

Caramelize sugar (I don’t 
caramalize my sugar. | use brown sugar 
instead). Add water and cinnamon and boil 
until sugar is dissolved and gets a little 
thick like syrup. Place a layer of bread in a 
casserole; add cheese and raisins. Repeat 
until all ingrediants are used. Add butter to 
syrup, pour syrup over mixture poking 
bread with a fork to help the syrup 
penetrate. Bake in moderate oven 
temperature until the syrup is absorbed by 
bread (approx. 15 min. for this amount). 

Good luck!!! 
Carolina (Carrie 











Checking Out, Closing Down, 


Hitting the Road: Dorms must be 
vacated by 12:00 noon on Friday. Linen 


can be left in the room, but you'll need 
to return your room key to the 
Conference Center. 





Val Smith paper trail: 


We sent papers by the following people 
to Val. Caution: If you think you gave 
your paper to us, but you're not on this 
list, come visit soon. 


Susie Leness Shasta 

CAM Orianne 
Charles Mink Christa 

Ted Goodrich Renée 

Leslie Haynes Julie 

Tim Pratt Meaghan 
Ibby Beverly 
Catherine Warner 
Loretta Brady David Bower 
Monika Linda Clark 


FACULTY and COMPUTER LAB 
MONITORS: Please don’t forget to 
return keys you have checked out from 
the office. 


"Department of redundancy department": 


1.1. Please Please turn turn in in your 
your evaluation evaluation forms forms, 
or or else else!! Your comments on the 
Santa Fe Program and your course 
evaluations will be much appreciated. 


2.2. Enough already. Check out time is 


12:00 noon Friday -- breakfast will be 
served. Linen can be left in your pillow 
case in your room, but room keys MUST 
be turned in to the Conference Center 
Office. 


3.3. Please check the banquet seating 
chart in the BL office for your seat 
assignment. It will also be posted at the 
Great Hall Wednesday. 


4.4. If you have any books checked out 
from the University of New Mexico 


Library or St. John's College, please 
return to the office. 


5.5. Jimmy Olsen, boy reporter, says: 
"Senior and class pictures are available 
in the office." 


ir Mail Call 


Important: 
If you want to be absoutely sure that 


your mail gets forwarded to your home 
address after Bread Loaf closes, 
please fill in a change of address form at 
the main post office downtown on Paseo 
de Peralta. That's the word from the St. 
John's mailroom. We friendly 
administrative assistants will forward 
anything we get until this Friday, but 
we're gone after that. Can't be helped ... 
we don't live on Bread Loaf alone. A few 
change of address forms are available in 
the office. 


Video Tapes 


Please return any tapes of Valerie's 
now. We need to mail them to her. 
Thank you. 


Wright Writes:  "BreadNet price 
increase September ist. The new price 
will be $44.95 for a one -year account, 
with $11.50 per hour connect time. If 
you want to set up a one-semester 
account before the price change, call 
Barbara at NYIT's Academic Computing 
Department at 800-462-9041. Please 
let the BreadNet office know when you 
sign up so that we can send you ‘how to’ 
material. The BreadNet office address 
is: 1250 24th) Si- Wie Suie 00, 
Washington, DC; the phone is 202- 
466-0533; FAX is 202-466-3079. 
BreadNet will ‘probably’ move to a new 
online system on January 1, 1993, so 
try to sign up for a one-semester 
account." 








Ye Olde Picture Boxxe: Feel free to 
rummage through the collection of 


photos in the Office. 


Apply Yourself: Applications for 
Vermont, Oxford, and Santa Fe for 1993 
are available in the office, free of 
charge. 


THE ELDER SAYS 
Weni 


B ‘Mark _me" (Hamlet , |, V): 


June, 1993: 
begins. 


Bread Loaf/Santa Fe 


Bad Poets 


ana 


didn't know ets, etc. 
losers’ winning entries: 


"Alone" 
by Erik Christensen 


I am alone 

lonely here in my solitary 
one-person room 

by myself 

with no one else 

and then... 


you came 
and then we were 

two 

just the two of us 
aduoina 

two 

just the two of us 

a duo ina 

two person apartment 
together 

you and me 

both of us 

a couple 


and then ... 


you left 

you went away 

you said | was stupid 

you traveled far far away 
going miles and miles 

into the distance 

covering much territory, 
using several state maps to get to where 
you were going 

into another time zone 
another ... dimension almost, 


leaving me 
alone 
now | am alone again 
lonely by myself 
here 
with no one else 
on my own. 


From Bradford Czepiel’s Compositions of 
the Heart, available at Walmart 
(kitchen products department). 


“The Loaf Land” 
August is the cruelest month 
Breeding term papers 
And oral reports 
Out of the crusty library at St. John’s. 
Winter kept us warm in prep schools, 
Busting students on invented rules. 


Out here you feel free 

Ach du leiber Agustine 

Ach du leiber Agustine 

The farmer in the Dell 

Hold on tight Thomas, hold on 
And from there it went downhill. 


“on cummings” 
i see an ocean wave 
and hear it who-whooing 
under its avuncular crest 
for whom is it who-whooing 
and for wha-wha-what 
this is the voice of tristam 
banished on the wings of gulls 
reaching out his dulcet voice to Isolde 
and in the wave's tumble jumble 


and golden curl i find the bottle 














from the seas tonguey energy mottle-d 
| enclosing a message from your hand 
from your finger tips from you 


“Condensing Sylvia's ‘Daddy” 
You will not do, times two. 
| am the virgin of my own birth 
And though you think me of little worth 
| know what psychotherapy can do. 


| cannot believe my wild luck 

to be born under Demosthene’s star 
having been conceived in grandpa’s car, 
the product of one prom night’s luck. 


| believe | may be a gypsie 

Because of my wild eye & Taroc pack 
and my taroc pack - I’ve never stacked 
Wouldn't that be funny? 


Under the abdomen fertilized grass, 
Despite your eye of jeweler’s glass, 
Your telephone is off the hook - 
Daddy, it’s time for me to book. 














"EVEning the Score" 
or 
"What Adam Really Lost in Paradise" 





The perpetrated falsehoods of John Milton 

The ones on which our Christian Doctrine's built on 
Involve our parents primal in the garden 

Innocent and blithely past all pardon. 


| The truth which I to thee will now impart 
Says sin was in the garden from the start. 
l 'Twas Adam who, so jealous as to burst 

| Insisted that he eat the apple first. 





He never saw his wife but for her skin 

| So soft and supple, not her mind within. 

| Her fleshy mounds made pudding of his brains 
He found himself in lusty fetters chained. 


| And so, as Adam lustily defiled 

With gazes lewd his naked helpmeet mild 
| She, knowing not from love or like or lust 
{| Did as any woman knew she must... 


| When Adam had the angel down to dine 

| And ordered Eve to serve the fruit and wine 

He said, "We thank you for this drink and food 
Especially since you serve it in the nude." 


| 

| And as the rosy dawn willl stay a while 
Until the day can enter with a smile 

| So Eve in dark remained until the day 
When Adam and the angel 'gan to say: 


"Dear Eve, o lovely goddess, if you're able 
| Weld Vaii<estonusemyounm bodys coreamtabncmt 


Í The truth like dawn, was starting to unfold 
i So Eve no longer did as she was told. 

ie "T reason have to question and suspect 

f | Your motives, which are standing thus, erect 
# Then wise cee omeysemvan NUS band andra place 


For every Adam's snake to show his face. 


That time and place this isn't," thus she spake 
While Adam scarce a syllable could make. 

fi} "Besides, I've seen a serpent on the moors 

f Whose strength and length makes silliness of oursri 


| She turned, and as she did, her body gleamed 
i And Adam did the manly thing and screamed. 

| To no avail, she quicker ran than he 

And scurried to the long-forbidden tree. 














But here the story differs from the tale 

In which the second sinner was the male. 

He was the first, what's more he hid to see 
What Eve would do when she approached the tree. 


It happened thus: a shortcut Adam knew 
Along such path his frantic footsteps flew. 
He found the serpent, coiled and prodigious 
Endless manhood, luring and lascivious. 


"So, you've finally come," the serpent smiled, 
"Por you I've been waiting quite a while. 

Look upon me, look and thus believe 

Why I've grown to fascinate your Even" 


Thus, uncoiling, stretching, throbbing nigh, 
Rose the serpent, as to touch the sky. 

Adam standing, mesmerized, apart, 

Spake the words, "0, teach me how ‘ENO ecw iv 


"If you wish to be so long and supple, 
Take one bite of said forbidden apple," 
Spake the snake, and Adam, in his might 
From the proffered apple took a bite. 


Much to his dismay, he didn't grow, 

But shrank, he sadly cried, "I didn't know! ™ 
"But know ye now," said satiated snake 

"The greatest error that you'll ever make-" 


Then Eve appeared, clad in her birthday suit 
And sat there, weary Of unchaste pursuit. 
And Adam, hidden, dropped into her hand 

The apple, which she thought a mere viand 


ororen Smile ss i Productor i tNERpPIRaACE 

Around her, and, in absent-minded daze 

She took a bite, then felt the earth a-tremble 

And knew, right then, that she must needs dissemble 


To hide her sad mistake and boundless grief 
And cover up her shame with a fig-leaf. 
Then Adam from his dark and hidden bower 
Knowing what he'd done began to cower. 


"T can make her think she did the deed," 

He thought, "then from me mercy she will plead." 
And so he wandered, feigning late arrival 

From and back again to place primeval. 








—— 








"Hello, duckie," spake our father first, 
"Would you like some water for your thirst 
"No," said Eve, with cautious word and glance. 
"Why doth my lord look at me so askance?" 


on 


"Why, nothing," stuttered Adam, as he choked 
(Hoorn ei Dw Cre eye wi louis) ieluicOele 

Í "T knew it!" shouted Eve in anger sore 

| uvoukgot here einst yOu ateiti Mme PEro neni 


| And as she spoke with anger all afire 

| Eve caught a glimpse of Adam's limp desire 
Formerly a constant source of vim 
Now a sorry consequence of sin. 


| Pity filled her heart for her poor mate 
Pity, soo, for her own Vovelless sivate 
Now that he was doomed to never rise. 
Tears beccan mt Om poun ZOmmoO Nut le trencivies 


| God forgave them, though, and changed their fate 
Just enough to barely satiate 
| Their desires, and likely out of spite 

Never taught our mother how to write. 


| maus resulting im Slant ede reat wise 
|! Showing Adam as the slighted creature. 
| Know ye now, the truth with sacred purpose 
j Now has earned the right to finally surface. 
| 


Women who have been so long maligned 
| By men, in words maliciously designed 


To keep us low, know now that power ¢wellis 
Waele us, rne truch i6 Jewiieieieie than nekilo 


Yo Me (YON, 


























The Yeast 











SCREEN DOOR DAYS 


The screen door had lost its umph over the last year. Instead of 
closing with the resilience of a rubberband and banging shut 
like a car backfiring, when opened, it would hesitate at the 
pinnacle of its half-circle, like a diver in mid-air and stutter to 
a soft thud in its wood frame. When Mom spotted my glove 
lying in the backyard and yelled at me to pick it up or a sudden 
summer squall blackened the sky and the cloth patio furniture 
needed to be dragged in, I would yank open the door with as 
much force as I could muster, run out into the backyard, grab 
the glove or the cushion and run back in without having to 
reopen the door. 

Seeing the extraordinary in the everyday, we kids, like 
small Einsteins, invented a screen door game. It kept us 
entertained for such long periods of time that when we arrived 
in Mom's study afterward, our clothes revealing little blood 
and even less dirt, she, looking up from her accounting books, 
would say, “You guys sure have been good.” And then, with 
the same look she gave Dad whenever he unexpectedly 
brought her breakfast in bed or flowers, “What have you been 
up to?” 

“Nothin’ much, Mom. Just playin’.” Chip, the first born, 
was our spokesperson. She scanned our small crowd of five, 
her eyes settling for a year-long moment on each of our faces. 
By my turn, my scalp tingled and I felt a giggle coming like 
tiny soap bubbles in my throat. Her eyes stopped on Mike, the 
baby, who gave her his sweet little grin, and she went back to 
her books with a shake of her head, the corners of her mouth 
turned up slightly. We were home with all our teeth and all ten 
fingers and toes. 

What Mom didn’t know was that three blocks of kids had 
been running in and out of the back screen door. The desig- 
nated runner stood behind the white line chalked on the cement 
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walkway. One of the kids who hadn’t had his tonsils out 
prepared the runner with “On Your Mark! Get Set! Go!” The 
runner, jumping like a frog prodded by a stick, streaked to the 
screen door, yanked it open with all his might, touched the 
furnace in the laundry room, ran out the door, touched the 
chalk mark, and sprinted to tag the furnace again. The kid who 
ran in and out the greatest number of times before the door 
closed won. 

We played this game only when Mom was somewhere 
distant in the house, in her study or making beds. Sometimes 
she strolled the neighborhood with Mrs. Oakley, who being a 
nurse at the local hospital, kept Mom away for hours with talk 
about Dr. Strait’s supposed dilly-dalliance with a young nurse 
or Stumpy Smith’s drinking problem. In those days of blue-sky 
freedom, we were at that chalked-on line waiting to be called 
to our starting position. 

Meanwhile, Mom wondered why there were so many flies . . 
in the house. 

“Sam, you’ve got to fix that door. I’m tired of these nasty 
flies all over. They’re germy.” 

One day while we were at Bible School, Dad, doing a chore 
that took months to get around to and five minutes to accom- 
plish, took out his screwdriver, tightened the hinges and oiled 
them. The screen door closed with the resilience of a 
rubberband and banged shut like a car backfiring. 

Judy Nordstrom 


CLEANING FISH 


Grandpa had one love in life, ludefisk. He didn’t particularly 
like to fish, but he savored this lye-soaked fish, which I heard 
from a native is never eaten in Norway anymore. 

I fished with him along the Rock River. But the quiet 
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hours spent along the shore were not as memorable as cleaning 
the catch. There was no room for queasiness here. I had to be a 
man, even if I was an eight-year-old girl. I didn’t mind. I liked 
how he made me feel I could do anything. 

“You grab one of these here fish, you see?” he said as his 
powerful hands, stained under the nails with blood and dirt, 
grabbed a slimy prisoner from the bucket filled with muddy 
river water. “Throw it down here on the stump and make sure 
you got a hold of it good.” I watched as the fish thrashed, its 
last weak and pathetic attempt at life. The eyes bulged and the 
mouth gaped like a staring idiot. “If you do it right it only 
takes two cuts,” and I watched as he positioned the sharp blade 
undemeath the gill, making a deep cut upwards toward the 
head. “Flop it over and do it again,” he instructed as his knife 
slid through the flesh. “Now here’s the trick. Hold the body 
firmly in your left hand, the head in the right. See? Then twist 
the head and pull.” His technique was unmatched, for the guts 
attached to the head pulled out in one long string of red and 
yellow, green and blue, like the costume jewelry necklace my 
mother wore. - 

It was my turn. The fish squirmed under my fragile grasp, 
but his glance gave me the confidence I needed. As I un- 
steadily placed my knife under the edge of the gill, the fish’s 
awkward gasp startled me. The upward cuts I made were not 
as graceful and quick as the veteran’s, but adequate. Grandpa 
watched, giving subtle encouragement along the way. 

My pulse raced when the time came to wrench the head 
from the body. This was the test which showed if my handi- 
work had been successful. The rank smell of innards filled my 
nostrils, and the realization that I was about to yank the guts 
from a creature alive a few seconds earlier flooded my mind, 
but I steadied myself. I wanted Grandpa to be proud. I glanced 
at him with worried eyes. A look and a get-going nudge of his 
head spurred me on. With a twist, the entrails pulled free. 
Success. We cleaned the remaining fish—three of his to my 
one. “Let’s have a malted milk,” he said, and I knew he was 
proud. 

Grandma made the ludefisk, soaking it until the cod 
turned a slippery white. Grandpa removed half a loaf of white 
Wonder Bread from the plastic bag and wamed us that we 
needed bites of bread to wash down the bones. “Don’t panic 
now! Just get a good-sized chunk of bread—it’ll be okay.” He 
ate heartily and happily. I didn’t like mine. 


The phone rang hollow in the darkened house. Footsteps. 
My father’s voice. “How long ago?... I’m on my way.” 

The nursing home aide spotted the missing patient’s 
wheelchair blocks away. When she reached him, she found an 
old man with a tear-streaked face searching for freedom, for 
fish, for home, for ludefisk. 


Karen Field 


EASY SILENCE 


“You mean she doesn’t know yet?” 
“Yes, she must know. The doctor talks to Cathy and me 
about everything in her room when he makes his rounds.” 
“But Betty, Mom is still insisting she is getting out of the 


hospital, going back to the apartment, and in the spring 
moving back to the farm! Doesn’t the Doc talk to her? With 
the care she needs, her next move is to a nursing home.” 

“He told us in private that we shouldn’t take her to a 
nursing home for as long as possible. He says that sometimes 
patients just lose spirit and die if they are moved prematurely. 

“So nobody has talked to her about this because you all 
were afraid she would just give up.” 

Betty’s bottom lip quivers. “Well, yes, and the doctor does 
have a heavy French accent. But probably she just does not 
want to hear what he is saying.” 

“And he probably isn’t speaking in simple enough language 
for her to understand.” 

“Some of all of that, most likely.” 

“Whatever the reason, she has to know for sure so she can 
make decisions.” 

In the back entrance elevator to the hospital I press three 
and the doors slam shut. “God, these hospitals give me the—” 
The doors slide open, and I make the tum at the sign, Cancer 
Ward. The head nurse at the desk smiles sweetly. I nod and 
turn up the hall. A woman in a white gown hobbles slowly 
along the hallway, tethered to a wheeled chrome-steel 
contraption, with inverted bottles of sloshing solutions while a 
young nurse chirps encouragement and offers a hand beside 
her. 

The door of 351 stands open, the brilliant blue October sky 
shining all the way to the hall. My mother sleeps, mouth open, 
with her lace-ruffled blue bonnet cocked to the side. Her very 
own chrome-steel contraption, with inverted solution bottles 
draining down a tube into her neck, blinks a red light. I stare 
out at the shining green of the boulevard and golden elm 
leaves against that sky. Fresh flowers, orange lilies and blue 
irises droop from a vase on the shelf and cards with cheerful 
notes are stacked next to the bed. Bleached white sheets, 
neatly folded back, rise and fall. I touch her arm and her eyes 
flutter open. 

“Oh, Dennis, you caught me napping,” she jerks her good 
arm up fumbling to straighten the bonnet. “My hair has started 
growing back in a little. It sure is embarrassing not to have 
any.” 

“Mom, there’s an old country song that goes, ‘Baby, I don’t 
care, I ain’t in love with your hair’.” e 

She squeezes my hand with her bloated left palm. “The 
doctor says I can go back to the apartment as soon as this arm 
gets better. I can’t wait. Those people in that place are so nice, 
and your Dad can play cards and talk to everyone. Dad can 
still drive me back here twice a week for treatments until I get 
better.” 

“Mom.... have you been talking to your doctor?” 

“He says he wants to use another medicine to keep blood 
clots from happening again and another new medicine that 
might work better than the chemotherapy. They have me doing 
radiation treatments twice a week now.” 

I hold her hand. “Mom, this is really hard to say.” 

“Clara, your IV has run out. Really, you should press your 
button and we’ll be right here.” A nurse with a “Jean” 
nameplate pads behind the contraption, unhooks the empty and 
hooks on a fresh bottle of clear solution. 

“Oh, I fell asleep. You’re always so cheerful about taking 
care of all this.” 











“That’s because you’re always smiling back at me.” Jean 
winks over her shoulder on the way out. 

“Mother.” I stare blankly across the sheets.” Cathy and 
Betty had a conference with your doctor.” Her blue eyes widen 
alertly. “The Doc said you may be around at Thanksgiving but 
probably not at Christmas.” 

We stare eye to eye. Her face softens and in those eyes, I 
see a young woman. For a moment, I am five years old. 

“Mother, that means no matter what the doctor does—no 
matter what— you will probably not be with us at Christmas.” 
Silence feels easy. 

“That’s hard to take.” 

“Hard for us too. Look, you have to think about this in 
small bits. I want you to tell me if there is anything you want 
me to do and how you want things.” 

Jean rolls in a wheelchair. “Time for your radiation 
treatment, Clara.” 

“TIl see you tomorrow, Mom.” 

“OK, See you tomorrow.” 


CINDERELLAS 


“Okay, who’s the bad one this time, our mother or our father?” 
my friend Sorel asks as she climbs up the ladder using both 
feet.and one arm. I reach down through the hole in the 
platform to take, one at a time, Teddy Bear, a paisley turtle, a 
pink dog and a bag of crackers, Ritz and Triscuits. 

“I think our dad was the bad one last time, so I guess it’s 
Mom’s tum,” I say, scooting back against the tree and 
watching the yellow kinky curls and glasses come up through 
the hole. I wish I had the kind of glasses Sorel has, the round 
wire kind. Mine are sturdy brown plastic, not hideous but 
definitely ugly. They don’t even break when I sit on them. 

“Okay,” she interrupts my thoughts. “Who belongs to 
who?” I turn the animals toward the edge of the tree house, 
allowing them to see the vast hills and valleys enclosed in the 
yard. Sorel was the adopted one last time, and I was the true 
Indian Princess. I know Sorel will want the glory of being the 
real one this time, but I’m not ready to give it up. 

“Let’s both be princesses,” I exclaim. Sorel hums for a 
moment, mulling over this radical change, and then nods. 
“T’m Red Feather. Who do you want to be?” 

“Running Brook. How!” she raises her right hand. 

“How!” I bark back. 

We're heiresses to the Indian throne. We used to be the 
apples of our father’s eye, until the recent arrival of the Evil 
Queen, who married our father and, of course, hates us. She is 
ugly, fat and lazy, and we happen to know for a fact that she 
doesn’t really love our dad. But he loves her, and we love him. 
Since the marriage, we’ve been doomed to live in the lowly 
tree shack on the edge of the reservation, and forced to do all 
the chores, including making breakfast for the whole reserva- 
tion at the crack of dawn. The King and Queen lounge in the 
vinyl swinging-couch palace on the other side of the half acre 
yard. 

The water hole, where we fetch water every night in 
buckets hung from sticks across our shoulders, is directly 
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behind the palace. We climb down from the tree house, 
whistling as we plod across the yard. At the pond we dip for 
water. Suddenly I freeze and cup my hands behind my ears to 
hear through the walls of the blue flowered vinyl palace. 

“Running Brook, did you hear that?” I whisper urgently. 

“I did, Red Feather,” Sorel solemnly whispers back. “Our 
father just agreed to have us killed early the following 
morning. We’re betrayed! Betrayed by our loving father! Our 
evil stepmother finally convinced him that we were Bad 
Girls.” 
“We’ll have to run away.” Not forgetting the sloshing 
buckets, because we are, in fact, Good Girls, we race back to 
the tree house to prepare. 

With Turtle, Dog, and Teddy Bear, as well as our rations 
of cracker corn, we set out across the street to take our chances 
in the Big Woods, a laurel tree the size of a small apartment 
building, right across from Sorel’s house. The shiny green 
leaves grow thick like a wall, and we have to crouch down and 
tunnel through the new growth at the bottom to get inside. 
Yellow flecks of sun flitter past the leaves and dance on the 
packed dirt. The air is cool. 

We await the arrival of the Twin Princes. In between the 
dusty black trunks of the laurel, we set up a mini-palace with a 
kitchen, two bedrooms and a Great Hall. Turtle, Dog and 
Teddy Bear live in the branches above our heads. Weeks, 
sometimes months, pass. We sleep, and eat one quarter of a 
cracker at each meal. One of us has to be the lookout at night, 
watching for the soldiers our parents send looking for us. We 
can’t light fires because they might see the smoke. If they 
come too close, cleverly disguised as bike riders, joggers or 
dog walkers, we perch silently in the tree, holding our breath 
until they pass safely by. If Turtle, Dog or Teddy Bear gets 
kidnapped, we will have to mount a Top Secret Mission to 
bring them back to safety. 

Around snack time, the Twin Princes ceremoniously 
arrive, invisible knights on invisible steeds. They charm us 
until we swoon, kiss us to wake us up, and then we all gallop 
to my house to eat graham crackers and frosting in celebration 
of our double marriage. Then our friends, the birds, inform us 
that the evil King and Queen have died and the country wants 
us to come back and take over the throne. So we walk regally 


back to Sorel’s house where.Turtle, Dog, and Teddy Bear fix 


us chocolate milk, which we slurp through bendy straws in the 
blue vinyl palace. 
Elaine Christensen 


ELEPHANT BALLET 


My friend, Jane, lived with an elephant. Actually, her whole 
family did. Jane didn’t know the elephant. She, in fact, didn’t 
even know he lived with them, although her family danced 
delicately around him and an elephant took up a lot of room on 
the sofa. 

A few years ago, she woke to see the elephant sitting at 
the edge of her bed. She recognized him for the first time, 
though now she remembers dreaming about him since 
childhood. 

It was her sister who pointed him out to Jane. It was quite 
a shock and Jane decided to find someone to talk to who might 
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understand why a family lived with an elephant. She talked for 
a year or more. And then the elephant seemed to go away. 
But, he didn’t. 

Last year, a student of Jane’s admitted that she, too, lived 
with an elephant. This and many other details brought the 
elephant storming back into her house, screaming for attention. 
He screamed so loud this spring that the nightmares began 
happening while she was driving, in class, but mostly at night 
trying to squeeze into sleep. I’ve seen the horror of the 
nightmares as she cries in her three-year-old voice, “No, 
G’mpa!” and grips the headboard to brace herself. 

I found out yesterday that the elephant left last week. Jane 
told her mother everything, and the silence broken, he had no 
choice. 

Since, and lately, I’ve been reminded that Jane is rare and 
courageous. She spoke. But, above her cry is the deafening 
silence of thousands, an elephant’s foot at their throats. 

EY. Eliot 


THE WORN COIN 


Payment comes on Sunday night. Gramp makes certain he has 
plenty of bills on hand. 

“What do I owe you? Hundred? Two, maybe?” 

“No, sir. Just thirty-four dollars. Would’ve been more if I 
didn’t lose two days to rain.” 

“Have you recorded your hours or punched the time 
clock?” 

“T think the clock’s broken, but I’ve got this week’s work 
right here on a napkin.” 

His eyes drop slowly to the wrinkled paper, white 
eyebrows raise slightly at a variety of food stains. One hand 
and a quick smile pull at his cheek. “Am I paying you for 
oatmeal?” 

“Just the hours, Gramp. And hard work. Trimming the 
bushes down front gets harder every year. The ladder doesn’t 
reach the middle anymore.” 

“Are you suggesting I don’t pay enough? Looking for 
work elsewhere? Maybe the iced tea you drink by the picher 
isn’t sweet enough?” 


I shift from one torn Seike to the other, smiling ey, 


wondering if he will challenge me to Shove Ha’ Penny, two 
handed Pitch, Russian Bank, or Ah Hell. The latter is our only 
opportunity to swear at a table game. Gramp bellows this 
curse louder than anyone. He thrives on competitive table 
games. Luckily he never asked me to gamble for my lawn- 
mowing dollars, or I would have lost everything. 

“O.K. Let’s play Ha’ Penny. Best two out of three.” I 
want to beat him. Shove Ha’ Penny only requires a steady 
hand. His long fingers caress a tamished coin, worn smooth on 
one side. He lays it over the edge of the board, nudging the 
coin with his palm, and in a lazy, spinning path, he watches it 
slow, then cling between two lines. His second coin covers a 
line, so I erase his first score as my coin snaps his off the 
scoring lanes with a metallic clack. Gramp grunts his approval 
and sets his jaw for the next round. Intent on the lines and 
wood grains of the well-oiled board, he goes to work. His 
forearm, thick from years of using canes, flutters as he coaxes 


the coins to slide or stop. 

“Alright, young fella, you’ve got some work to do to 
catch this old crow. Hope all your trimming hasn’t tired you 
too much,” he chortles as his hand pats his bald head. 

Quietly, “Are you up to the challenge?” 

I start to fill my empty lanes and gain quickly on him. My 
forehead creases. 

“Is this a good time to think about a raise? Perhaps you’d 
like to tell me about the cute Willard girl in town, or Gram’s 
plan to save the corn from raccoons by peeing around the 
garden?” 

I smile but don’t bite. I’m only three points behind but 
must drop my last English shilling into the farthest lane. I hold 
my breath and strain on tiptoes. The last coin ricochets off my 
calloused palm and rolls weakly into his lap. He retrieves it 
solemnly and extends his soil creased palm to me. 

“What do you say I trim the flower beds and clean up 
around the stone walk? And would you move my weed basket 
over by the thistle and hollyhocks?” He slides my annual 
Christmas present, newspaper wrapped in colored vinyl and 
sewn together with bright yarn, under his seat. Scooching 
slowly on his hands, he protects his wool pants from grass 
stains. I push my lawnmower up to the pine grove, knowing he 
doesn’t want help with his legs, braced and stubborn, splayed 
at awkward angles. 

I fit my hand in Gramp’s and smile despite his victory. 

“Thanks for the game. Thanks for your help in the yard. 
We've never had a better worker.” 

Peter Southworth 


WATCHING THE BIRDS 


Linda’s face, once youthful, stately and pale looks sallow. 
Worry lines cross her brow. An eye now wanders, unfocussed 
and milky blue, obstructed by a darkness created by the first 
operation, the miracle cure. Hair peeks out of her white turban 
in wisps. Her face, tightened by the scar running from a tear 
duct along her nose and under her cheek, constantly tears. 
Doubled over on her couch, her-hand hugs a pillow to help her 
ease the pain in her chest. The time of chemotherapy is over. 

Fighting the tears catching in my throat, I stride into her 
living room, smiling, feigning happiness, full of good health, 
and greet her with our customary hug and a kiss. “How are you 
today, Linda?” Only one week has passed since our last visit. 
She has aged years. 

“Not so good today.” I knew the answer before she spoke. 
Denial. No, not allowed at this time. 

“When life gives you lemons, make lemonade.” Had it 
only been one year since she stood in front of the entire school 
during Morning Meeting, her hands clutching two huge 
lemons? A picture of strength, victorious, so proper, articulate 
and dignified. “As you know, I have been away for a few 
months.” All eyes of the young faces sitting below her in the 
Great Hall were attentive. No one whispered or poked at each 
other during this announcement. 

Choosing her words, “Cancer, the word haunts us all. 
Elizabeth Kubler Ross in her book On Death and Dying 











speaks of the stages that one goes through: bargaining, denial, 
anger, sadness, and acceptance. They are true. I have gone 
through all of them at different times.” Back lighting from the 
large picture window opening onto the snow-capped peaks of 
the Presidential Range highlighted her. The message radiated. 
Had the doctors in Boston cured my friend? 

She raised her right hand filled with the lemon. “Can you 
imagine something this large finding room to grow in your 
head? Well, I couldn’t until the doctors told me about the 
tumor in my sinus cavity. They say that I have been virtually 
cured, a ninety percent chance of success. No cancer is 
growing in my body today.” The entire community clapped. 
Linda stood tall, smiling and proud. 

“I want to thank you all for all of the love and support 
which you have given me over the last few months. I am sure 
that it has helped me find my health today. So now I say, when 
life gives you lemons, make lemonade. I will be serving 
lemonade and cookies all morning in front of the office, so 
please come by.” 

I watch a downy woodpecker work at the suet ball 
outside her large picture window. A swarm of evening 
grosbeaks descends, piggily eating at the feeder while black- 
capped chickadees swoop in and out of the chaos. Noticing the 
activity she says, “I never knew how many birds visited our 
feeder during the day until this year. Purple finches, red polls, 
chickadees, nuthatches, woodpeckers, blue jays and those 
beautiful, hungry grosbeaks. They have been loyal compan- 
ions.” She dozes then awakens with a start. “It’s hard to get 
old.” 

Fifty-three going on eighty and gaining in decades with 
each passing week. The woodpecker contines to work at the 
suet ball but shares it with a rose-breasted nuthatch. “This year 
has been hard on you,” I say. A chickadee snatches a sun- 
flower seed. “Did you hear the North Country Chorus sing The 
Messiah last week?” She nods. It is a difficult question to ask 
a lead soprano who barely has enough air to speak in a soft 
voice. “It must have been hard for you to have been in the 
audience.” 

“Yes, it was a glorious performance, but I cried through 
most of it. I think that I miss singing most of all. But I can still 
listen; although, I am losing my hearing. Paul and Elizabeth 
make their plans without me now. It’s too much effort to 
communicate. But I am still here, and I have a right to be 
included in the decision making. Enough about me. How are 
you these days?” 

“The divorce is coming along. Oh, did I tell you, I landed 
a college counseling job in Switzerland? I feel both relieved 
and sad. Every time I drive through Franconia Notch, my 
throat tightens.” Tears well as I think of leaving. 

Linda’s eyes begin to droop again and her head falls. “I 
need to go now.” She awakens and nods her head. 

“Would you mind handing me Walter?” I reach for her 
walker. Sam, her homecare nurse steps out of the kitchen. 
Rising with a wobble, Linda rests a moment, her hands 
gripping Walter’s rubber handles. Moving to help her, she 
releases the walker and hugs me. “I love you,” she whispers. 

“T love you, too.” Tears stream down my face, and I 
disentangle myself. Walking quickly toward the door, I tum 
and wave. Sam stands behind Linda, her hands wrapped 
around her waist. I can see purple finches eating at the feeder 
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behind the women’s silhouette. 

Twenty-four hours later I receive a letter written in 
another’s hand. “My friend, thank you for your visit. You must 
know that you are courageous. If there is anything that I can do 
to help you, please call me. Believe in yourself. I love you.” 
And in a barely legible scrawl, “I could not write this, so a 
friend did for me.” 

Elizabeth Keuffel 


FIRST HOME RUN 


“C’mon Scotty. Throw Mikey your screwball,” taunted Andy 
from left field. 

“Yeah, he’s a wiffer and a stinker.” Tony laughed. His 
high pitched giggle shook the shirt over his round belly. Scott 
turned on the mound towards the outfield and covered his 
mouth, shoulders shaking. I glanced at Michael in the batter’s 
box. White knuckles shook the plastic bat. 

“Goddammit Tony, I gonna come out and slug you if you 
don’t shut up.” 

“Oh yeah, you and what army? You’re just a skinny 
stinker!” 

“Michael and Tony Walsh, if you two can’t stop fighting 
right this minute you can just come inside right now. Do you 
hear me?” hollered Mrs. Walsh through the screen door behind 
Andy. 

“Mom, Tony’s calling me names again,” whined 
Michael. Tony placed his hands on his hips, bent forward and 
wiggled a sneering face at home plate. Laughter spurted out 
between my fingers. 

“Just ignore your younger brother. Tony, cut it out now,” 
spoke the dark voice above Andy. 

Michael’s eyes squinted at me. He puffed short breaths. I 
leaned forward on the wooden bench and whispered, “Sorry 
Michael. It was funny. Forget about it. Pretend you’re Richie 
Ashbum and smash the ball over his head.” Michael twisted 
his back foot deep into the dark dirt. With the tip of the bat he 
traced the outlines of the plate into the ground and tapped the 
center of it twice. His front foot pointed out at Tony. The 


- yellow bat whooshed twice and cocked behind his shoulder. 


“Hey Edward, wake up. You’re the catcher, remember?” 
called Scott from the mound. I turned to look for Barney, our 
designated catcher, even though he could barely throw to the 
mound. But he was down towards first base pushing Tonka 
trucks through the grass. I pointed weakly at Bamey and 
crouched behind Michael. 

“C’mon Michael, knock Scottie’s head off for me,” I 
mumbled. Scott leaned forward over his left knee and spun the 
white ball in front of his stomach. Slots up and the ball sailed 
up over the plate. Slots down and the ball sank. Rotate the 
slots left or right and the ball would break to one side or the 
other. Two split fingers curled over the white plastic. The slots 
pointed down and slightly to the right. 

“Tt’s gonna sink and come at you,” I relayed to Michael. 
The bat revolved slowly. Scott drew up straight and cupped 
the ball underneath his chin. Andy and Tony spread their 
knees apart and wiggled their fingers just above the grass. 

The pitch sailed high off two fingers and rolled down, 
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angling hard toward Michael’s knees. His front knee lifted and 
turned with hips, shoulders and bat. Scott’s neck snapped back 
over his shoulder. Andy shielded his eyes as it arced over- 
head. Tony’s mouth opened wide. Glass rained down to the 
lawn. 

“Home run. That’s a home run. Yeehaah. A home run,” 
yelled Michael, swinging the bat over his head. 

“Home Run,” I echoed. “Hey Scotty, Michael just hit a 
home run off you. What do you think of that?” Scott turned 
and glared. 

“Michael you broke the window. I can’t believe you 
broke the window,” yelled Andy with both his hands crossed 
over his head. Up and down Michael leapt, past Barney who 
started to cry, all the way down to first base. 

“What did you go do that for?” Tony groaned, “Mom’s 
gonna stop the game. You're in big trouble now, Mikey.” 

The screen door slammed open. Michael’s smile skidded 
to a halt around second base. I jumped up ramrod straight and 
stuffed my hands into my front pockets. Andy and Scott ran 
for the back fence. Mrs. Walsh’s black eyes stole my breath. 
The wiffle ball disappeared in her talon grasp. 

“That’s enough! Michael. Tony. Barney. Get inside. 
Right now. Scott, Andy and Edward, time to go home.” 
Barney ran to the house crying loudly. 

“Mom, Michael did it. He broke the window. Why do I 
have to go in? This isn’t fair,” shouted Tony as he walked to 
Michael. Michael stepped away and broke into a run as Tony 
swung a fist at him. 

“Tony Walsh. You get in the house this instant. If I ever 
see you doing that again I’m going to have your father give 
you such a spanking. Move it. Now!” 

Tears streamed down Michael’s face as he climbed up the 
stairs and complained, “ It was only an accident. It was a home 
Tun.” 

Tony stomped up the stairs, shouting, “It’s Michael’s 
fault, not mine. He always ruins things. Why can’t I stay 
outside and play?” I flinched when Mrs. Walsh grabbed 
Tony’s arm and pulled him inside. With Tony it was always 
the same, the yells and screams. Andy and Scott stopped by 
the back fence, waved and ducked around the comer. 

I shuffled to the path by the Walsh’s house. “Well, that’s 
the last baseball we’ll play here.” At the comer I looked back 
at home plate. It was the first home run of the season. 

“Hey Ed. Up here,” whispered Tony, “It’s okay. Mom 
said we could pay for the window by doing some chores. 
Mom’s gonna talk to dad about fixing the windows somehow. 
Anyway, I'll come by your house when she let’s me out. See 
ya.” 

I jumped up and clapped my hands. I couldn’t wait to hit 
a home run. 

Edward Kloman 


GOING HOME 


“T ve come to tell you good-bye. I’m packed and ready to 
leave. Could you tell me which way I tum at the crossroads to 
go to West Virginia? I need to check on Mom and Pop.” 

“Yes, come in,” I answered, ‘“we’ll have a blueberry 


muffin and a cup of coffee while we talk.” 

I watched as she sat, then unfolded and smoothed a 
napkin across her knees. At seventy-five, she was still the 
most gracious lady I knew. In her crisp linen suit, she looked 
ready for a business meeting or—more appropriate for her— 
ready to teach thirty or more third graders. I remembered how 
she would say, “Dress for your students; they need to feel 
they’re an important audience to you.” In the twenty years 
I’ve known her, she has lived that philosophy for her students 
and her family, which I entered years ago as a bride. Only the 
second watch on her wrist hinted that soon she might need 
help. 

“People tell me they may be dead, but I’m not sure about 
that. I need to check on them, so I'll be leaving today.” Both 
parents had died years ago. 

“Why not stay until the week-end?” I managed to say. 
“The Quilters’ Convention is in town, and I’d like you to go 
with me.” 

“Well, I suppose I could leave on Monday,” she 
answered. 

I had counted on this response, not knowing what else to 
say. It did no good to confront her with the truth at these 
times. It only hurt and confused her. 

We made our plans and talked about art and school, 
things she loved. She laughed as she recounted story after 
story about her former students. 

“I can still see him standing in front of the classroom, 
shifting from one foot to the other, grinning. You know that 
special third-grade smile that shows front teeth developed 
way out of proportion to the others? Well, he started 
counting...from fifty. 

I had forgotten about his special problem. Things went 
well until he hit sixty, which came out kickty. Still shifting 
and grinning broadly, he sang out, ‘Kickty-one, kickty-two, “ 

It was at times like this that momentarily I forgot her 
obsession to return to a home that was no longer there. 

“Kickty-three, kickty-four.” She chuckled , remember- 
ing exactly his words and the situation. “By the time he got to 
kickty-kix, it was all I could do to keep the class and myself 
in check.” 

How I loved to hear her laugh! 

Lynda Clark 


BRIDGE AND SANDWICHES 


Clifford Reutershan taught my fifth grade class. That was 
32 years ago but I am certain of the spelling. R - E - U - T - E - 
R-S-H-A-N. He was my first male teacher. 

After school he’d stretch out his lanky frame, lean back in 
his chair, put his feet up on the desk and light up his pipe. Chip 
Duryea, Charlie Houseneck and I didn’t ride the bus so we 
stayed after school most days to clean the blackboard, straighten 
the desks and talk to Mr. Reutershan. 

We all loved baseball and rooted for Mr. Reutershan’s 
favorite team, the Boston Red Sox. The Hall of Famer Carl 
Yastrzemski was a Red Sox rookie that year, and before the 
season started, he visited our school. My mother still has the 
autograph Yaz gave me tucked away in her Bible. 











After the previous day’s Red Sox game, Mr. Reutershan 
put up the box score, underlining Yaz’ name. 

“He went 2 for 4 yesterday,” he’d say to us as we walked 
into class. When Yaz went hitless we never talked about it. 

Sometimes, during the last hour of the school day, Mr. 
Reutershan would take us all out to the ballfield for a softball 
game. He’d pitch for both sides, he was a southpaw, and he 
made Charlie and me bat left handed, “to even things up,” he 
said. It made us proud to be singled out as too good to bat our 
natural way, right handed. 

The four of us, Mr. Reutershan, Chip, Charlie and I 
became bridge partners. 

At first Mr. Reutershan had taught us chess but that was 
not a game for four so he spent several hours after school 
teaching us about bridge. Our bidding systems were uncon- 
ventional, and our play was lacking in finesse but we could 
talk and hang out together. Mr. Reutershan kept score on 
official bridge scoresheets and always explained to us why 
this number went here above the line, and this number went 
below. I’m still not clear on it. 

He kept score, but there wasn’t money involved, just 
pride and the right to heckle the losers next day in class. 

We were playing our after school rubber one day when 
Mr. Reutershan got called away to the phone. We stacked the 
deck so his hand was something like 10 spades, with all the 
face cards, and a couple of aces in the minor suits. 

He picked up his hand, gave the wry smile we all loved 
so much to see, and ended up slamming in spades. It wasn’t 
honest, but he seemed so excited by it that we were happy 
we'd done it. 

We ate lunch in the classroom everyday. Mrs. 
Reutershan made her husband the best sandwiches any of us 
had ever tasted. I always had baloney and cheese, or ham and 
cheese or salami and cheese, but Mr. Reutershan had turkey 
salad or meatloaf sandwiches with lots of mayonnaise on the 
bread. 

Sometimes he would trade with us, half of his delicacy 
for half of our baloney. One day, when he was looking away 
talking to another student, I took half of his turkey salad, my 
favorite, and replaced it with half of my baloney. When he 
noticed his turkey salad was gone he asked, “Who took my 
sandwich?” 

I was back to my seat, the last one in the first row, 
already polishing off his turkey salad on rye, when I raised my 
hand. “I did.” 

“I don’t want this baloney, give me back my sandwich.” 

I smiled. He was always acting like he was mad, but we 
had never seen him lose his temper. Even when a student did 
something really bad like pass notes or scrape the blackboard 
with his nails, he stayed calm and smiling. 

“T’m serious. Give me my sandwich!” 

My windpipe constricted. “I can’t. I already ate it.” 

“Next time,” he shouted back at me, “ask before you take 
my sandwich.” 

Then he took my baloney and cheese in his left hand and 
hurled it at me. I can still hear the splat it made hitting the 
wall. 


Bruce Scott 
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PENTIMENTO 


“You were such a fearful child those years in Turkey,” my 
mother said to me in her spare bedroom just two weeks ago as I 
carefully rolled my clothes for travel. “Do you remember?” I 
looked up at her and marvelled at the sadness in her reminisc- 
ing voice. I didn’t answer, but continued packing in thoughtful 
silence, picturing the child in her memory. 

“Gypsies like blond children so be careful. Don’t play 
outside when they’re around,” my mother had warned. Ankara, 
the capital city, was like the seemingly bottomless baskets 
young boys carried on their backs to haul fruits and vegetables 
from market. 

Our apartment was my cocoon. From the living room 
window, I watched the horses pull carts of bottled water up and 
down the steep hill. They walked in a switchback pattern, coats 
dulled by dirt, noses thrust in burlap. Once when the street was 
rimed in ice, I saw a horse fall in its traces, knees scraping the 
asphalt, hooves scrabbling on the pavement. 

From this same living room couch, I watched beggars 
approach our building. Once they rounded the side, they were 
out of view. Most of the time the apartment caretaker would 
scold them away, but sometimes he didn’t. When those people 
rang the doorbell, my mother gave coins to the women with 
children or babies from the small bowl she kept by the door. 

Balloo, balloo, balloo, ballooooo,” trailed the selling cry 
of the balloonman, visible from blocks away by his huge multi- 
colored bundle. Once I saw a bunch floating over the building, 
and I was sad for his loss. 

Another salesman’s soulful cry rang out from beneath the 
dining room window as he made his round of the city. “Escage, 
esscahgee,” the word grew in length and tone. This man bought 
old clothes and discarded items for resale. He was thin, his 
sunken cheeks grizzled grey. He wore no socks, and the backs 
of his shoes were mashed to the heels by the soles of his feet. 

Inside our apartment bedrooms, my sisters and I would 
imitate the warbling, whining cry of the mullah calling his 
people to prayers. “Ah ahaugh ahaugha ahua,” we yodeled 
from our pretend minarets. Mother would run from the other 
room to shush us, but we had already had our fun. 

Once when I was waiting for the bus to take me to my 


_ American school on the military base, I saw a gypsy woman 


and her children come down the hill, poking their donkey along 
with a stick. The donkey stopped and the woman prodded it 
harder. Then it spread its legs and dropped a foal onto the 
street. The embryonic sack stretched out impossibly around its 
contents, a pale pink sleeve of bubblegum. After school, I 
discovered that an American woman up the street had let the 
gypsies tie their donkey in her yard. 

I zipped my Caribou duffle bag shut and glanced at my 
mother sitting in her grandmother’s rocking chair. Realizing 
that she recalled differently those times that I watched in silent 
curiousity, I chose to say nothing. 

Carol Peeples 


SPACE CASE 


There is a space in New Orleans. It's called the rising space. It's 
been the ruin of many a layout editor and God I know I'm one. 
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CUTTING THE LINES 


My dad and I don’t see much of each other any more. We live 
four or five thousand miles apart. If I don’t keep peppering 
him with questions, he’ll take advantage of the satellite delay 
on the phone with an automatic, “Here, I’ll put your mother 
on.” The other day, I managed to keep him on the line for an 
extra minute or so. 

“Oh, hey, did I tell you I just bought a new outboard, a 
brand new 55?” 

“What kind of engine is it?” 

“A Johnson, commercial.” 

“That’s a good engine. It’ll last you 20 years if you take 
care of it. You need good equipment out there, I’m sure.” 

Dad still has the Johnson Seahorse 40 horsepower that he 
had 23 years ago. When I hung mine up to store the other day, 
I secretly hoped that it had the same magic as his. 

I was four and a half, and that was the summer when the 
sparkles on the lake were something tangible. If I got up early 
enough, sometimes I could see them shimmering, floating 
diamonds across the wavetops. 

I don’t remember talking with my dad about the things I 
did. I do remember learning from my grandfather the secrets 
of the Zebco rod and reel combo that my father bought for me. 
The old man knew about the world under water. He showed 
me how, when the red and white bobber wiggled just right and 
sent little circles out across the water, I could actually feel the 
fish when I gripped the cork handle. 

Day afte: day I sat in the sun and fell under the spell of 
the bobber. hen it twitched like a winking eye, i waited. 
From time to time, we connected. I felt the throbs and tugs of 
yellow and white perch, sunfish, and once, an eel. Mom had to 
undo that spell with a pair of needle-nosed pliers. Either my 
parents knew about my magic, or they, too, were caught in its 
power. That day of fishing was somehow more important than 
my first day of kindergarten. 

I don’t think I had been around the whole lake, but I 
knew the powerful places. There was Mr. Colby’s place next 
door, where I sometimes caught a turtle; Uncle Dick’s cove, 
across the lake, where I found entire schools of white perch; 
and Sherman’s house, where the water was brown and the evil 
hompout lurked. 

“Anybody want to go to Sandy Beach?” Dad asked, as he 
caught my sister and me crashing into his legs in a swarm of 
arms and “Yeahs.” Sandy Beach was at the far end of the lake 
where I could see the bottom way offshore. Sometimes I 


actually saw fish, big ones, swim right under the boat. 

I had the same grip on the same cork handle. No twitch 
this time. The bobber just disappeared. I put my head down 
and reeled as fast as I could. And then, it happened. The fish 
left the water—a couple of feet in the air—thrashing. 

Dad yelled, “Ho!” 

I mumbled, “Help.” 

It landed. Sister screamed. Dad lunged for me like I was 
falling out of the boat. He had the Zebco but didn’t reel as 
much as yank. Before I knew it, a mass of largemouth bass as 
big as I was wide drew a graceful arc five feet in the air and 
landed on the deck with a thud. It flapped, quivered, and 
spasmed. I cried. 

Dad leaned over the bench seat toward the stern of the 
boat and smacked the fish with the wide end of a paddle. It 
spun on its tail, cracking the bobber against the side of the 
boat, then banged its own hea: several times. Slime, scales 
and blood splattered onto the deck. 

“Get it away from me!” my sister squealed. 

“What is it?” I gasped, as its green gill plates lifted and 
fell, and its red eye stared. 

“Largemouth bass. We had to get it in here fast, or your 
line would have snapped,” Dad said, handing the rod back to 
me. “We don’t have the right kind of rod for catching fish like 
that.” He caught his breath.” Let’s go show the other kids.” 

Dad turned the key, and the engine came alive sputtering, 
coughing, nodding its head back and forth. The bow of the 
boat lifted then lowered as the water sped below us. Suddenly, 
an angry fist of line on the bow cleat screeched and popped. 
We hinged forward. Dad slowed the boat and pale in a long 
white line, frayed at ihe end where tie anchor had s 

“Darn it. That was a good ancro: “ Ts looked + me with 
his forehead wrinkled, but I watched his frown grow into a 
smile. 

Grains of sand danced up and down on the blue deck, 
Dad’s white tee shirt filled with wind, and my tears dried 
across my face. We raced full speed all the way to Uncle 
Dick’s, where the fish was frozen in Polaroid pictures and 
some plaster he made up from his dental supplies. 

These days, I don’t exactly mind our silence. I tell myself 
that it gives Mom and Dad more to talk about and that some 


--day, I’m going to take him out halibut fishing. We’ll find a 


quiet bay and search for the big ones. And I don’t really care if 
I lose an anchor. 
Tom McKenna 











IMAGINARY LINES 


“I want to tell you something you may need to know some 
time.” Sandy gave a last tug at the latigo, slipping the cinch 
buckle into the closest notch. Red shifted his weight from one 
hindquarter to the other, delicately cocking the resting hoof up 
on edge. His rust brown tail switched a few inches to the left, 
then settled back into place. 

“I saw it done wrong one time on a highway and it was a 
mess.” One hand resting on Red’s withers, Sandy turned and 
looked at the five of us bunched along the railing. “The 
patrolman didn’t know what he was doing. I want you to know 
what to do just in case.” 

The loamy dirt of the riding arena collected in my nostrils 
and in the comers of my eyes. 

I looked up from my boots at Sandy, whose pale eyes 
calmly evaluated us from beneath the cowboy hat he rarely 
took off, even indoors. 

“Draw imaginary lines from the eye to the opposite ear, 
diagonal fashion,” he traced the pattern on the horse’s 
forehead. Blinking short stubby lashes, Red backed up an inch 
from the distracting fingers. “Where the lines meet to form the 
center of the x, that’s where you shoot.” 

Dust filtered the air, brightening the far end where bam 
doors hung open. Red blinked. 

Carol Peeples 


OFF THE HOOK 


“You make phone call?” Hung teased as the head door 
slammed shut with the roll. I steadied myself against the winch 
to pull up the suspenders of my raingear. 
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“Hung, I don’t know who to call in there, but good thing 
we've got a phone booth. I can use my elbows to brace on the 
walls.” 

“You call your mamma and tell her we rolling around, but 
we catch deckload today.” 

It was just Hung and I on the deck. Duc rode with Randy in 
the skiff and James climbed topside to talk with the skipper. 
The tow line stretched taut as a bowstring out the stern of the 
boat, angling from the winch through a block on the boom and 
connecting to the seine. It stretched into a graceful half moon 
of red and white floats while the skiff bobbed in the breakers, 
towing the far end 150 fathoms off to starboard. 

Swells broke around the bow of the seiner, sending spray 
aft along the pilot house. Waves slapped the gunwales and 
gushed through.the scuppers, drowning the midship deck on 
the downroll, and draining out on the uproll. “I am one 
fisherman and fisherman is what I am,” Hung intoned slowly 
in rhythm with the seal-bark sounds the cup of the long- 
handled plunger made as it hit the water. Hung handed the 
plunger pole to me and I kept the rhythm while he sang and 
washed the aft deck clean of jellyfish and kelp with buckets of 
seawater pulled up from over the rail. His short body bent in 
half over the rail and his feet kicked off the deck to pull up a 
full bucket. 

Steel grey skies hid the dark forested mountain tops of 
Noyes Island and needle rain blew across the tops of the 
whitecaps. Hung grimaced and faced into the wind, “Denise!” 
Hung always pronounced my name with a French accent. 
“You suffer like a fisherman now.” 

I winced from the rain and a red jellyfish burn above the 
eye from the last set. “I can suffer, Hung, but I haven’t leamed 
to sing while I’m suffering. Did you leam that in Viet Nam?” 

“I learn from grandfather. He Confucian.” 

“T feel confusion too sometimes, Hung.” 
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“No, you. He know the teachings,” Hung laughed. “In the 
life we suffer, so make suffering good.” 

“What would your grandfather say about red jellyfish, 
Hung?” 

Hung bent his head down with his eyes looking up. He 
brushed aside a strand of jellyfish slime hanging from the bill 
of his cap. “Jellyfish make strong man yell.” 

“Your grandfather made astute observations.” 

“Speak English, my friend,” 

“Never mind, Hung. Damn was he was right.” 

James yelled down from the cabin top, “Skipper says 
we're going to close up.” I stowed the plunger and Hung threw 
the winch in gear. The drums of the winch clanked and spun, 
but a strange rumble deep inside its bowels shook the deck. 
The winch stopped. 

“Hey the winch is down! Hey, James, tell the skipper.” 

The skiff had begun to close up the half-moon mouth of the 
net, but after a hand signal it opened again. “Dennis. See 
what’s wrong with that winch!” 

“Right Skipper.” I waited for the roll, opened the galley 
door, and climbed below for tools. A few minutes of frantic 
ratcheting and the coverplate laid on the deck along with a 
broken drive chain. Rigging creaked overhead and seawater 
sloshed through the scuppers and covered our boots. 

The doubleblock, readied to pull up the seine rings, was 
hooked on the davit to starboard. It lurched side to side in 
protest to heavy rolls, pulling slack in the heavy line running 
through the block. Head down, I chiseled off a half-link, 
shortened the chain and was loosening the idler to slip the 
chain back on the sprockets. 

Hung stood by handing wrenches. “Atsa way, Denise. We 
be fishermans again soon.” 

From the cabintop, James watched helplessly as the huge 
hook of the doubleblock unhooked itself from the davit on the 
starboard roll, and began a silent swing across the deck when 
the boat rolled to port. 

“Hey! Hey! Heads up!” 

“Hiya hoy!” Hung dived at the hook and deflected it in 
midair, knocking me down to the deck. 

“Whattha heck?” Hung disentangled his legs from mine, 
grabbed the lines of the block, and killed its momentum. 

“Denise, you not need your head to be fisherman anyway.” 
The huge hook nearly collided with my head. 

“You guys alright?” the skipper looked down from above. 

“We're fine. Thanks, Hung.” I rubbed my cheek where the 
hook had grazed it. 

James chortled down, “ Whoo whoo, Dennis, good thing 
Hung is around to save you from hookers.” 

“Yeah, good thing. Hung, what would your grandfather 
say about that?” 

“Nevermind, Denise. I make phone call and my grandfa- 
ther say you watch hook for me next time.” 

“Okay, Hung Foo, hand me that ratchet and let’s be 
fishermen.” Hung secured the doubleblock to the mast and 
gave a hand with the chain idler. 

The boat shrugged over a swell and water washed her 
decks. 

D Lenssen 
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HARMONY 


My dad used to wear clogs and carry a purse. Actually, it was 
a leather wallet, but it had a long strap and he hung it over his 
shoulder. In public. Oh God. How totally embarrassing. My 
dad, the weight-lifting, meditating, protein-power-shake 
drinking, car-washing, career counseling, chronically 
whistling oddball. 

Some weeks ago, I sat across from my husband to be, 
surrounded by close family and friends. The crowded room 
was warm with the sound of laughter and the smell of salmon. 
Some leaned forward to hear the person across from them, 
others leaned back, draped an arm across the chair next to 
them, and sighed quietly. The toasting phase of the rehearsal 
dinner was almost over. 

Tingtingtingtingting! My father rose as the hubbub settled 
expectantly. He started right in, crinkling his eyes across the 
table at me. I clutched Erik’s hand. “Elaine is my daughter. 
She is marrying Erik tomorrow. I cry easily...” He pursed his 
lips, tears welled in his smiling eyes, his fingers twisted the 
near empty wine glass around and around. Sigh. “We have 
spent many years together. Twenty-seven. I want everyone 
here”—his voice cracked—“to know that I have loved that 
time.” Pause. The glass, around and around and around. I 
looked down, looked up, grabbed my napkin, looked at Erik. 
“T love Elaine.” His tears were visible now. So were mine. “I 
will grow to love Erik. Their union is a part of the good of the 
world.” He raised his glass to me as I stood up and reached out 
to give him an absolutely heartfelt hug, awkward only because 
of the table in between us. 

When I was thirteen I spent the summers babysitting full 
time for Patti Oakley, real estate developer and amateur zodiac 
reader. In return for a full day’s work, she did my star chart for 
me, the extended kind which takes into account the time and 
location of your birth as well as the date. I remember nothing 
of that reading except that she said my father and I were 
incredibly similar, which, at the time, was the most ridiculous 
thing I had ever heard. I was not an oddball. I was cool. 

When I was eighteen, I was reading in my father’s study, 
the one he used for meditating, counseling, reading religious 
books and other weird dad things. I saw a line he had written, I 
no longer remember in what context. I do remember that those 
words were not words meant for my eyes. They were about 
me. “We are so alike, our emotions resonate.” Ridiculous. 

Nevertheless, when I went up to my room, I scribbled 
them in my journal. When I got back to my dorm room in 
Chicago, I wrote the line down and put it on my bulletin 
board. It remained on the bulletin board when I moved to the 
Peddie School. The bulletin board stayed in Hightstown, New 
Jersey, but that slip of paper with the phrase on it was the first 
thing on my new bulletin board in Tacoma, and now in my 
new home with Erik. 

Whenever I was furious with someone, usually my 
brother for stealing back the wool socks that I had stolen from 
him, I would sulk as publicly as possible, determined to 
portray with my body language the intense injustice of Steve’s 
actions and my subsequent righteous ire. My father would 
calmly say seven words. “Elaine, you can choose to be 
angry...” Damn right, I’d think. I sure am angry, and I want to 
be this way. Yup, I’m choosing to be angry. I really am. I am. 





















Really. 

Two months or so ago, Erik called to vent about a 
frustrating experience with a colleague, an incident which had 
no clear resolution. He got louder and louder the longer he 
spoke. I listened. I sympathized. Then I laughed, and he 
paused. 

“Why the laughter?” he asked in mid-diatribe. 

“I just realized something,” I said. 

“What?” he said, somewhat annoyed. 

“This is one of those situations. This is a time when you 
can choose to be angry!” Silence, then soft laughter on the 
other end of the line. 

“Isn’t that what your dad would say?” 

“Yup...and I think he’s right.” 

“I think he is.” Erik’s voice was calm when we hung up. 
As I walked away, I wondered whether Dad would like a 
harmonica or a bolo tie for his birthday. Probably a har- 
monica. 

Elaine Christensen 


NORTHERN EXPOSURE 


Henry Thoreau bragged that his wood warmed him twice— 
once when he cut it and again when he burned it. I used to 
identify with him. 

I came home from school, headed straight inside, and 
without taking off my hat, gloves, or down parka, pulled the 
string on the lightbulb. I grabbed some paper and kindling, 
struck a match and started a blaze. For a minute I lingered, 
kneeled on the plywood floor and felt the warmth of the flames 
on my cheek. Next I threw in slivers of spruce and the last few 
pieces of kiln dried two-by-fours. Quickly chopping half an 
onion on the countertop, I took off one glove and threw the 
chunks into the frozen pot of stew on the stove. I jammed its 
crackling firebox full of small spruce logs and headed out to 
split some birch rounds. 

I lifted and dropped the maul, and wedges of birch sprung 
from the round with a snap. “Stove length sticks,” I mused 
aloud, revelling in my lack of neighbors and recalling a 
youngster’s first impressions of Robert Frost in the classroom. 
I made a few trips and dumped armloads of wood on the floor 
by the stove, swept out the load of snow and bark, and latched 
the heavy door shut. The floor stayed dry. I lifted up the five- 
gallon plastic water jug and shook it. A few ounces of water 
splashed above the ice. I grabbed a mug, filled it, and took a 
sip. The rest I dumped into the stew pot, which had wisps of 
steam rising around its outside edges. I took off my hat and 
gloves and hung up my coat. Warm once. 

I noticed the bottle of frozen cooking oil above the 
propane stove, shook my head and wedged a couple of birch 
logs into the woodstove. “Book says 50 degrees,” I mumbled, 
touching the side of my new Macintosh. It still felt too cold, so 
I opened my pack and took out a stack of papers I had 
collected that afternoon. Twenty minutes later from the center 
of an ocean of seventh grade stories, I heard my molten dinner 
coming to life. 

An hour after dinner, annoyed by the harsh glare of the 
bulb, I shut the light off. I let the light from a candle and the 
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grey glow from my computer screen fill the single room of the 
cabin. Between sprees of typing I sipped coffee, stared at the 
dimly lit log walls, and gradually began removing layers of 
clothing. Warm twice. 

With several stabs and twists of a hand, I shut the stove’s 
vents. But there was nowhere to hide from the heat of the 
clanking monster I had created. After the sweater, off came the 
tee shirt and blue jeans. As I folded my jeans and put them 
under under me so that my legs wouldn’t stick to my cheap 
aluminum chair, I chuckled. What would the seventh graders 
think if they knew the serious new guy with the tie made up 
the lesson half naked in the dark? The floor was still cold, so I 
kept my heavy-duty Sorrel pack boots on. 

The racket from the aluminum chair toppling backwards 
seemed to come before the knock. I climbed free from the 
wreckage of the chair and moved like a frightened animal to 
the door. In its tiny window I glimpsed a pair of unfamiliar 
eyes. The door swung open and I felt the cold wave of air 
come across my bare chest. 

“Ah, hi. I was just checking out the other cabin through 
the woods back there, and uh, it looks like we might be 
neighbors.” 

My temples pounded and thoughts came slowly. The 
smell of lip balm, bangs, scarf...a woman. She shuffled her feet 
a bit on the snowy step and moved her shoulders slightly 
forward with her hands in the pockets of her wool jacket. 

“Sorry to bother you, I was just wondering how you like 
it out here.” At first, only the phrase “bother you” registered. I 
looked down at my two bulbous feet, and trembled in the 
heavy silence. 

“I’m a teacher,” I blurted. 

“Oh...I’m Sarah.” She offered her hand. 

I flipped on the outside light. Her head nodded down and 
lifted again, slightly tilted. She squinted and offered a 
restrained smile. My sphere of vision collapsed into ruddy 
cheeks, a few freckles, and auburn hair pushed away from 
azure eyes. 

“Yeah...It’s all right...It gets kind of hot. I mean, 
sometimes I have a lot to do and...Oh, do you want to come in? 
A cup of coffee or something?” 

“No, no thanks. Looks like you’re pretty busy. Maybe 
talk to you again sometime.” 

She was already down the two steps and disappearing into 
the darkness when I shouted, “Let me know if you need help 
moving in.” 

“All right, thanks!” came through the trees. 

The heat from the cabin burned inside me but I shivered. I 
put my jeans, tee shirt, and sweater back on and tried to focus 
on the next day’s lessons. 

I never saw Sarah again and J don’t really trust Thoreau 
on thermodynamics anymore. He oversimplified. 

Tom McKenna 


TIMEOUT 


“Richard, it’s time for school to start. Come in now, please.” 
The January wind rushes through the open school door, raising 
goose bumps under my sweater. Richard stands eight feet 
away, out of arm’s reach, and ignores me. 
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“Richard, you need to come inside,” I state in a slightly 
louder voice. He looks out of his coyote ruffed hood in the 
direction of the school door, but not at me. 

“Richard, one...” I begin the routine of warnings 
recommended for some special education students. Slow and 
deliberate, he places one boot in front of the other and walks 
toward the door. 

“Two...” He hurries up. Three means his name goes on 
the board along with a loss of free-time privileges. 

“Good morning, Richard.” Eyes on his toes, he walks 
through the door and stops in front of the lockers. 

“Can you say 'good morning Kate'?” 

Opening the brick-red door of his locker, Richard kicks a 
yellow boot off onto the foyer floor. A tube sock, brown with 
playground dirt, flops three inches off his toes. 

I bend down to unzip his homemade corduroy coat and 
look into his face, willing eye contact. “Richard, can you say 
good morning to me?” 

“Good morning Kate,” he mutters, and looks at my right 
earring. : 

Sitting loosely on the bench, his feet dangling three 
inches off the floor, Richard lets me tie his new white 
hightops. The cuffs of his jeans, rolled two or three times so 
they won’t drag the ground, are wet and cold. We are late for 
class, so I pull them down around his shoes and check that 
boots, coat, hat, and mittens are in his locker. 

An hour later we have gone through the pledge, sharing, 
Daily Oral Language, and moved into groupwork on letters. 

“Suck my butt,” Richard taunts. I look over to see him, 
face reddened and crinkled in rage as he thrusts his fist at 
Robin. She clutches a red crayon in her hand. Her brown eyes 
appeal for help. Since his explosive language is a normal part 
of their day, Richard’s classmates only pause in their coloring 
and groupwork. They quickly lose interest and return to their 
own assignments. 

“Time out, Richard. Let’s go.” I take his hand and pull 
him out of his chair. Spider monkey fashion, he curves his feet 
around the legs of his chair so when I step back, the chair 
comes too. Tom, the head teacher in the room, comes over to 
help untangle Richard. 

“Hang on a minute, Tom. Let me get my coat.” I reach 
down beside the desk and grab my raincoat. Hurriedly slipping 
it on for protection, I look up at Tom. His mouth tightens into 
a slit. His arms firmly hold Richard against his chest while 
Richard’s hightops beat his knees. 

The timeout room, carpeted and stripped of furniture, 
electrical outlets covered with stainless steel plates, is across 
the hall from our classroom. Tom thrusts Richard in and 
Teturns to his group of five-year-olds working on the sound of 
the letter B. 

Richard lunges for the door, but I back into the handle 
and stare at the opposite wall. 

“You bitch! I hate you!” He claws at my hip, pushing 
behind my back for the handle. 

I reach inside my pockets for ancient Isotoner gloves and 
tug them on to protect my hands from his nails. 

“Let me out,” he cries, and then, clearing his mouth of as 
much moisture as he can, spits on the pocket of my raincoat. 

I stare out the window while the faint sound of children 
on the playground filters in. Richard scrambles up on the 






counter below the window and presses his nose against the 
screen. 

“Let me out of here!” he yells through the glass. “You 
guys, come help me!” 

I watch the back of his head, his hair buzzed short into a 
brown burr. Richard’s long arms, breakably thin, reach out to 
grasp the windowsill. He tums and looks at me, but I pretend 
to look above him. 

Richard tugs his new blue jeans back up from where they 
have slid, drops to the floor, and crawls into the corner. 

“You’ll show me that you’re ready to join the other kids 
by sitting quietly in the corner for a few minutes.” I parrot the 
district psychologist’s words. I look several feet above 
Richard’s head again, following the district psychologist’s 
instructions. 

Pulling his knees up to his chest, Richard reaches out with 
his arms and circles them tighter. His long fingers reach 
around and back for the wall. He drops his head down onto his 
knees and completes the submissive pose. 

I look at my watch and wait. If he maintains this control 
for sixty seconds and not the few moments I told him, then we 
can retum to the classroom. Outside, the wind tosses the 
branches of a spruce growing at the comer of the window. I 
look at my watch again and think about the writing exercise I 
plan on doing with my seniors during fourth hour. 

It’s time. He has lasted. 

“Richard, are you ready to go back to the classroom?” I 
squat down to his eye level and remove the gloves. 

He nods. 

“Do you understand why you had to go to timeout?” 

“No.” 

“You yelled at Robin and that wasn’t a very nice thing to 
do.” 

He looks at the wall behind my head and furrows his 
brow. His long thin face reddens slightly from the effort. 

“You may not yell at other kids like that. You may not 
shake your fist at them. Do you understand?” 

His breath pushes his narrow chest in and out in a shallow 
Steady movement. 

“Richard,” I look into his eyes, trying to lock our colors 
together, “do you understand?” 

“Yes,” he says quietly, without conviction or remorse. 

Opening the door, I reach down and pat him gently on the 
back, feeling the bones press sharply against the skin. Together 
we walk back into the classroom. 

Kate Hughes 





MY FIRST KISS 


“Ed, have you ever kissed Andrea?” Mike asked. My face 
warmed and reddened. I dug deeper into the refrigerator. Why 
did I tell them about Andrea? No. I’d never kissed a girl, 
especially Andrea, and they knew it. They just wanted to see 
me turn red. 

“Well, Ed, are you gonna answer Mike?” asked David. 

I opened a Coke and threw the pull tab at them. They 
burst out laughing, hitting the table and kicking the floor. I 
cracked a small smile and vowed to kiss a girl as soon...as 























soon as girls didn’t make me so goddamned nervous. 

“Okay you guys, shut up.” I laughed and moved to the 
kitchen window. “Dig this fog. I can’t see a thing.” David 
stood up and looked out the window. 

“That’s boss,” David exclaimed. 

Mike shoved his chair back and went over by David. His 
shoulders still shaking, Mike said, “Cool. It’s completely 
black. Hey, let’s go out and knock out some more street lights 
and blacken the whole neighborhood.” Suddenly Joe, Mike’s 
oldest brother, filled the room. Joe looked at each of us and 
smirked. 

“And what are you punks up to tonight? You guys look 
like a bunch of juvenile delinquents looking for trouble. Why 
don’t you come with me.” Joe was cool. We followed him out 
of the kitchen, through the living room and out to the garage. 
“Boys, have you ever seen a molotov cocktail? No? Well, 
come over here. Ed grab that bottle off the bench. David bring 
me that rag off the lawn mower. And Mike get the gas can.” 
The gas looked like piss. We crowded behind Joe as he 
funneled gas into a quart bottle. He tore the rag length-wise 
and stuffed half the strip into the bottle. “Okay. We’ll go over 
to the school behind the house. The fog will be good cover.” 

The school’s single light pulsed like a flashlight with 
dying batteries. We walked silently in single file as if part of 
some ceremonial procession. I wondered if the molotov 
cocktail would explode like a bomb and leave a hole in the 
ground. I sure hoped there weren’t any cops around. Joe 
halted. He crouched down low and cocked his head to one 
side. I collapsed down, fingers twitching on the wet blacktop 
and listened to my racing heartbeat. “It's nothing,” Joe said in 
a hush. He waved us around him and delivered the final 
instructions. “Stand back. Be quiet. And if someone comes, 
run around behind the school and circle back to the house.” 

Joe’s lighter flared, and the rag blazed immediately. Joe 
quickly bent the flame low behind his shoulder and with a 
grunt, arced the light high into the air. Sparks trailed up and 
then down into shattering glass. The explosion roared up in a 
deep whoosh. The jungle gym and merry-go-round flashed 
red, orange, and yellow. I watched the flame lick high into the 
night. The fire collapsed back into its white center and rushed 
out at me. The hot wave blew past me, tossed my hair and 
drew back across my cheeks. A warm sweet aroma swirled up 
my nose. I eased my head back and leaned forward into the 
shrinking flare. 

“What a rush!” I whispered. In the silence I thought of 
Andrea’s long blonde hair tickling the back of my neck and 
her lips closing in on mine. 

An engine roared. Two pale lights bounced high in the air 
and then focused on us. Someone yelled, “Run.” David and I 
sprinted left. The lights roared to a stop, flashing on the 
building in front of us. 

“Jesus Christ, David, I think I broke my leg,” I cried. I 
reached down and felt the moist lump under my pants. I 
didn’t see the cement bench. David grabbed me by the 
shoulder and shouted, “Keep moving!” I limped behind him, 
gulping air down my constricted throat. A sharp turn to the 
right, pain shooting down into my sticky sock, and we dashed 
out across the field. We stopped by the fence, doubled over 
trying to catch our breath. The mist closed in and everything 
was dark except for the fuzzy blotches of street lamps. No 
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cops. 

“That was far out. Let’s go find Mike and Joe,” said 
David. I twisted my head sideways, looked at him and 
laughed. If Andrea were there right then, I would have kissed 
her. 

Edward Kloman 


CALL OF THE WILD 


The Tammy Jo Lynn was anchored off in the small strait, Hole 
in the Wall. Ripples lapped against a rocky beach as a pair of 
ravens croaked and cawed above an old totem wedged 
between two hemlocks on the islet just offshore. James and I 
sat on a rotted spruce log and tended a smokehouse fire, curing 
salmon, “Our families used to row two days out here from 
Klawock in the summer to put up fish. Look back over there.” 
James pointed to a strip of land, now overgrown with devil’s 
club and salmonberry. “The summer houses were right back 
over in that clearing, and I played on this beach when I was a 
kid.” 

“That was only a couple years ago,” I teased. “You don’t 
look much older than a kid now.” James smiled a toothy grin. 

“I use old Indian medicine.” 

“And chase young girls around,” I retorted. Only a touch of 
grey at the temples of his crew cut betrayed his age. 

“We’re goin’ huntin’ today boys,” the skipper announced. 
“We need deer steaks for that freezer. Dennis, you go with 
James. You guys will go around the south side of the island 
and over the top and Ill drop off the rest of the boys on the 
other side. If you get one, wait down on the beach and I'll be 
along with the skiff.” 

The skiff s motor rumbled as the boat turned around the 
south end of the island, weaving in and out of rocks. Long 
ribbons of kelp attached to the rocks waved in the current. It 
was a motley hunting crew, rifles pointing in the air, Duc and 
Hung smoking, Randy almost asleep. I stood in the bow 
peering into the water. The skegs grated when the skipper 
nosed into shore. We hopped out onto dry stone and James 
joked, “We’ll bring one back dead or alive.” Rifle, packsack, 
and “goodluckyouguys” were handed out over the bow to us 
before the skiff backed off and idled around the point. 

A formidable wall of salmonberry bushes, followed by 
devil's club greeted us at the edge of the forest. We bush- 
whacked through and soon stood on the soft moss under a 
canopy of spruce and cedar forest. We hopped over and 
crawled under rotted fallen trees until we could scramble up a 
ravine. 

We arrived at the edge of what looked like a bonsai 
garden of stunted spruce ringing several crystal pools. James 
found a dry rock to sit on. “Let’s rest here. This is Sunday.” 
There was rebellion in his voice. 

“The skipper expects his deer today, James.” 

“Don’t worry. I’ve got some tricks. We'll fill the freezer. 
Remember what I told you if you ever find an old box in one 
of these swamps. Don’t touch it,” James said, “unless someone 
calls out to you and asks you to move his box because he’s 
getting wet.” James’ eyes always glanced around like he was 
making sure only I heard what he was saying when he talked 
of shamans buried in bent cedar boxes on top of Angila 





YEAST Number 2 








Summer 1992 


islands. 
“James, I’d stumble over the box and never know what it 
was.” 

James pulled a small wooden object from his pocket. It 
looked like a toy whistle made in two halves with the wood 
carefully removed to form a hole to blow into. James had taped 
both ends with electrical tape. He fitted the piece to his lips 
and blew. “Wee waah.” 

“What is it James?” 

“Old Tlingit medicine for empty stomachs.” 

“It’s a call, James. How does it work?” 

James didn’t answer. He picked up the rifle and moved on 
past more crystal pools. We climbed to a lichen-covered tock 
overlooking the bleached tops of the stunted spruces. James 
blew the call, and its lilting song drifted down into the forest. 
“Wee waah, wee waah.” He handed the call to me. 

“James, those deer won’t recognize the sound I make.” 

“Just play the song. Go ahead.” 

“Wee waah.” 

“You got it.” James relaxed with the rifle over his knee, his 
eyes alert. 

“Wee waa, wee waah.” Rustling came from the brush down 
below. James’ back tensed. A large doe sneaked, head down 
but ears up, along a sinuous path between pools. She stopped, 
Staring at us with huge doe eyes, and with ears spread forward 
like open fans. James sat motionless. More rustling came from 
the right and another doe stared. From the left, branches 
moved and a young buck gingerly stepped into the open. All 
three animals held motionless for a moment. The buck arched 
his neck and proudly came forward. James jerked the rifle to 
his shoulder and it cracked. The buck fell and the does 
stampeded back into the woods. 

“James, a perfect shot. He didn’t know what hit him.” The 
buck lay still with half its skull shot away. “He just came right 
up to us.” 

“Of course, he was giving himself to us.” 

“What do you mean, James?” 

“Our freezer was empty and he just decided to fill it.” I 
unsheathed my knife and slit the throat to drain blood. The 
creature’s warm skin parted easily up the belly and steaming 
entrails spilled into the cool grass. James wrapped the heart 
and liver in a clean dishtowel and slid them into the packsack. 
I hacked the head free at the neck, gathered grass to absorb 
blood in the body cavity, then carefully exposed the tendons of 
the rear legs. I bent the body around and inserted the front 
hooves through the back tendon and broke the slender bones to 
hold them. 

I lifted the deer by the now connected limbs and hoisted it 
over my shoulders, like a pack. “James I still don’t know why 
all those deer came. That was no deer sound from that call.” 

James’ eyes twinkled. “They had to. You were calling their 
names.” 

“Sure. Okay. Could I use this call down South?” 
“Nope, they wouldn’t come.” 

“How come, James?” 

My footsteps sunk deep into the moist ground. 
“Down South the deer don’t speak Tlingit.” 


D Lenssen 
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TRACKS 


Jouncing and careening over dirt roads, the truck tires thrum a 
washboard beat. Carlos perches on the opposite rail of the 
pick-up bed, eyes far afield and half closed. He doesn’t claw or 
clutch the pick-up like I do. Must be his boots. He wears 
cowboy boots with riding heels and sharp toes. 

I saw his eyes pass over me while waiting at the job yard. 
I skirted the edges of the sleepy workers, noting only dark 
mustaches, glowing cigarettes, and silver belt buckles. My 
stiff, dark jeans and work boots stood apart in the early 
moming dust. Carlos rolled a cigarette. I shoved my soft hands 
in my pockets. The job foreman startled me with his loud bark. 
Spaces around me widened; I was picked from the crowd to 
work a coveted job, driving tractor. My strut to the pick-up 
fooled nobody. 

At first sight of the D-10 Caterpillars sitting alone in a 
field, I blurt, “That’s a tank, not a tractor!” Carlos flicks his 
cigarette butt and escapes toward his tractor, boot heels 
puncturing the hard dirt. 

Mel, our field boss, shows me how to find grease nipples 
under the body of the tractor along gearboxes and hydraulics. 
“Feel for em, think about where the Tig needs your help to ease 
the heat.” On my back, I pump grease until dark slime oozes 
out of a nearby sandy crevice. My breath clouds a spot on the 
massive iron treads of the tractor, shiny from churning miles of 
Tich earth. Mel waves good-bye and instructs Carlos, scowling, 
to teach me to run the machine. I watch Mel walk all the way 
to his truck. 

The throb of pistons jars my teeth and shakes my limbs. 
My jaw slackens with the thought of eight hours of this 
metallic spasm. Acrid smoke assaults my eyes. Adjusting the 
throttle, Carlos stands on a tread and reviews the brakes and 
levers with fleeting hand signals and words lost to the roar. 
Without ever looking at me, he jumps to the ground and 
signals to start plowing. 

I tentatively engage the levers and lurch forward. After 
twenty yards, I flash a winner’s circle thumbs up. Carlos draws 
his hand quickly across his throat. He points to the forgotten 
disk plow behind me. Shaking his head, he climbs on his 
tractor. 

The hitch connected, I watch Carlos stir a stream of dust 
as he discs around the edge of the field. I’m to follow 
alongside and behind his path, loosening the rain-packed soil 
with my three rows of angled iron disks. Slowly my hands 
relax. The lever’s vibration welds my stomach to the engine. 
The metal rips at the crusted soil. 

The first lap takes nearly an hour to complete. 

There is nothing on this landscape but Carlos. I eat a 
sandwich and drink warm water. My legs are numb below the 
knees and my watch seems broken. Sun, dust, too much sky. In 
early afternoon, I tender a fleeting wave at Carlos. He must not 
see me. An hour later, I offer another greeting. No response. 
Hours pass, and finally, at close range after a sharp corner, I 
stand and stiffly wave my whole arm, fingers outstretched. 
Carlos, straight-faced, barely extends two fingers from his 
brake lever. He smiles. 

Peter Southworth 


_ 
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DIRTY POEMS 


Nick sprawled out in his desk that first day of our poetry unit 
and announced, “Poetry sucks.” 

“I can understand your position, Nick, but humor me on 
this and see if you can’t maybe find something good about it,” 
I said. 

Nick, a 17 year old freshman, was attending school at the 
insistence of his parole officer who thought it might keep him 
off the streets and too busy to steal cars. Some scheduling 
fluke had landed him in my honors freshman literature class. 
What better place to try out an exciting new poetry unit I had 
written. Of course, I hadn’t counted on Nick. 

We spent the first week writing poetry. The kids had the 
fundamentals, so we just played around with some different 
forms. Imagine our surprise when Nick volunteered to read 
his poem aloud. When he finished, some students praised 
Nick for his effort. 

“Nick,” I said, “I’m curious. Why did you choose to 
write about the song of a bird? I didn’t know you were 
interested in nature.” 

“Oh, I don’t know, most poetry’s about nature stuff, isn’t 
it? You wanna hear my poem about drag racing?” and before I 
could respond he launched into his second piece, “Tension 
hangs in the air/ The countdown begins/ Vrooom, the powerful 
engines engage/ Screeching of tires/ a cloud of dust / The race 
begins...” 

The next section of the unit was going to be tricky for 
Nick because I asked students to pick a poet they had read and 
liked, and we would do several little projects around that poet. 
First they would have to orally interpret a poem and later make 
a visual presentation showing a poem’s imagery. “How do 
you expect me to pick a stupid poet when I never read one if I 
could help it, and I didn’t like any I did read when I had to?” 

“Good question, Nick. Ever heard of e.e. cummings?” 

“No, why?” 

“He may just be the answer. Look at this book. Don’t 
expect to understand all his stuff, just keep reading, skip 
around, and see if you find anything that appeals to you.” 

“That'd be a first,” he grumbled as he started thumbing 
through the complete works. 

I just happened to look over at Nick when he found the 
first dirty poem. The color started rising in his face, and he 
wasted no time in getting back to my desk. 

“Mrs. H., you probably never read this guy, right?” 

“Wrong. Why?” 

“This stuff’s dirty. He talks about ladies’ boobs, and 
well...,” he blushed and stammered, “other stuff. You know.” 

“Does that bother you, Nick?” 

“Hell, I mean heck no.” 

“Well, keep reading,” and as he returned to his seat I felt 
we'd reached an understanding. 

It came time for him to pick a selection to interpret orally 
for the class. He again approached my desk. “I’ve got sort of 
a problem here, Mrs. H.,” he confided in me. “I don’t know 
what to read for the class. These kids are pretty straight. They 
might not understand the good stuff, if you know what I 
mean.” 

“Yea, Nick. I see your problem.” 

“Maybe I'd better go with one of the straighter poems.” 





“Probably wouldn’t hurt,” I agreed, “as long as it’s one 
you like and do a good job of reading aloud.” Nick had 
problems in that department. 

During class time he would cloister himself in the 
seminar room, and I could hear him muttering over and over 
the words to “since feeling is first.” 

A couple of days later the librarian came bustling into my 
classroom and demanded, “What in the world are you doing in 
your freshman class? Nick, and please understand I knew him 
previously only by reputation, spent his whole lunch hour 
having me find him old issues of Good Housekeeping to cut 
up. He said something about finding pictures for a poem 
called ‘anyone live in a pretty how town.’ Are you sure that 
he's not up to something?” 

After several more noon hours in the library, Nick tumed 
that project in early and instructed me exactly where it should 
be hung among the other works of art. 

On the last day of the the unit, I passed out an evaluation 
sheet to each student which included the unit grade. After 
staring at his sheet for some time, Nick again approached me. 
“You sure you didn’t make a mistake on this?” 

“T’m sure,” I replied. 

I’ve never had an A in anything I done in English,” he 
mumbled as he returned to his seat. 

As he left the room that day his parting words were, “I 
can’t believe I’m liking poetry. I sure didn’t mean to.” 

Dianne Harper 





BUILDING BRIDGES 


Slowly I stepped onto the first bridge. “Two feet wide, my 
ass,” I muttered. The water under the bridge pounded 
unforgivingly through a field of jagged boulders before 
planing out at the ford below. I grabbed Lyrik's bridle and 
coaxed him across the bridge. Not until we made it to the small 
island in the center did I breathe again. Looking back, I saw 
Dad start across with Luki. Lyrik and I moved on to the second 
bridge and were halfway to the safety of the opposite bank 
when I heard my father yell. I looked back to see a spooked 
Luki scrambling for balance. 

That he would fall was unthinkable. And for a moment, 
he appeared to relax and steady himself. Just as suddenly, his 
legs crumbled beneath him and his body dropped sideways 
into the foamy jumble of rock and water below. His legs 
thrashed as he struggled to regain his footing. The water ° 
crashed around the middle of his belly and the whites of his 
eyes shone in terror. 

Blindly I pulled Lyrik across the remaining distance of 
the bridge, tying him to the nearest tree. I ran back to where 
Dad still held Luki’s reins from the first bridge. He was trying 
to lead him to the nearby bank, but Luki would not move. 
Every muscle in his body had gone rigid, and there was a haze 
in his usually warm brown eyes. He couldn’t hear us above the 
roar of the water anyway. 

“He’s in shock,” Dad said. His clenched jaw told me just 
how serious the situation was. 

I didn’t ask for Dad’s response. I quietly stepped off the 
bridge. The icy water temporarily numbed my reactions, 
carrying me downstream. Bracing against the current, I 
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wedged my feet between unseen rock faces and fought to stand 
up. Feeling Dad’s eyes on me, I pushed through the chest deep 
current and began to recover distance upstream until I stood at 
Luki’s side. Cradling the honey colored head in my arms, I 
nuzzled my face into the velvety pocket just below his wildly 
flared nostrils. There was little reaction. Raising my head, I 
pulled close to ears cocked in alarm. The tone of my voice and 
warmth of my touch slowly relaxed his taut muscles and we 
began to inch our way toward shore. Gradually the film faded 
from his eyes and, realizing where he was, he scrambled the 
last few feet to safety. 

“That was foolish,” Dad remarked as we pulled out onto the 
highway. 

I glared out the window of the truck. 

“Being close to a dangerous situation and coming out of it 
makes you feel more alive, though,” he said. 

Dad negotiated an especially sharp mountain curve and 
weight shifted in the trailer behind, jarring the truck. I looked 
back, reassured by the two faces munching hay behind the 
trailer windows. As we drove I considered his unexpected 
statement, and my anger gave way to a warm feeling of 
satisfaction. I realized that I shared his constant drive to test 
limits. Like college roommates drunk on cheap wine and too 
little sleep, my dad and I were invincible. 

Melissa Averett 


CARPET DIRT 


Our church is small with lots of dark, polished wood and 
stained glass windows which portray the life of Jesus in a 
labyrinth of rich jewel tones: azure blue, ruby red, new grass 
green. On Sundays, the Lord’s jubilant praise would seep out 
through the stained glass murals of Jesus and curl its way to 
town. 

The congregation is mostly related either through marriage, 
blood or gossip which was the main reason most people in 
town attended church weekly. It was a two for one deal, gospel 
and gossip all in one sitting. Wednesday’s Double Coupon 
Day at Bi-Lo was almost as good. We may not have had 
Walter Cronkite, but the news was, if not completely factual, 
certainly current. 

On Sundays at 10:50 a.m., the townsfolk would begin to 
wander in. Nodding a genteel greeting to those around them, 
they would sit in their self-appointed wooden pews whose 
backs curved in an elegant “S” shape and gave my father back 
pains. 

This Sunday, the whole neighborhood gang packed into 
the first two pews. As we waited for church to commence, 
they rolled Suzanne Adams in and parked her wheelchair in 
the aisle a few feet away. Since I was closest to her, I leaned 
over the arm of the pew and whispered, ““Momin’, Suzanne.” 
and waved enthusiastically. Because Suzanne was severely 
retarded, she did not understand most language. Gestures 
helped. She tilted her head like a bluejay to look at me. I 
waved again, determined to be neighborly, and said a little 
louder, “Hey, Suzanne.” Mrs. Oakley’s hand shot from the 
pew behind me and exploded on my arm. I gave her my 
you’ re-not-my-mother look and she puckered her red-orange 





lips, placed her finger against them and said, “Shhhhhhh!” 

During the service, Trip and Dan compared Swiss Army 
knife attachments. Jake prodded Mike awake to fish for his 
quarter to place in the brass offering dish. We mouthed a few 
hymns and counted the number of times Mrs. Smith’s voice 
cracked on the high notes. We all went to the altar for the 
children’s program “For God so Loved the Little Children” 
where we all sat silently during the questioning and stared at 
Mike’s cowlick. We knew the punishment for being a smarty 
pants was a slug in the arm by Trip who had already held me 
down that morning and drooled on me. 

We were wiggling like worms in a tin can when Suzanne 
burped. It wasn’t your typical hand-over-mouth, I’ve-got-a- 
little-indigestion-from-breakfast burp. It was a horrific burp 
from the deep cavity of the stomach. If it hadn’t been for the 
hand restraints on her wheelchair, she would have lurched 
right out of it. 

For a split second, a deep silence engulfed the first two 
pews. Then Dan, unable to expel the air from his mouth, as 
Mom would so daintily put it, “passed gas.” Trip howled 
internally. His face turned a steam-cleaned, sun-burnt red. He 
breathed deeply and jaggedly. Jake doubled over in laughter, 
wrapped his hands around his stomach, and rocked wildly. 
Like hellfire, the laughter moved down our pew. It rolled down 
to Mike and my best friend, Kathy. 

I prayed more fervently than ever before. I prayed so hard I 
knew the preacher would look down on me and say, “Bless 
this child for her religious devotion.” 

“Please dear God...Please dear God.” I stared at the red 
hymnal cradled in its rack. 

Mike succumbed. I heard his jabbed donkey laugh. Nhaw. 
Nhaw. Nhaw. Kathy, my best friend, heavily sucked in some 
air 





“Please dear God...Please dear God...I’m sorry we called 
the Divine Trinity the Three Amigos...Please dear God.” 

Out of the comer of my eye, I saw Kathy bow her head and 
then...she giggled, like the soft tinkling of glasses being placed 
on the Sunday dinner table. I was the Saturday cartoon 
character left holding the dynamite. The air I had been holding 
exploded from my mouth and tears began to run down my 
face. The more I tried to control myself, the worse it got. 
Mortified that Suzanne had noticed, I tumed my head toward 
her and encountered--Mom’s face. Her pale blue eyes glared 
into mine. I felt the heat rising off her. She extended her finger 
and curled it, extended her finger and curled it. 

Like a duck directing her five ducklings across a traffic- 
laden highway, Mom marched us out of church. Lowering my 
head, I followed the tacky pattern of the church carpeting 
which I knew was chosen because it didn’t show dirt. 

Judy Nordstrom 


YOU KNOW WHAT ELSE? 


“Come on in. Sit down. Did you run over here?” 

“Yeah. I totally spaced,” Rob said, breathing hard. 
“When I finally remembered that we were gonna meet tonight, 
it was already 10:15. I’m really sorry.” 














“That’s all right. I was just writing a test anyway.” 

“Oh yeah? For us?” 

“No. I thought I mentioned in class today that your test 
isn’t until next Thursday. Remember?” 

“Yeah, I guess you did.” 

Rob is a distracted kid, but something seemed off, even 
for him. His hair hadn’t been combed in several days, and his 
eyes were puffy and red. 

“Is everything okay? How’s your essay coming?” 

“Not real well. I didn’t get much done on it today.” 

“What’s going on, Rob?” 

“Well...” 

“Rob?” 

Silence. He picked at the white threads of the hole near 
the left knee of his Levis. His moist eyes got more moist. 

“Is everything all right, Rob?” 

Finally, the dam burst. “It’s just not fair,” he said, 
sobbing. He used the tail of his faded tee shirt for a 
hankerchief. The tears began flowing freely. “It’s just not fair,” 
he repeated, trying to compose himself. 

I went into the bathroom to fetch some Kleenex. “What’s 
not fair? Can you talk about it?” 

With some probing, I got more details. After a while I 
pieced together a coherent picture. Rob had spent the evening 
in the hospital with his crabbing buddy, Pete. A middle-aged 
man, Pete was dying of throat cancer. Two packs a day for 
years and years. 

“Believe me, Rob, I know what you’re going through.” 

- Mom had died of cancer less than two years ago. 

“Why does it have to happen? I still don’t understand tome 

“Neither do I, Rob.” 

“It’s just so hard to believe. I mean, it seems like I just 
went crabbing with him. He was always so healthy. And now, 
it’s like half of him isn’t even there anymore.” 

Soon Rob was pouring out stories and recollections. As 
he talked, I pictured Mom lying in the hospital, unconscious, 
her bald scalp covered with a kerchief, her lips scabbed from 
the severe antibiotics, her thin arm bruised from the old LV. 
sites, her other wrist swollen with liquid from the plastic bag 
hanging on a metal hook over her head. “It’s pretty tough to 
watch someone you love wither away like that,” I said. “My 
mother died of cancer not too long ago.” 

“Really? Did the same thing happen to your mom?” 

“Yeah. There wasn’t much left of her when she finally 
died.” My eyes were misty. 

“Oh, I’m sorry. I don’t wanna make you talk about 
something that you don’t want—” 

“That’s okay, Rob. I don’t mind.” 

“Why can’t they do anything about it?” 

“Well, they try. In my mother’s case they used all kinds 
of treatments--radiation, chemotherapy, bone marrow 
transplants. Mom even had some good years when her cancer 
went into remission.” Silently, I thanked God for those years, 
years when Mom got to watch me grow into an adult, years 
when we befriended one another in a new, maddening, 
complicated way. 

“Pete’s been getting radiation. I don’t really understand 
that. What do they do, x-ray him?” 

“Sort of. They try to kill the cancer cells with the 
radiation. Sometimes there are severe side effects--like going 








bald.” I didn’t mention the nausea, the fatigue, the crabbiness. 

“But doesn’t it work? Pete’s been getting radiation since 
January.” 

“Sometimes it does. But when the cancer gets to a certain 
point, the radiation doesn’t really work anymore. If there’s still 
hope, they try other things. Eventually it becomes hopeless 
and the cancer takes over. At that point, the only thing the 
doctors can do is give painkillers to relieve the suffering.” 

Remembering the end, when Mom had become hopeless, 
I wondered if Rob would ever learn what it’s like to pray for 
his own mother to die. Perhaps one day he would know, as I 
did, what Whitman’s ““Wound-Dresser” meant when he 
prayed, “Come sweet death! Be persuaded O beautiful death! 
In mercy come quickly.” 

“Why did it have to happen to Pete? He was a teally good 
guy. He shouldn’t hafta suffer like he is. It’s not fair.” 

“I’m not sure I can answer that one. I guess that 
everybody’s gotta die, and everybody dies a different way. 
Some get heart attacks, some suffer fatal accidents or get 
killed, and some get cancer.” 

“But why does it seem like it’s always good people who 
suffer the most?” 

“Sometimes it works that way. I think, though, it’s not as 
simple as that. It also depends on what you believe happens 
after somebody dies. Many people believe that rewards come 
to good people only after they die--you know, in the afterlife. 
Are you a religious person, Rob?” 

“Yeah, I guess so. I mean I go to Mass and everything.” 

“Well, maybe it helps to think that Pete’s going to meet 
his Creator, and that he’ll go to heaven.” 

“Do you think that’s where your mom is?” 

“Well, to be honest, I’m not sure. I know that her 
suffering has ended. I think that she stil] exists somewhere, in 
some form, and that she’s finally at rest and happy.” 

“Do you still miss her?” 

“Yeah, I do. In some ways I know that she’ll always be 
with me. But it’s tough.” Sometimes I imagine calling her on 
the phone, just to shoot the breeze. “There are times when I’m 
real sad because Mom’s not here to share something with us, 
like when my brother got married, or when my other brother’ s 
wife had a baby.” 

As I spoke, I remembered how bittersweet it was when 
Patti, already four months pregnant, showed Mom the 
ultrasound photos. Straining to smile, Mom saw a fuzzy 
outline of her first grandchild, a baby that she knew she 
wouldn’t live to see, to hold, to watch grow. i 

“That really sucks. I can’t get used to the idea that I’ll 
never get to be with Pete again. I mean not like it used to be, 
you know, to go crabbing or to play cards or just to joke 
around or somethin’.” 

“You just have to learn to remember the happy times that 
you had with him. My memories of Mom will always be a part 
of me. I guess I’ve gotten to the point where I accept what’s 
happened. Nothing I can do is going to change the fact that my 
mom’s gone.” 

I wondered if I should also tell Rob that it helps to trust 
and to forgive God, and that death is a part of a larger reality 
that we can’t understand completely. 

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” 

When we both had begun to get droopy-eyed, Rob 
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noticed that the clock read 12:24. “Thanks. You’re pretty cool too, Rob. You know what else?” 
‘Td better get going, Mr. Herold. Thanks a lot for “No. What?” 

everything. I can’t believe it’s so late.” “You still have to write an essay.” 
“Don’t worry, Rob. I’ll speak to your hallmaster.” Tom Herold 
“Thanks again. You know, you're pretty cool, Mr. 

Herold.” 





THANK YOU, MA'AM 


My daughter leads me to the shop where the sweater she can’t 
live without hangs limply on a mannequin in the window. I 
can tell by looking at it that it would look wonderful on her, 
accenting her blue eyes. 

We enter the shop, ask for a size small, and she hurries 
off to try it on. While I wait, I am startled by shouts and 
sounds of people running just outside the large glass windows 
of the shop. 

A man races past, followed by four security guards. They 
catch him just beyond the last window and bring him, 
struggling frantically, inside where the men try to subdue him. 

He puts up quite a fight. His back is to me, but some- 
thing familiar about his broad shoulders and hairline gives me 
an uneasy feeling. Body twisting wildly, trying to free himself 
from his captors, he swings around. Our eyes meet. I look into 
the frightened face of a former student. 

There is a flash of recognition. He stops fighting and 
stands still. His dark eyes reflect fright, but there is something 
else. The guards search him and find a package of razor 
blades. Thinking he may be dangerous, they force him to the 
floor, face down, while they continue the search. They find a 
tape cassette with the hard plastic cover still in place. 

I fight the urge to step forward and pay for what he’s 
taken. Had our classroom discussions about crime meant 
nothing? He was such a willing worker in my class. I 
remember his essay on “Thank you, Ma’am.” He had written 
so truthfully about life in the inner city. He’d received his first 
A. Was it just last year we had talked about pressures to steal? 

No, I can’t bail him out. I won’t enable him to do this 
again. His next crime could be on the streets or in a dark alley 
where his chances might not be as good. I have to let him face 
the consequences, but I will wait here to make sure no one 
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hurts him. He is only fifteen. 

He is quiet now, lying still, his face away from me. One 
guard says, “We’re not going to hurt you.” 

I tum to see my daughter standing next to me. Without a 
word, she folds the sweater neatly and hands it back to the 
salesclerk. 

The boy, much calmer now, looks up and smiles at us, 
almost apologetically. When the policeman arrives, I am 
relieved that he knows the boy. He calls him by name and says 
he will get in touch with his mother. I know they have no 
phone. 

Lynda Clark 


WHAT'S IN A GLOVIE? 


I’m not sure when I became interested in the contents of glove 
compartments. When I started riding in my friends’ cars, I 
realized Mom was the only person who used it for gloves. 
Each family had its own ideas about what belonged there. In 
my family, we opened our neatly arranged “glovie” only to 
extract a map, a tire pressure gauge, or Kleenex. When Dad 
drove, Mom was lightning quick whipping out the Kleenex. 
Before I could reach my nose with my shirtsleeve, Mom would 
have my nose surrounded, instructing me to “Blow.” Years 
later, I learned to gain insight into a companion’s secret self by 
examining his or her glovie. Some of my searches were public, 
initiated by the driver’s request for me to fetch something. But 
the ones on the sly were more fun. 

The novice spy must learn to gauge correctly the time 
available for a search. A driver’s trip into a Seven-Eleven for 
smokes or a soda allows only a brief peek. A stop at the bank 
or the supermarket, especially on a crowded day, gives time 








YEAST Number 3 Summer 1992 


for a thorough and leisurely examination. But be careful — it’s 
bad form to get caught. The lies I’ve used to cover myself have 
always sounded ridiculous. “Aah, I thought I might’ve left my 
sunglasses in your car,” or “You don’t have a map of Manhat- 
tan, do you?” 

When I found a matchbook with a familiar phone number 
written inside, I knew Art Hollister had lied to me about not 
being interested in Julie McCaffrey. From a paystub, I learned 
my brother was richer than I’d thought he was. I was often 
surprised about the musical tastes of the driver. Bill Reynolds 
liked the big bands of the 30’s and 40’s, my older brother 
listened to the Dead, and my dad had a Beatles’ tape in his 
glovie nine years after he vowed the Beatles would “‘never pass 
the test of time.” 

I know a girlfriend better after I’ve visited her glove 
compartment. Melanie’s was jammed full and had a diaphragm 
case hidden at the bottom. Mary’s was completely chaotic — 
no surprise there. Brenda’s was organized, clean, and without a 
single tape I enjoyed. I’ll have to search Danielle’s glove 
compartment soon. 

When I was seventeen, I got a weekend job for a valet 
parking service. Often we were sent to country clubs or 
suburban estates to handle dinner parties or other social events. 
We got to park Lincolns, Cadillacs, Mercedes-Benzes. The 
best part was hanging out in the cars after the guests arrived. I 
imagined all kinds of exotic lives based on what was in those 
glove compartments. 

Once, I found several thick, tightly rolled joints buried 
under the owner’s manual of a sleek black Jaguar XJS. We 
concluded that a guy who drives a Jag and keeps pot in his 
glove compartment is pretty cool. 

Until recently I had never probed my own glove compart- 
ment. I hate to admit it’s rather tidy — Mom would be proud. 
In neat rows are cassette tapes, the second-string ones. My 
varsity tapes are kept within reach. Next to my 35 mm. camera 
case is some road emergency stuff I’m sure I'd forget to use in 
an actual emergency. I also keep a cheap pair of spare 
sunglasses in my glovie. 

Mainly it’s full of junk I never use. There’s even a 
package of Kleenex, unopened, that I sometimes think about 
when I wipe my nose with my sleeve. 

Tom Herold 


THE FOUR QUEENS SANG 


Each Thursday my mother flipped through the pages of the 
Whitewater Register skipping :*e stories about who visited the 
Duffin’s farm, what they had for supper, and the photos of ten 
year olds posing with sheep at the county fair. She stopped 
when she reached the schedule for the mosquito fogger. 
Whitewater is built on « swamp, and is to mosquitos what 
Disneyland is to children. 

“I want you in this house at four tomorrow afternoon. The 
mosquito sprayer’s coming.” We would close the windows 
and doors when we heard the low droning sound of the fogger 
rounding the corner of Walton Drive. I would watch from the 
window as the truck crept by spewing thick, white clouds 
which hung suspended in the air. 


Today the truck was due at two. “Let’s try to outrun the 
fogger,” I said to Mike Strait, a buddy on the street. 

“Yeah!” 

I bribed my brother with five packets of baseball cards 
into lending me his bike, a faster, sleeker model. Mike and I 
set about equipping ourselves for the race. With clothespins 
stolen off Mrs. Black’s line, we clipped cards to the spokes. 
The four Queens sang as I raced Eric’s banana-seat bike up 
and down the street, flecks of glitter sparkling on the gold 
frame, blue and yellow streamers whipping from the handle 
bars. 

Mike and I listened. Cars passed on the highway in the 
distance, and the corn rustled quietly in the breeze. ‘There it 
is!” I screamed as the drone rounded the comer. “Let’s go!” 
We were off and peddling. As the truck closed in behind us, I 
turned to see a two-eyed beast vomiting its poison into the air. 
We made it to the big hill where Karen Kessler had wiped out, 
the cut on her chin requiring ten stitches. We kept our handle 
bars steady, heads ducked to pick up speed. By the time we 
reached the end of the hill, the truck had fallen behind. 

“Oh my God!” we screamed as we slammed on our 
brakes and skidded to a stop. 

A dead end street. 

We had gotten ourselves trapped with a monster bearing 
down on us. We ditched our bikes and sprinted into the com 
fields praying we could outdistance the cloud as it floated 
slowly through the ears of corn. The fogger belched its steady 
white stream as it made the circle and headed back up the hill. 

In those few slow motion minutes, I felt the strangling 
grip around my throat, and my eyes burned. I could not 
breathe. When the cloud cleared, fresh air returned. My face 
was pressed against the dark, rich soil. I looked up at Mike. By 
our tear-streaked faces I knew from then on we would listen to 
my mom. 

Karen Field 


PICKING A WINNER 


Ed Tuttle was a classmate of mine for thirteen years, but I 
don’t remember ever speaking to him. He had blue eyes, shiny 
blond hair, and skin that turned chocolate brown in the 
summer. He was smart and he dressed nice, too. All in all, he 
had the potential for being a popular kid, save one dismal flaw. 

Fourth grade year I sat next to Ed Tuttle, we had a seating 
chart. My friends all expressed their sympathies. But the first 
week of school passed without incident, and that weekend I 
told my best friend Kristie that summer vacation had cured my 
new desk mate. Fat chance, she said. 

Monday came, and with it our first math test. Newly 
sharpened pencils poised, I smiled at Ed and handed him his 
paper. We began to work intently. Glancing up to consider an 
especially difficult « .m, my mind filled with horror. Absent- 
mindedly Ed’s free hand crept toward his face, in the other 
hand his pencil still raced across his test. His forefinger 
paused, resting innocently for a moment on his upper lip, then 
it continued its ghastly journey. Soon his entire fingernail 
disappeared into his nose. When it reappeared, the dreaded 
substance rested at the tip. 








My stomach turned, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. A 
quick glance confirmed my worst fears. Ed did not have a box 
of Kleenex in his tote tray. What would he do now? 

Suddenly his pencil stopped and he looked up to inspect 
his finger. He turned it from side to side and winced in 
approval. The finger began to move. Deliberately it poked and 
wiped until a green, sticky glob rested on the top of the 
opposite hand. Setting his pencil down for a moment, Ed 
watched as the finger lightly touched the slimey surface then 
pulled away, stretching it until it smartly snapped back into a 
mound. For several seconds this demonstration in elasticity 
continued. Then, taking a quick peek to make sure Mr. 
Swanson wasn’t looking, the finger deftly scooped up its target 
and placed it on the tip of Ed’s tongue. 

My jaw dropped. 

His clamped shut and swallowed. 

Feeling my eyes on him suddenly, he turned and faced me 
briefly. Then he shrugged, picked up his pencil, and went back 
to work. 

Fifteen years later, as I sit reading his wedding announce- 
ment in the newspaper, I wonder about the pretty brunette at 
his side. Does she know she is about to marry a man with a 
past? 

Melissa Averett 


A SLOW BURN 


He storms into my office and intercepts me as I head out the 
door to class. “I need to talk to you.” 

“The time for talk is over.” 

“You had no right to show that picture to my parents. I 
can’t believe you didn’t talk to me first. I drew that picture for 
me. It was not meant for you to see.” I nod, furrow my brow, 
then give him a questioning look. “Really, it was just a joke.” 

I thought about my experience reading journals the night 
before. I had felt beseiged by the stack of papers and methodi- 
cally worked my way through the pile. When I picked up 
Brennan’s folder, a picture fell to the ground. I saw a wry 
smile surrounded by an over-sized, lightbulb-shaped head. On 
the left of the head, a small, long-fingered hand held a large 
revolver. On the right, a symmetrical fist, clenched with a 
raised middle finger mirrored it. “Smell My Finger” created an 
arc over his chest, punctuated by the words on his belt buckle, 
“Dick.” 

I remembered his words to me during class when I was 
absent-mindedly collecting journals. “T’ll just place this picture 
in my folder to separate this week’s journal from my other 
entries.” He wore a big grin and his head bobbed to the beat of 
an internal tune. 

Later I said to the dean, “I have taken enough of his crap 
and so have the other students.” 

He responded by faxing the picture to Brennan’s parents 
in Dallas. 

“First of all, I did not send the picture to your parents, but 
I am glad that they have it.” I measure my words. “You made a 
special point of mentioning the picture in class. I thought 
nothing of it until I found it. Brennan,” I say, my voice 
shaking, “I have asked you to be more respectful. We have 
talked about your behavior in class, but you continue to insult 
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your peers in the name of good fun. You sabotage the 
discussion every day, and now, you have sent me a loud and 
clear message—” 

“But, but—,” he tries to interrupt. 

“It’s disgusting. ‘Smell my finger, Dick’? You can go to 
hell. Now get out of my office and go to the dean. I don’t even 
want to look at you right now.” 

He stands stunned, silent, his eyes wide with disbelief. He 
turns to leave but takes one last look at me before slamming 
the door. As I hear his boots trail away, I breathe deeply and 
try to compose myself before opening the door to begin class. 

A few hours later, Brennan returns. 

“Look, can we discuss this again?” I nod. A corporate 
lawyer’s son, he is ready to plea bargain. “I don’t think that 
you understood me before. I am sorry that you saw that 
picture. It wasn’t for your eyes.” 

“Thanks for the apology. But I did see the picture. You 
even pointed it out to me yesterday.” A new tack, he fidgets. 

“I know, but it was just to, um, to keep the picture from 
getting crumpled. You see, Smell My Finger is the name of a 
band. Heck, I knew that a picture like this would make you 
mad. Besides, I like your class. Why would I do something to 
offend you when I like your class?” 

“Brennan,” I say, “You ask a good question, and you 
have a good story right now because you need to have a good 
story. But I’m having difficulty believing you. Ever since you 
walked into my class, ticked off because you wanted another 
teacher, you have shown me by your behavior that you do not 
like me or my class. Quite honestly, you exhaust me. You have 
told me that you are just in this course for the grade, and the 
rest of us can go to hell if we don’t like the way that you act.” 

“No, you changed my opinion about that. I see the value 
of learning now.” 

“Well, I’m glad about that, but I still don’t like the way 
you act. Quite frankly, it’s up to the Citizenship Committee to 
decide about your behavior.” 

“But you have to believe me. They’re talking about 
expelling me. And for what? I’ve worked so hard. I’ve stayed 
clean. I got good grades. I got into the college of my choice. 
I’ve done everything that I can do to make my dad proud of 
me. And now, you’re saying that it all doesn’t matter.” 

“You made a bad decision, and this is out of my hands. 
We're not going to agree. Why don’t you go to lunch?” He 
leaves in silence. 

At our last all-school meeting, the headmaster stands in 
the center of the room. Students and faculty sit on the floor and 
wait for him to begin. “This is a cherished antique book. It is 
important to me and, in the Native American tradition of 
passing a pipe, I would like any of you who wish to say 
anything to come forward, take the book, and speak.” 

For a couple of hours, students and faculty rise to 
remember their stories and thank each other. Brennan takes his 
turn. 

He strides into the center and lifts the book over his head, 
“T only have one thing to say. I will continue my career in art.” 
He drops it. Thwack! With his hands clenched over his head, 
he struts to his place and sits down. 

Elizabeth Keuffel 
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SEA CHANT 








The skipper stood on short thick legs that hugged the deck like 
a cat. He was called a slave driver by ex-crew, and an old fox 
by those who shared the glory of the day and the spoils of 
successful seasons. He ran a highliner; no one caught more 
fish, and no crew worked harder than the Tammy Jo Lynn’s. 
The ship shined with fresh paint, and was scrubbed and cared 
for, with the seine’s holes patched, and the gear and machinery 
in first class repair. 

The skipper loved to watch the crew work while he held 
his hand on the hydraulic lever and the powerblock screamed. 
The net squeezed through the block, raining crystal droplets 
and angry red jellyfish, and crewmen sweated to pile web, 
leads, and corks in spiral circles faster than a hydraulic motor 
could pull them in. “Way to go boys.” 

Sets repeated again and again and the crew grew tired. 
“God Dammit! Shit. Slow this fucking thing down a little!” 
complained a new crewman, Richard, exhausted and buried in 
web. 

The powerblock stopped and all the crew stood panting in 
silence. 

“Richard! Ya’get your ass down on this deck.” The 
skipper pointed to where he wanted him to stand. Richard 
threw web off himself and stepped down from the net pile to 
the midship deck, directly in front of the skipper. 

“That’s just too damn fast, skipper. We ain’t even 
catching fish.” 

The skipper talked through his teeth, “Shut your 
lillyfucken mouth. No damn crewman tells me how to run this 
ship, and you’re looking at the only person who swears on this 
ship, understand? Now you get your leaded ass back up there 
and do your job, or I’ll put you on the beach tonight.” 

With sweat trickling all the way to our boots, Duc and 
Hung threaded the purse line, and I winched the skiff up tight 
and tied it off with figure eights. The skiff wagged like a tail 
against the stern and the Tammy Jo Lynn ploughed shark- 
nosed through the swells toward Cape Addington. 

At Addington, we caught our first full bag of fish. The 
skipper knelt beside the crew along the gunwales to shallow 
the net. He sang, “Hey ya Ho, Heave Ho.” 

The chant was ageless and it brought strength back to 
weary arms. We all pulled shoulder to shoulder, holding when 
the ship rolled up and sweating to take in slack on the 
downroll. “Hey ya, ho, heave ho.” We could have been 
fishermen a thousand years ago, that day the first silver salmon 
finned the surface, inside the seine, and thousands swam under 
him. 

James manned the long pole of the brailer net, dipped 
down deep, then brought it up. The brailer broke the surface 
full, with five hundred fighting salmon spraying silver scales. 
It swung with the roll of the sea across the deck, I loosed the 
chain, and the salmon spilled their lives into the open hold. 
“Ho! Tammy’s squatting,” the skipper declared. Again and 
again, the brailer dipped and swung to the rhythm of sea, the 
thythm of the season, and the rhythm of men hooting, their joy 
spilling over. 


D Lenssen 





WHITE SANDS 


“Yes, Dear,” I drawl in a nasal twang, mimicking a hen- 
pecked husband. The three high school students in my hacky- 
sack circle snicker and laugh. One of them echoes my snide 
remark. We’re interrupted by the slam of the van door as my 
wife Anna walks off. A student says, “Uh-oh. You’re in 
trouble, Henry.” 

“Anna. Wait. I’m sorry. I can’t believe I said that after 
talking about snide comments just yesterday. I was just 
kidding, messing around, it was stupid and I’ll talk with them. 
I'll straighten it out with the kids.” 

Four weeks of driving the 2,500 miles to Arizona and 
camping with ten kids introduced knotted shoulders and 
strained talk between us. Anna hated to drive. She hinted that I 
should take longer shifts behind the wheel. Sleep didn’t come 
easily and her energy faded along with her patience for loud 
music, strange smells, the endless banter of adolescents. The 
laptop computer blew the van’s electrical system in Arkansas 
and we slept in an RV repair shop. 

I became shorter with her. She saw me roll my eyes when 
she erroneously told a student we were almost there. We 
talked, heatedly yet constructively, for a long while before 
going to sleep that night. We always had serious issues to 
discuss as we crawled into our tent. We only had energy to 
talk about part of one before sleep came. 

I brace for another long talk, maybe some tears. This will 
ruin our schedule. We need to find a campsite soon. I need 
Anna to calm down until we’re alone. 

She shakes my hand off her shoulder and keeps walking. 
Despite an extra four inches of length on my legs, I have to jog 
a few steps to catch her. Whirling around, she glares. 

“I can’t believe you still treat me like that, after all we’ve 
talked about. Why do you do this? You didn’t listen to 
anything I said. You’ve got to be the nice guy, and I’m the 
bitch.” 

Repeatedly, she runs her hands through her short hair. 
With her arms crossed over head, her face reddens. She 
struggles to talk. 

I stand silent. Crying, Anna drops to her knees, then folds 
to a sitting position. With her head bowed and shaking, a 
straight arm in the sand provides her only support. 

“I want to go home on an airplane. I’m too tired of this, I 
don’t care about these kids, I don’t like them. I don’t even 
know if I want to be married to you right now.” 

“Anna.” I stand over her bent figure. My hand feels stiff 
on her head, I pull it back then try her shoulder. She flinches 
between sobs. Her helplessness, her silence, the sense of 
failure and shame she talks about are more than I know what 
to do with. The sand dunes cool in the fading light. 

We're interrupted by panting and the slap of sneakers on 
hard sand. 

Our student, Noah, blurts, “It’s Andy. He blacked out in 
the back of the van. He’s in real pain.” 

Anna is up before me and we’re running. Adrenaline 
pumping, I list emergency procedures in my head. I don’t 
think about Anna. 


Henry Hayward 
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THE TICKETS 


After dinner my father would go to his room, close the door, 
and have a cigarette. He said he’d quit smoking but I could 
smell the tobacco when I walked by. Sometimes that door 
would stay closed until ten o’clock when he’d reappear to 
watch the news and weather. 

My mom would finish the dinner dishes and retire to her 
room, sometimes leaving the door open. She was a small 
woman then. Now she is tiny and frail, smokes three packs of 
Winstons every day and picks at her food. 

I’d go to my room, close the door, put on my headphones 
and listen to the Beatles. It was 1964. 

My father was a master sergeant in the United States Air 
Force and split his time between stateside assignments and 
ones overseas. Two or three years at home were always 
followed by a year in Morocco, Turkey, Japan, someplace like 
that. I don’t know if he had a room with a door overseas. 
Maybe he didn’t need one. 

When he was stationed in Colorado Springs, I asked him 
one chilly fall morning if he could get tickets to Saturday’s 
Air Force Academy - UCLA football game. He was dressed in 
a Class A winter uniform, dark blue wool coat with six silver 
chevrons on the shoulder and multi-colored medals over his 
heart which stood for things like fighting in World War II and 
Korea. I asked him to explain all of them to me but he said, 
“They’re just for doing my job.” 

A job, which my mother never tired of telling me, was 
protecting the country. I think that was supposed to make me 
feel better at little league baseball games when other kids were 
cheered on by their dads while mine was doing important work 
in Turkey. Maybe it made her feel better about it, too. 

“Tt won't be any problem getting into the game,” he said. 
“I know somebody at the Academy.” 

Father always knew somebody who could do him a favor. 
Once, when I was about 10, I asked him for a new baseball. He 
ended up giving me a dozen. “I know somebody in supply,” he 
explained. “Let me know if you need a bat.” He was always 
giving me sporting goods, especially right before he went 
overseas. When he went to Japan, the day he left he gave me a 
catcher’s mitt that cost thirty dollars, a lot of money in 1960. 

By Wednesday he told me the game was on for Saturday. 

I was up and ready hours before we were scheduled to 
leave since I knew that when he said 9:00 a.m. he really meant 
be ready by 8:00. “We’ll avoid traffic,” he said. 

When we left for Falcon Stadium it was clear and cool 
enough to force that team jacket out of summer storage, 
windless and with that first whiff of dying leaves and grass in 
the air that said summer was dead. I had seen the stadium from 
a distance when we drove north on I-25 , the words “Air 
Force” written in white on the empty seats, but today we’d be 
in the stadium. Today I’d see my first college football game. 

Father and I had never been to a game before although 
once, when I was 10, a friend of his had taken me to a Yankee 
game and my mom and I once went to an exhibition football 
game in Omaha when we lived there. Dad had been in 
Morocco at the time. We were hours early but I didn’t care. A 
few cars were taking good parking spaces, and people were 
sitting on canvas folding chairs eating picnic lunches. 

I was not surprised when father drove right up to the side- 
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walk only a 100 feet from the north endzone stands. I figured 
he knew somebody. He reached into his pocket and handed me 
a blue and white ticket, the Air Force team colors. 

“Here you go,” he said, “I'll pick you up after the traffic 
has had time to thin out. Be right here when I come back to 
get you.” 

“Yeah, sure.” I slammed the door hard. As I walked to 
the entrance a man in a plaid sports coat and red polyester 
pants approached me. 

“Got a ticket, kid?” 

“Yeah, I got a ticket.” 

“Let me see it.” 

I held it tight in my hand but showed him. 

“You don’t want this seat,” he said. “It’s way the hell up 
in the second deck. Here, I'll trade you this one, it’s right on 
the 50-yard line.” 

I knew he’d seen my father drive away, knew that I was 
on my own but I handed him my ticket. He handed me his. 

Inside the stadium the usher led me to my seat, 10 rows 
up on the 50-yardline. It was a helluva game. 

Bruce Scott 


GRANDFATHER SPIRIT 


“Each sweat begins with a prayer to Tunkashila, The Great 
Grandfather Spirit, acknowledging the rock nation and the 
trees, water and air,” says Albert White Hat, a Lakota Sioux 
from South Dakota. He taps the dirt floor and raises the sage 
sprigs in his hand over his head and whispers a prayer. He 
points West, North, East and South and then drops the sage 
onto the steaming ashen rocks. “We end each prayer by giving 
thanks to All My Relatives, Mitakuye Oyasin.” The sage’s 
bittersweet aroma settles deep in the back of my mouth. 
Albert’s son-in-law reaches up and draws the many layered 
blankets over the doorway of the sweat lodge. 

In the darkness of the lodge I am alone. Yet Peter, my 
brother-in-law, presses his knee against mine and Wilfred, a 
Lakota Sioux, leans his sticky back against my thigh. I feel 
safe, strong. 

I think of Peter’s words as we drove towards the Rosebud 
reservation. “Edward, now that you’re Blair’s godfather that 
means you're in charge of her spiritual upbringing. What do 
you think about that?” 

My response had been a joke. “Yeah, I’ll show Blair how 
to drink Pabst Blue Ribbon, wear a soul patch and listen to the 
Blues.” Spiritual upbringing? What did that mean? Churches? 
Religion? Going to some sacred building to be judged by 
strange people in a language foreign to me. The term God 
makes me nervous. I have always believed in something or 
someone out there, but when I need advice I call one of my 
sisters or talk with my parents. 

I decide to give thanks for the everyday details of the land 
and sky. I select lines from Maurice Kenny’s poem, They Tell 
Me! Am Lost, “My chant is the wind, my chant is the field that 
turns with the sun.” It feels right to me, a time of celebration. 
When we begin to share prayers, that will be mine. 

The Lakota prayers circle left to right. A round Lakota 
man begins his chant. I look away from him, embarrassed by 
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his convulsing sobs and choking words. Albert responds in a 
low “MMhhn-uhhn” after each phrase. Another Sioux prayer 
resonates in despair. His tears wash away his sweat. Albert’s 
statement rings in my head. “Without the sweat, I would be 
dead. It is where I share and unburden all the anger and 
sadness I live with.” 

I’m next. My heart races as I question the words of my 
prayer. The honesty of the Lakota men as they bare their souls 
to complete strangers pierces me. I repeatedly blow heated air 
against my knees and drag my fingers through my slick hair. I 
forget the Lakota words. I turn to Peter, but his eyes are 
closed. 

“Wakan Tanka,” I mumble, remembering Dances With 
Wolves and its word for Grandfather Spirit. “I want to give 
thanks for the rolling hills beyond the Missouri, the hawks that 
fly above and the prairie grass that rolls underneath.” On I 
struggle, only once asking the Great Spirit to watch over my 
family. My voice trails off into garbled consonants, Mitakuye 
Oyasin long forgotten. 

“I want to pray and give thanks, Tunkashila,” Peter says, 
in a low hush. “I pray that you watch over my wife and 
daughter who are not here with us, but back at home.” Startled, 
I turn and watch Peter give thanks for his family and then my 
own. “I pray that you watch over Blair and Tal who can’t be 
with us this summer. I pray that you give my grandmother the 
power to see clearly in her old age.” Ordinary words that here 
reverberate with rhythm and patience. Peter continues, “I thank 
you for showing me how to slow down in my life and listen to 
the people and the land around me.” Albert assents several 
more times before Peter passes the prayer along, “Mitakuye 
Oyasin.” 

In that moment, I want to grab back the power of 
speaking and shout out prayers. A prayer of comfort to Janet 
who just got divorced, a prayer of guidance for a friend 
struggling with her identity and a prayer of thanks to 
Tunkashila, for Peter. In an ordinary lodge, surrounded by 
people collectively sounding their support without judgment, I 
feel a way to openly converse with the spirit around me. 

Now I can speak out. 

Edward Kloman 


WOWIS 


I don’t know what Hawaiian island she grew up on. I don’t 
know what she does at night for fun, nor am I entirely certain 
what she does at work. I know her father is very sick, but I 
don’t know what he has. I can’t even remember her birthday. 
Yet, Lois is one of the people who knows me best. 

We moved to Seattle, far away from our East Coast 
family, when I was four. ““Wowis” lived upstairs. She was my 
grown-up friend and I visited her once or twice a day. We 
listened to Stevie Wonder and put on make-up: Electric Blue 
eyeshadow, Cherry Red lipstick and Neon Orange nail polish. 
When I left, she gave me all her grocery flyers, SweepStakes 
entries, and glossy catalogues which she swore were addressed 
to me. I kept them in separate piles on a special shelf in my 
room. I got a lot of mail the year we lived downstairs from 
Lois. 


In my teenage years, she became my confidante, the 
recipient of all the tidbits too juicy to tell my mom. At Tai 
Tung’s, home of the largest Chinese menu and the rudest 
Chinese waiters, we ordered Moo Goo Gai Pan and Kung Pao 
Chicken. We mixed mustard and soy sauce into yellow hot 
paste, scorned the forks the waiters condescendingly set down 
next to the chopsticks, and drank our tea without sugar. 

I would recount the story of Missy Kaplan feeling John 
Metcalf’s hard-on while they were making out in the chapel, 
or Amy Bargren asking whether she could get pregnant 
through two pairs of jeans, or Billy Kirchner giving me my 
first kiss underwater in Lake Washington, or Duncan, the 
thirty year old Chef at La Coupole, telling me he loved me. 
She watched me talk, her silver earrings swaying as she leaned 
forward to hear over the clash of plates and teapots. “So, what 
did she do, “Laine?” “And what did he say?” “Do you want 
him to kiss you again, ‘Laine?” “Do you love him, I mean, 
really love him, ‘Laine?” Lois listened to it all. And she 
always paid the bill. 

She has spent nearly every holiday with us for the last 
twenty-four years. On Thanksgiving, she always brings a plate 
of homemade sushi just for me. These days, as I bite into the 
first one I say, “Lois, you have to teach me how to make this. 
You have to come over to my house soon and show me how.” 
What I mean is, “I want to spend more time with you. I want 
to know you better.” 

“Sure, ‘Laine.” She smiles and keeps shuffling dishes. 
Every year, Thanksgiving comes around far too soon. 

Two or three days from now, a funny card will arrive 
addressed in black ink in her stylish hand. Inside, it will have a 
pair of dangly silver earrings and it will read “‘Laine. Happy, 
happy birthday. Wuv, Wo’.” 

Elaine Christensen 


OIL OF OLAY, KEN, 
AND CHERRY POPTARTS 


The line was drawn. It stretched between the twin canopied 
beds, halving the room straight down the center. 

Winny had her side of the room. I had mine. Winny had 
her bed. I had mine. There would be no crossing of the enemy 
line. I was condemned to starve because the door was on her 
side of the room. She was condemned to wear the same outfit 
forever because the clothes closet was on my side. 

Now, I don’t remember why the line was drawn. 
Thousands of drawn lines merge and mingle. I played with her 
Ken doll because Barbie needed a boyfriend. She had eaten the 
last cherry Poptart and left me with the blueberry which I 
hated. I had been told to dry the dishes when it was her tum 
and she knew it. Because she and her friends wanted the room 
to themselves, I would wrap myself around the bedpost until 
they pulled me off and dragged me out of the room. 

Once I lost a handful of hair which dangled from her 
fingers and she lost a layer of skin which lay under my nails. 
She had put the Oil of Olay in the grocery cart. I swore I had. 
“Yes, I did,” she yelled. “No, you didn’t,” I screamed back. 
Someone lunged for the bottle which lay on the kitchen 
counter among the the broccoli, milk and Chad’s Cheerios. 














Someone countered the lunge. Shove turned into hit and hit to 
slug until a force greater than ourselves, Dad, brought the fight 
to an abrupt halt. Sending us off to our halved room with a 
smart smack to the bottom, he pointed out that neither of us 
even had a wrinkle. As we stomped out of the room, he 
mumbled to Mom, “You handle the girls. I don’t understand 
them.” 

When I was twelve, we moved into our new house and 
were given rooms of our own. No need to draw lines, we now 
had walls. The walls could not be crossed, they had to be 
scaled. 

“Winny?” I whispered through the crack in the door. 
“You awake?” 

“No. Go away.” I had tiptoed down the hallway, which 
was both dark and shadow-infested, sliding my hands along 
the wall, just to find my way to her door. 

“Winny, I’m scared. The man who lives under my bed 
just peeped out and winked at me. Can I sleep with you?” 

“No. Go away.” Her voice was flat, unemotional. 

“Please, Win. He’s making squeaky noises too.” 

“I Don’t Care! GO AWAY!” I looked down the hallway. 
Shadows of weird creatures, claws extended, swayed fluidly 
on the walls. The night light from downstairs glowed hellishly 
up through the stairwell. 

“TI give you anything of mine that you want. Please.” 
The room was silent. “Win?” I pleaded. 

“Give me a minute. Geez.” 

I could almost hear her thinking. She could get anything 
from me as long as I was comered. This comer was dark and 
scary and I knew the man under my bed would wiggle his neon 
green tongue at me if I went back. 

“O.K., you can sleep with me if you give me that new 
watch grandma just gave you and you let me wear your new 
shirt anytime I want.” 

Like a puppy begging for a milkbone and receiving a 
good swat on the rear, I was indignant. I took two steps down 
the hall and stopped. Something scampered under the sofa. Did 
the man who lived under my bed vacation under the sofa? Was 
he going to ambush me on my way back to my room? Or was 
this an entirely different man? I weighed the odds of being 
eaten limb by limb against my new watch. I backtracked two 
steps. I didn’t like the watch that much anyway. I already had a 
watch. 

I whispered into the crack of her door. “O.K., I'll give 
you my watch. You can wear my new shirt, too. Just let me 
sleep with you. Deal?” Before I could open the door and step 
from the hall into her room, she said, “I also want the pink 
Barbie outfit with the fur hat, and no hogging the covers. 
Deal?” 

I slipped into bed knowing I would give her my new 
watch and the pink Barbie outfit, but there was no way I would 
let her wear my new shirt...ever. 

“Deal,” I said, turning my back to her. 

Judy Nordstrom 


LIGHTNING BUG 


I thought she was crippled, so I lifted her from her grass, but 
she had better things to do and flew. 
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SPIRITUS 


Aunt Sue was haunting me again and I wrote down the echo I 
could hear. She does this often. Whispers run down my spine 
and I know it’s her and try to listen. 

Sue was sixteen years older than my mother, and more of 
a grandmother to me than anyone. Her two brothers, Bruce and 
Bob, deserve credit for her name. Her given name was Harriet, 
but the boys called her Sue after the cow. 

She had the kind of red hair that necessitated being short. 
Thick, copper-penny, wiry. As a young woman in the 
W.A.C.s, they fed her fried and starchy foods to beef up her 
long and thin body for the typing she did. She traded her food 
with a large southern woman who was on a diet of salad and 
cottage cheese. By the time I knew her, though, I called her my 
“cushy” aunt because she was heavy bosomed and soft and 
enveloped me when I hugged her. Last time I visited her in 
California, she ate a diet of salad and cottage cheese, exercised 
regularly, and had become thin, giving away her “cushy”-sized 
clothes. 

Even my old-poop-of-a-father liked her. During that 
blissful time called adolescence, when the only thing that 
seemed adolescent was the way adults treated you, my Aunt 
Sue talked to me like a human being, and listened. When my 
Mom and I argued loudly and stubbornly about piano lessons 
or curfews, we would finally look at each other and say, “Let’s 
call Susie.” 

“You two are too much alike,” she said, which only made 
me more angry. But she got us laughing at ourselves anyway. 

She made us laugh at the most frustrating things, like 
Tippy my sister’s untrainable show dog. It wasn’t Tippy’s fault 
really, she wasn’t bred for anything but muttdom and this 
made her nervous. And when she got nervous, she peed. Every 
time. And every time my sister would cry and say, “ I will 
never show that dog again.” Sue, though, said Tippy reminded 
her of the guys in the back of her classroom. As my sister 
desperately tried to get Tippy to sit and stay, Susie would 
make a face and say, “huh?” like those guys and everyone but 
my sister giggled to tears. 

I got a letter from her three days before she was killed, 
telling me to give my mother a chance and to relax about life a 
little. She knew about that. At the time, she was separated from 
her second husband and living with their only son, Bruce. Her 
husband, Norm, didn’t want a child because it interfered with 
his golf game. Seriously. Before she died, she was working on 
changing her will so that all of her things would go to Bruce, 
but she didn’t finish it before the drunk driver got to her. 

I cried at the funeral. Not the kind of slow tears that 
shimmy down your face to collect at your chin. I cried one 
five-minute-burst with my Aunt Jan, about whom the only 
thing I knew was that my mom used her biscuit recipe. All I 
remember now are the Birds of Paradise in the front of the 
room and how they grew around her pool. They were long and 
gawky things, like Sue, beautiful, but not very pretty. We had 
a reunion later that summer and sprinkled her ashes into the 
ocean, watching them drift and swirl and finally dissipate. 

Until I was twenty-two, I had refused to be a teacher and 
follow in my parents’ and her footsteps. But, she nudged me to 
teach, to audition for plays when I had no experience. Now, 
she gives me vision to write, and reminds me to listen and 
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laugh. 

I wrote a poem about Sue and that same week-end my 
mom called me. “Renee, I talked to Susie today. All the way 
home from the ocean I talked to her as if she could hear me.” 

And I think she does. 

Renee Gould 


WELL, PHIL, IT’S LIKE THIS 


Statistically my marriage should be dead. Seventy percent of 
parents who lose children divorce. Even if you haven’t lost a 
child, chances are only one in three that your marriage will 
survive. I think that figure is optimistic. Out of my five closest 
friends all are divorced but one. 

Next year Jim and I will celebrate our thirtieth anniver- 
sary (we married young). I have visions of Phil Donahue 
asking us to appear and give the secret to our long and 
successful marriage. What could we say? One friend said it 
was all a matter of luck...either it worked or it didn’t. She’s 
probably right. 

I would probably have to tell Phil why our marriage 
shouldn’t have worked. All the experts say that communica- 
tion is the key to a good marriage. Whoops. At home Jim does 
most of the talking as I listen and nod. In public I do most of 
the talking, and he nods. We don’t regularly air our differences 
but tend to bag them and then dump on each other. Since 
neither one really likes confrontation, we usually fight like a 
couple of bantam lightweights. If he starts getting distant 
(sleeping in the basement is a good sign), I may have to force a 
face-to-face. How stupid is that? But it’s how we do it. 

During all the years that Dee Dee had leukemia, we 


couldn’t talk to each other about our feelings or the way we 
chose to express them. I hated him for awhile when, at the end, 
he couldn’t even be in her hospital room, but I couldn’t tell 
him that. I’m sure he couldn’t understand why I didn’t shed a 
tear at her funeral, but he never asked. Instead we put up a 


mutually agreed upon wall. Rather than separating us though, 
maybe it protected us from each other. 

Certainly our marriage hasn’t succeeded because we share 
many common interests and beliefs. I’d be happy to read at 
least four hours every day. Jim has maybe read two books 
since we’ve been married. Politically we are at opposite ends, 
but we try not to talk about that. He’s tight. I’m a spendthrift. I 
need space — he doesn’t. I have finally convinced him 
traveling can be fun and stimulating, but it’s still not easy to 
get him off the farm for more than two days. He’s a country 
boy and can’t understand why anyone would choose to live in 
a city. I’ve come to appreciate the joys of country life, but 
occasionally I feel suffocated and have to escape. When 
Jennifer asks to go to a concert in Bloomington, we answer in 
unison, “Yes/No.” Although he tries to be broadminded, he’s 
a traditionalist to the bone. His mother never worked, why 
should I? If he has to, he’ll help around the house but not too 
cheerfully. I drool when my sister tells me how Stephen just 
whipped up a gourmet meal after doing the laundry and 
dusting. I love games of all kinds. When Trivial Pursuit comes 
out, he heads for the T.V. to watch All in the Family reruns. 

So what holds this marriage together against such odds? 
Maybe it’s because on the day of my wedding my mother said 
to me, “It’s still not too late to back out, and if it doesn’t work, 
don’t come running home,” and I’m bound to show her. Maybe 
it’s because of all our differences, or despite them, we really 
like each other. I can’t wait to tell him about something funny 
that happened at school, and when I’ve run away for awhile, 
going home to him feels so good. Maybe it’s because he spoils 
me. Even though he thought it was the silliest thing he'd ever 
heard of, he got me the car telephone for our anniversary that 
I’d wanted for so long. Maybe it’s because I’ve opened up his 
life a little bit. Although he hates to admit it at the coffee shop, 
he loves the theater and listens to classical music in the tractor. 
Maybe it’s just luck. 

Ruby Moon 


























CONFESSION 


The train emerged from the Loop, roared through tenements, 
screeched around corners, lurched in and out of concrete stops. 
The sounds were rhythmic, but the motion was not, and I 
strained to keep both buttocks on the seat as we veered and 
swerved. The silence between buildings was like a regular 
pounding. 

Occasionally, I glanced up from my book to get my 
bearings. Nothing looked familiar. Then again, everything 
looks the same from the window of an El. The sun went down. 
Lake Michigan flashed on the left side of the train, blue, then 
brown cement, then blue again. I looked back at my book. 
Then my shoulders tightened. 

The lake should be on the right. I scanned the train. I felt 
small inside my white skin. Heat raced through me and the soft 
part behind my jaw pulsed faster and faster. A monolithic 
housing complex swept by, the smoke stains of the burned out 
rooms flared at me. I unzipped my backpack which rested 
between my feet, eased the book in and grasped my keys. I slid 
one between each finger. My hand, now a makeshift weapon, 
crept into my coat pocket. 

Goddammit, Elaine! My shoulders dropped slowly, and 
the hidden hand unclenched a bit. 

I pulled my bag up onto my lap as the train shuddered 
into the next stop. The door sighed open. Stepping onto the 
platform, I deliberately met the eyes of the young man near the 
door and smiled. Hidden in my pocket, my fingers tightened 
instinctively around the keys. 

Elaine Christensen 


GO FISH 


“Got a queen of hearts?” I asked, struggling to hold the cards 
in my mittened hand. 
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“Go fish,” my brother Eric said as cars and trucks 
whizzed by us at illegal speeds heading for the winter heat of 
Florida. An hour earlier, the boat we were towing blew a tire. 
We had no spare. While Mom and Dad searched for a boat 
shop, Eric and I stayed behind on I-95. Bored, we yanked the 
tarp off and hoisted ourselves on board to play cards. 

Eric pulled a fishing rod from its rack and pretended to 
cast the line out into the sea of traffic. He let it float awhile. An 
eighteen-wheeler sped past. The imaginary line strained. Eric 
leaned back and began to reel in vigorously. 

“Tt’s a big one!” he yelled over the passing traffic. A 
carload of college students went by and honked. 

Putting the rod back in its bracket, Eric said, “Saw Sarah 
at the party last night. She looked great. Got a four of spades?” 

“Go fish. How’s she doing?” 

“She just finished her MBA and moved back to Raleigh. 
Hey, Jude.” I looked up. Eric’s face, usually folded in a smile, 
was smooth and serious. “I told her I loved her. I told her I 
wanted her to marry me and have my kids. I told her I was 
sorry for the way I treated her in high school.” The tightness 
around his eyes told me how hard this had been. 

Handsome, athletic, and cocky, Eric signed up for the all- 
girl chorus in high school. Most of his basketball and football 
team joined also. He planned to go to college, major in 
business, and take over the family company. Sarah adored him. 
He brought her tulips he picked on his way to school and held 
her hand in front of his friends. He also left her at parties and 
lost his virginity with her close friend. 

His senior year, Eric received the lead role in every play. 
Acting became his passion. He attended a conservatory for a 
year and dropped out, broke up with Sarah, went to New York 
City for two years and then to Los Angeles. In L.A., he parked 
cars, waited tables, ate Saltines for dinner, and auditioned. 

One night at two o’clock in the moming, the phone rang 
in my Colorado apartment. “Jude?” Eric said in a quiet, raspy 
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voice. 

“Eric? That you?” I heard his crying. “What’s wrong? 
You okay?” 

“I can’t take this anymore, Jude. It’s too hard. It hurts too 
much. I’m twenty-six and I’ve done nothing with my life. I 
don’t know what to do. I just don’t know what to do.” Another 
choice part had been given to someone else. He had gotten 
into his car, put his forehead against the steering wheel, and 
cried for two hours. He was my baby brother. I wanted to put 
my arms around him, rock him, smooth his hair with my hand, 
and say it was going to be okay. Three thousand miles away, 
he was only a voice in my ear. 

A Mack truck went by and honked, distracting us from 
our game of Go Fish. The first person to get twenty-five 
trucks to honk got the only soda in the cooler. “What’d Sarah 
say when you told her all this?” 

“She started to cry. I don’t think she knew what to say.” 

“Do you blame her? You used to come home from New 
York and L.A. for the holidays and blow her off. She used to 
watch you at parties with your new girlfriends. Once she 
asked me to walk over with her to talk to you. She called the 
next day to apologize. Don’t you think she’s wondering where 
all this was coming from?” 

“I know. I know. But she’s always been there in the back 
of my mind. Always. I didn’t forget her. I just wasn’t ready to 
settle down.” 

“And you are now? You wait tables, Eric. She’s got an 
MBA and a new job.” I wanted to be gentle, and I wanted to 
shake him. “You know, Eric, a girl is only going to take so 
much and wait so long. Sarah’s not going to be around 
forever. Someone else is going to come along if you don’t 
take some action.” 

“I know. I know. I asked her to wait for me,” he said. “I 
really think this is going to be my lucky year.” He lifted his 
arm and jerked it down three times. The Mack going by 
honked. “That’s two.” 

On I-95, another Mack rushed by and caught the joker 
card up in its backdraft. Out of my reach, it swirled up and 
over, into the stream of traffic and dropped. 

Judy Nordstrom 





THE FOX WOMAN 


Susan and I were hired for the same job. An experienced and 
dynamic teacher, she was hired first. Because I convinced the 
superintendent that I knew something of the teaching and 
lifestyle issues in rural Alaska, he eventually found room for 
me, too. In the early weeks, she occasionally let me in on some 
hands-on activity for class. And from time to time, I taught her 
how different kinds of fishing vessels operated, or showed her 
ways to clean and cook crab and salmon. We socialized often, 
and we promised to collaborate more in the classroom as soon 
as things settled down. 

By October, my two roommates and I became regular 
fixtures at Susan’s dinner table. One evening the sun was out, 
and we talked and drank wine while we cooked. 

“You know, Susan, you don’t have to actually boil these 
things.” I got up, filled another glass with wine to wash down 
the dry crabmeat, and walked over to the stove to help her 





steam the next batch of legs. We talked about different ways of 
preparing game and fish. 

“We had a lot of venison back in Door County. My dad 
and I used to hunt on the orchard all the time. His buddies used 
to tease him because I was a better shot with the 30-30 than he 
was. He took it pretty well.” The wine and the sunshine seemed 
to thin the air. Susan often steered the conversation through 
family memories, which, like rising air, lifted her to some 
tenuous emotional height. 

“Hey Susan, how come you call where you’re from Door 
County?” I noticed her gaze getting distant. Her face was lit by 
the early evening light that filled the glass door behind the 
table. 

“It’s this incredibly beautiful place in Northern Wiscon- 
sin, right on the peninsula between the bay and the lake. People 
from all over the Midwest come up there to vacation. The 
whole county’s filled with resorts.” 

Jeff seemed to notice that she hadn’t answered my 
question. “They gotta use county names ‘cause us Chicaga 
guys gets lost if they don’t give us big hints where tings is.” 

Something outside caught my eye. “Hey, check it out.” 
We crowded around the glass door and watched a young fox 
wander down the hillside through the drying fall grass and 
scattered lupine. 

“Get dat 30-30.” Jeff’s joke went unacknowledged. 

“Couldn’t be older than a year or two, you think?” Tim 
spoke softly, to no one in particular. 

After four or five slow steps down the hillside, she turned 
to her left, lighting the entire length of her body in the sun. Her 
coat was brownish orange and her white-tipped, bushy tail 
arced behind her. She kept her face tumed toward us. Her 
green eyes flashed among the dark recesses of her muzzle and 
ears. 

“I wonder if she sees us?” I whispered. “She probably 
smells the fish we cleaned last night.” A few more steps and 
then she sat, perfectly still, and stared in our direction. Susan 
had slipped upstairs. I heard her shuffling through her drawers, 
and I wished I had my own camera. The young fox looked 
almost exactly like one I had taken a picture of in field camp 
summers before. The framed picture sat by my desk at office 
jobs and during stints at school. Its wild green eyes still 
arrested me. 

I thought about an old Aleut story about the fox woman, 
whose desire for sea mammal blubber led her out of the human 
community to live with the fox people. The woman’s father 
later paused to feed a fox some sea lion intestine. She followed 
him to his house, wanted to enter, but was too timid. I stared 
dreamily at the eyes of this young fox, motionless, frozen in 
the sun. 

The window upstairs grated against its frame. The next 
sound was a sharp crack, but it left a booming echo in the 
house, as if Susan had hit the window frame with a sledgeham- 
mer. The fox never flinched. It was almost a back flip; her hind 
legs made an arc through the air where her head had been and 
she lay on her side, as still as she had been a second before. 

“Oh my God!” The second blast was my own voice, as 
much of a surprise to me as the shot. I felt the terror first in the 
backs of my legs, as if running away from the scene might 
have changed things. Then it moved to my stomach and head. I 
was dizzy. No one spoke. 




































The window closed. Susan came down the stairs two at a 
time until our eyes met. My face caused her to slow and look 
away. At the bottom of the stairs she burst into tears. It wasn’t 
until I saw her cry that I began to recognize anger in the heat 
of my face. 

“Perfect shot.” There was a hint of laughter in Jeff’s 
words which resonated among Susan’s sobs and broken 
apologies. She walked past me into his open arms, still 
avoiding my glance. 

“I'm sorry Susan. . .. I saw some kids playing in the 
neighborhood earlier.” I struggled to extend my lie, feeling 
somehow responsible for her embarrassment. I could think of 
nothing else. 

“Shit, I never thought of that.” She wiped her eyes. “My 
dad used to shoot foxes on our orchard. . . . Jesus, what a 
stupid thing to do.” 

As I remember it now, I wish that I could have let the 
tension linger. I imagine that moment of anguish as somehow 
counting for something, maybe some meager consolation for 
the animal’s death. But I hated to see her cry. I go back to the 
tale of the fox woman sometimes, and it’s no longer such a 
simple story. When I imagine the woman’s father sensing her 
humanity in the fox, when I think about her leaving the 
comfort of human society, I see the green eyes of a real fox, 
the beautiful nostalgia of a real woman, a friend. 

Tom McKenna 





THE STAND-UP ROUTINE 


I’ve decided “FLASH ME... FLASH ME...” is tattooed on 
my forehead, pulsating like a giant neon sign on a cheap motel. 
I have been flashed thirty-nine times over my thirty years. I 
counted when a friend looked at me with an open jaw and 
asked, “How many times has this happened to you?” 

The tales have become a favorite party routine. “Have 
Julie tell about the time in France.” I recount my story with an 
emotionless shotgun delivery. I start with a few quickies... 
the guy in the sleek Corvette on Interstate 8 . . . the man on the 
train from Monaco to Nice . . . the guy who pulled up 
alongside me while I ran in my neighborhood. 

Once I’ve warmed them up with these tidbits, I move on 
to the biggies. “Want to hear about the time I was flashed three 
times within a twenty-four hour period in Fiji?” I’ve never had 
anyone say no. After many retellings, I know which key lines 
get the best audience reaction. “This enormous Fijian backed 
me into the comer of a women’s restroom, his hand moving 
thythmically under the towel he wore around his waist, and 
said, “Wanna use my soap?’” My friends laugh, and I keep 
going. “I looked over at the side of the trail and this guy who 
had been on his bike two seconds earlier now sported his pants 
around his ankles and a huge erection. He politely said, 
‘Excuse me ma’am, wanna fuck?’” 

My stories used to seem funnier to me. I learned to laugh 
at what I didn’t understand so I wouldn’t cry. That was before 
the last time. When I tell that story, people's reactions change. 
Last winter my high school track coach became number thirty- 
nine. 

I had trusted this man who coached me to the State Meet 
four years in a row. I believed him when he said I could win 
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even though I doubted myself. He was dedicated and taught 
the team if we worked hard we could reach our goals. I 
thought nothing of picking him up at the house of a friend he 
was visiting in San Francisco to take him to the airport. 

When I arrived, he opened the door to the apartment, 
welcomed me, and showed me around the place. He needed to 
shower and said he would be right down. 

Minutes later, I looked up from my magazine to see him 
standing naked before me. 

“Will you watch me masturbate?” 

“No!” 

Mr. Raymond turned to leave, then paused. “Are you 
sure?” 

I could not believe this was happening. I said nothing. 

Why me? Why had he put me in this position? Maybe it 
was my fault. I should have seen it coming. He had been too 
insistent that I look at the picture on the wall and had stood too 
close. The Playboy I glimpsed on the bathroom counter now 
belonged to him and not to his friend. 

I tried to rationalize. He was only eight years older. He 
was no longer my coach. The truth is age had nothing to do 
with it. He broke the bond between teacher and student. 

I’ve quit telling people how I stayed in the house after he 
sheepishly walked back up the steps, how I listened as he 
chastised himself, “Oh God, what have I done? Shit, how 
stupid,” how he came downstairs and said, “You can hit me if 
you want,” and how I drove him to the airport. No one 
understands. Before he left, he said, “Some things can’t be 
explained.” 

He was right. 

Julie Nelson 





DEB 


“Look, I know you're Mike’s new boy. I’ve been working here 
for three years and I know my job,” said Deb, a short woman, 
slightly broader at the hips than shoulders. She pressed her 
time card against my shirt. “All I want is to punch the clock, 
complete my work and punch out. So, don’t come in here and 
give me any of your big college ideas. Work is the same, 
college or no college.” Deb swung the card away and dropped 
it into the time clock. It punched 6:57 a.m. in light blue ink. 
She looked closely at the numbers. Satisfied, she slid the card 
into the slot under her name. Close-cropped black hair, a long- 
sleeved thermal shirt, and pressed brown khakis marched 
around the corner to the finish shop. Deb worked for me. 

That first week I watched Deb and leamed how to finish 
rowing shells. I arrived pristine and eager. Deb stood off to the 
side with narrowed eyes, smoking a cigarette. It was eight 
hours of wet-sanding sixty-foot shells, polishing the hulls with 
a thirty-five pound buffer, and fitting all the rowing hardware. 
Afterwards, Deb put away the two buffers, hung up the aprons, 
and swept the floor. At the 3:30 buzzer I collapsed to the floor 
with my sweat-soaked head buried between aching shoulders 
and dusty knees. An hour of scheduling work still lay ahead of 
me. My eyes burned as Deb walked by, her shoes freshly 
wiped and pants still creased. 

Later that spring, I asked for volunteers to work overtime 
to fit out boats for the Olympic Festival. None. “Look Ed, if 
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you want me to work, you tell me. Don’t ask, because I’ve got 
a life outside of here and this is just for money,” said Deb 
tugging at the sleeves of her black sweatshirt. 

“Hey Deb, these boats are going to be rowed by the best 
rowers in the U.S. We have to get them done,” I said, 
wondering what was with these people. 

“Look college boy, you’re the one on salary, the one who 
is owned by Mike Vespoli, and the problem is yours. I did my 
eight hours, so if you want me to stay, you better tell me or I’m 
gone.” Deb stared at me. 

“Let’s go,” I replied and kicked the door open. We 
attached nuts and rigger bolts, tracks and sliding seats, fins and 
rudders under the hum of the incandescent lights. We worked 
past the 4:30 buzzer. Deb screwed down the last bow ball and 
said, “Okay Ed, you can finish the rest. I’m going to The Dive 
for a beer. See you tomorrow.” With an air hose she blew dust 
off herself and punched out. As I wrapped the boats in plastic I 
tried to fathom her life, living from paycheck to paycheck, 
beer to beer. 

The following spring, I joined Deb in the spray booth, an 
eighty-foot steel box where we painted the shells. I picked up a 
can of Naptha Thinner, a cloth rag, a tube of green Bondo, and 
an inch-wide spreader. I sat down on a rolling seat alongside of 
the shell opposite to Deb. The Naptha glistened on the gray 
primed hull, revealing clusters of pinholes which I filled. 

“Deb, these pinholes in the paint are a killer. They double 
the amount of time you guys work on a boat. What do you 
think the problem is?” 

I laid the cloth on my knee and looked over the shell at 
Deb, lightly dusted in green. 

She leaned forward and whispered, “Hell Ed, you know 
the problem. Bruce and Jim don’t take their time when they go 
over the hull the first time. The sons of bitches are sloppy. I try 
to show them, you know, without getting in their faces, but I’m 
just a woman and not their boss.” 

“What if I told them you were their boss, put you in 
charge of the paint shop and hired someone to work for you in 
the finish shop?” Her eyebrows closed into straight lines and 
she looked down. The Naptha sloshed into her rag and slapped 
against the hull. I returned to my side to keep up with her 
steady movements. 

“Look, I don’t want to be like you. I don’t want to be 
owned by anyone, be responsible for anyone but myself. Shit. 
What if there’s a problem and you’re not here? I got to listen 
to Mike’s crap. No way. Besides they’d never listen to me.” 
She stood and walked down to the bow. 

“Deb, the boats are taking too long in prep and painting. 
Mike wants the paint shop people to work faster. Throwing 
more people at the problem is not the solution. You are. You 
know the most of anyone here. I can’t be in all places, so I’m 
telling you to do this. Look, I’ll talk to Jim and Bruce and tell 
them you’re the boss. Hell, I’ll announce your promotion to 
the whole shop if you want. Oh yeah, there’s also more money 
in it for you.” I felt my hands start to shake out of frustration 
with Deb’s stubbornness. “Whether you realize it or not, 
you're practically doing the job already.” 

“You don’t get it. I don’t need your money. I don’t want 
to be here ‘til six o’clock every night. Since you're telling me 
to do it, fine, I’ll do it, but shit if I’ll take the fall for these 
guys’ mistakes. When there’s a problem I’m comin’ to you. It 


will be your decision, not mine. You deal with Mike.” She 
turned her back to me. 

“Fine, I’ll deal with Mike,” I said and walked out of the 
booth to tell Bruce and Jim the new plan. 

The next summer I called Deb into the shop office. “Look 
Deb, I’ve decided to leave Vespoli and teach. I wanted to tell 
you before Mike made the announcement.” 

“That’s great, Ed. You go do what you gotta do. I’m 
happy for you, finally getting out of this place and all.” Deb 
smiled, grabbed and shook my hand. 

“I don’t know who Mike plans to hire, but I told him I 
wanted to help find someone. The shop has come a long way, 
and hopefully we can find somebody who will fit in,” I said. 

“You tell Mike Ill do it. Wipe that surprise off your face. 
Go on, get me a job.” 

Edward Kloman 





THE SHIRT 


Rob’s shirt sat beside me. I had picked it out for him: soft, 
gray- and green-flecked cotton flannel. The memories 
unpeeled. 

“I really care about you, but I’m not in love with you,” 
Rob said when we got back to my apartment. After a year, that 
was it, just a few frustrated evenings trying to tie things up 
neatly, giving back shirts and books and pictures. 

I saw him by accident at a Christmas party. He brought 
his new red-haired girlfriend, younger and quieter than any of 
us expected. I didn’t speak to him much even though I wanted 
to shake the answers out of him until he, too, fell wet and 
exhausted into bed. Later he told my best friend Megan that I 
seemed afraid of him. 

“That arrogant bastard! I can’t believe he said that. I can’t 
believe he said that to you, like you wouldn’t tell me. You 
know, he never came up to me either.” I almost called him, but 
slid the phone back in its cradle. Talking with him only made 
things more convoluted, added another knot to the rope that 
hanged us. 

The next time I saw him, we were both in a friend’s 
wedding. He was a groomsman, and I sang sappy Christian 
love songs during the confusion of walking down the aisle. I 
walked right up to him at the rehearsal dinner, determined. 

“Hey, Rob, how are you? How is hall directing? Do you 
like your grad classes?” He answered my barrage of questions 
with hesitation and surprise, nervously looking around. No one 
rescued him. No one wanted to come close to two ex-lovers. 
After ten minutes I let him go, wondering what he c:suld say 
this time. He avoided me the rest of the weekend. 

Last summer, Megan ran into Rob at a concert. She called 
me when she got back Sunday night. “Guess who’s married?” 
The news thudded in my stomach like Chinese food, heavy 
and indigestible at first. Rob and I still knew all the same 
people, the ones who were our best friends in college. I saw 
several of them throughout the summer at weddings and 
barbecues. No one bothered to tell me. 

“How could he be married?” I thought. “How could he 
possibly be stable enough to be married? That poor girl.” That 
night I drenched my pillow and tried not to wake my room- 
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mate in the bunk above me. 
Now, I try to replace the black electrical tape covering up 

that year of my life, smoothing it, pressing it down. I finish 

what I can of my cereal and leave the cafeteria, hoping I didn’t 

offend my new acquaintance. He can’t help wearing Rob’s 

shirt. 

EY. Eliot 





TIME ZONES 


“So what takes you to San Francisco?” Brad’s Volkswagen is 
small, but the security of a destination outweighs the cramps in 
my legs. I hope I can eat dinner with David tonight. He’ll be 
surprised I actually hitched from the East Coast. 

“Well, I work a loose job and I wanted to see some of the 
country.” I try to say as little as possible, in a friendly way, 
until I figure out who I’m riding with. 

Lake Tahoe is blocked from view by gray snowbanks. I 
want to sleep in the same place for a few nights in a row. Last 
night was an underpass outside Salt Lake. The Beetle chugs 
along in the right-hand lane. Brad is in no hurry, and he’s the 
most relaxing ride I’ve had in a while. I don’t feel for my 
three-inch jackknife, the weapon in my pocket. A bad joke 
would be better protection. 

“So what do you know of the Bay Area? What have you 
heard about it that interests you?” Questions are a change. 
Most rides just want someone to listen to their problems. 

“Well, I’ve heard how exciting and progressive this area 
is. I want to check it out, get a different perspective from the 
East.” 

Brad asks about my family, work, and travel plans. He 
knows San Francisco intimately, and he can start me toward 
my friend in Palo Alto. “I understand Californians are different 
from Easterners. It seems that lifestyles here are less tradi- 
tional. What have you heard about our gay community? Will 
the openness be a shock for you?” 

“I don’t think so. I work with all sorts of people, and my 
cousin just told his family he’s gay. I’m pretty tolerant of 
differences.” 

“Did you guess I’m gay?” I stare at the dashboard. I 
hadn’t. Slowly, I exhale. With his shirt off in the heat, I feel 
threatened only for a moment. He smiles and holds his eyes on 
me. Moisture returns to my mouth. 

“No. No idea. What’s it like? Being gay—I mean here in 
San Francisco?” 

Brad’s tone smooths my awkwardness. “I try to stay out 
of the bars. One of my friends calls them ‘merry-go-rounds.’ I 
like to dance, but it’s impossible to hear anyone there. Body 
language can be fun, but Id rather talk quietly over a glass of 
wine. Plus my training routine—two workouts a day—clashes 
with the late nights. What I’d really like is to find other gay 
triathletes who want to form a competitive team.” His hand 
clenches when he mentions team. “It would be inspiring to 
share a house. We’d cook and eat, stretch, and crank out miles 
together running, swimming, and bicycling.” Brad pauses, 
breathing harder. His eyes narrow, I wait for more. 

“The worst part of living here in San Francisco is most of 
us are cut off from our families. I’m not from California, and 
most guys I know don’t want to deal with the shock their 
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homosexuality would cause in their family if they came out. 
Lots of cutting ties, lots of ‘don’t come homes.’ I told my 
family I was gay two years ago. I did it through a letter and 
haven’t gone home since. My dad called and said he could 
accept me as I am, but my mother said nothing. That hurt.” 

“How many relationships—boyfriends, lovers—have you 
had? What do you do? Where do you go with them if you 
don’t like bars?” I try to squelch the memory of a roadside rest 
area near my hometown where seamy stories circulate about 
gay men. 

Brad sighs. “How would you answer those questions? 
Boyfriends? Too many and not enough.” He grins and teases. 
“How many lovers have you had? What did you do for fun?” I 
nod. His point is clear. 

“Do you get harassed by anyone? When did you know 
you were gay?” 

Brad lingers over his answers, responding thoughtfully. 
He talks about family expectations for a big wedding, few but 
close friends, the lack of role models, and a miserable senior 
prom. I see Brad in my high school, walking the hallways 
alone. I snicker, whisper, swing wide to avoid him. 

The conversation slows. We talk about training and 
conditioning, hiking and climbing. We list five wilderness trips 
we’d both like to do. 

Brad asks, “Did you bring much camping gear or a tent?” 

“Sure.” I am preoccupied with my feet. Brad knows this 
look. 

“Hey, I don’t chase anybody who isn’t interested. That’s 
not to say I’m not, but I’ve learned both people must be 
willing.” I believe Brad but can’t leave the locker-lined 
linoleum hall. 

“Do you want to have dinner with me in the city? Are you 
ready for a first-hand look at the gay world? I could get you to 
a bus after.” 

“That'd be great.” On the crowded sidewalk of Castrow 
Street, Brad watches me stare at wild kisses, tight clothes, and 
exposed skin. I’m grateful for his guidance. I flush with the 
burden of staring men and look down to follow the waiter’s 
shoes. I clutch the menu. In their eyes Brad is my lover. He 
sees me squirm. The corner of his eyes crease. He offers a soft 
shrug of his shoulders. 

We talk of our plans for the next few days. I am suddenly 
exhausted and ask for a ride to the bus station. Driving away, 
Brad grins but doesn’t wave. 

Peter Southworth 





UNCLE TOM’S BLABBIN’ 


Dear Paul, 

You won’t be able to read or understand this letter for a 
few years. Nevertheless, I want to tell you I’m excited to be 
your friend. Technically I’m your uncle, but we should be 
buddies first. Tell me the stuff you can’t tell your parents. I 
won't tell them. At times I’ll need you to listen, and I hope you 
can keep my secrets safe. 

I’m happy you resemble me. When your dad first laid 
eyes on you, he said, “He looks like Tom!” Maybe you'll be 
like me in other ways—having an oddball sense of humor, 
enjoying sports, valuing your family. I wouldn’t be surprised, 
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because your dad is the same way. Try to pick up the neat stuff 
about our family, but remember always to be yourself. Already 
you are an original. 

I don’t know how much Ill get to see you, Paul. I live 
nearby, but your mom and dad value privacy. I respect the way 
they’re raising you. They want to make extended family 
important for you, but on their terms. I wish you and your 
folks would come to my place once in a while, and that they 
could find time for me on their social calendar. I get tired 
playing by their rules, but I put up with them. 

What has your dad told you about me? He and I shared a 
bedroom for sixteen years, so nobody knows me like he does. 
He knows how stubborn and competitive and fierce I am. He 
taught me those things. Once when Uncle Jim had pestered 
your dad past his limit, he threw a Master Lock as hard as he 
could at Jim’s head. Your dad was a pitcher in Little League. It 
was only by luck and quick reflexes that no blood was shed. 
Your dad and I used to spar all the time—water fights, 
wrestling matches, boxing, one-on-one hoops. I could never 
beat your dad, and my temper would always detonate. Our 
battles became brawls and only ended with my tears. As I look 
back now, those days seem like a sitcom rerun. When I was 
twenty I finally forgave him. Then we stopped competing and 
became friends. I was best man at your parents’ wedding. 

Recalling your dad’s childhood, I don’t understand how 
he has become placid in marriage. I see how he loves your 
mom, but where has his spunk gone? Sometimes he rolls his 
eyes or shrugs his shoulders to mock your mom. He used to 
argue when he was told to do something. I wish he’d take 
charge the way he did when we were bored on summer 
afternoons. 

Your mom’s ways are different from what I’m used to. It 
bothers me the way she tries to control the messy things in life. 
She snaps commands at your dad. If he tells her to take it easy, 
it only gets worse. When Grandma, my mother, suggested to 
your mom that she find more time for our family, she gave 
Grandma the silent treatment and held a grudge. She treats her 
own mother the same way. When I wanted to go to church 
from your house on Christmas Eve, she got angry at me. Your 
mom seemed to think that since I was her houseguest, I had to 
do what she expected. 

Your mom tries to make sure nothing bad will happen to 
you. She guards your stumbling baby steps, but she won’t 
always be there to catch you. I’m afraid she’ll be overprotec- 
tive, reluctant to let you make mistakes or get pushed around 
or lost. When I got lost riding my bike back from Thompson’s 
Falls Park, I learned to pay attention to where I’m going. By 
the time I got home two hours late, my stomach was queasy 
and my hands felt weak putting on the brakes. I remember the 
anger and the relief in my mother’s eyes. Your parents know 
things can go wrong with kids. Your mom’s brother is 
mentally retarded, and your dad’s sister died from leukemia. 
Don’t resent your mom’s efforts to protect you. I don’t think 
she can help the way she tries to avoid risks. 

Because of the loyalty which runs strong in both sides of 
your family, you might feel like I’m insulting your parents. 
When we were kids, your dad could call me horrible names, 
but if an outsider wanted to insult me, he had to be willing to 
fight my big brother. Once he made Bob Stafford cry for 
calling me a sissy. I know your mom and dad well enough to 


be upset by things they do. But if anybody says they aren’t the 
best parents a kid could have, then that louse will have to deal 
with me. I only want to help you to see what I see. It’s not my 
place to tell you what to do or think. 

Take it easy there, pal. Keep your eye on the ball. If you 
do strike out once in a while, keep your head up. Like Yogi 
Berra says, “Ninety percent of hitting is half mental.” The 
other ten percent must come from the genes. 

Your pal, Uncle Tom 
Tom Webster 





MORE OF THE SAME 


Five years passed, twenty-four hours to catch up. I looked at 
you standing across the street, camouflaged as yourself, 
dressed as I remembered in a red wool jacket, flannel shirt, 
blue jeans, and running shoes. But you hid behind dark 
glasses. 

I gave you a hug filled with uncertainty. You kissed me, 
first on the forehead, then held me at arm’s length. I felt glad 
when you removed your glasses, because I wanted to look into 
your brown eyes, to understand this moment. “I can’t believe 
that I’m seeing you again,” you said. “You haven’t changed a 
bit, still just as beautiful.” Your hands reached to touch my 
face while your photographer’s eyes, which rarely missed the 
world around you, focused on mine. “Let’s get out of here and 
go for a ride.” 

We traveled to a wildlife refuge in the Delmar Peninsula 
to watch the wintering waterfowl. Snow geese, trumpeter 
swans, ducks, and herons rose out of pools and grasses. As we 
walked in the refuge, our arms encircled each other’s back. At 
our last stop, we braced ourselves against a strong wind. A 
flock of black ducks and Canada geese settled in a pond. Your 
arms pulled me close to watch what looked like one goose 
flying out of the sunset. As it turned to descend, it showed us 
the fan of a large V of snow geese. The water before us filled 
with white feathers. We heard an orchestra of honks. “That 
was worth the price of admission,” I whispered in your ear. 
You smiled and kissed me on the temple. We left the refuge. 

“Hey, George. Let’s go to Assateague. Ever since I read 
Misty of Chincoteague, I’ve always wanted to see the ponies.” 

“It’s a long drive, clear to the end of Maryland.” You 
pulled out the Rand McNally and tumed on the overhead light. 
“Okay, I’m game. Let’s stop in Ocean City and eat seafood. 
That’s one thing I miss about living in the West.” 


I thought back on our time together in Yellowstone. You 
used to love to track grizzly bears. Whenever a call went out, 
you asked to respond, leaving most of the rangers to cope with 
the traffic jam. You preferred wild creatures to humans. I felt 
the same until the day tourists parked their cars along an 
intersection near Yellowstone Lake in hopes of catching sight 
of the grizzly. 

We comered her between us and the tourists. She turned 
and began to rock back and forth. “Back away from her,” you 
whispered. “Slowly now. How are you at climbing trees?” 

“T guess I’m okay, if I have to be,” I said, but wondered if 
I would really be able to climb trees without branches. I looked 
around at the straight tall trunks of the lodgepole pine forest, 

















but remained silent and obeyed your order. She calmed down 
with more space, and you called the rangers on the road to 
break up the traffic. She escaped. 

One day, we hiked in Hayden Valley. The sun was high 
and the lupines and fireweed jumped out of the green and 
yellow grasses of late July. You carried your camera gear, and 
I, extra clothes and food. We spent the day walking through 
pines and meadows. As we topped a hill, we looked down on a 
herd of bison blocking our passage. It was twilight. 

You stripped off your shirt. “Yaw, yaw,” you yelled and 
charged a few cows grazing near us. You swung it around your 
head and started a stampede. Like a scene out of A. B. 
Guthrie’s The Way West, dust billowed in great clouds while 
the drumming of hooves spread fear through the half-ton 
creatures. Bulls, cows, and calves scattered. You grabbed my 
hand. “Come on. We have to go now. Yaw, yaw.” It was our 
turn to run. 


The next moming we rose early and took the dogs for a 
long walk on the beach in Ocean City. It was cool and misty. 
We held hands, watched the surf crash, and picked up 
remnants of shells. You remembered childhood summers filled 
with crabbing and sailing. Later that morning, we headed for 
the Virginia border. The ponies were disappointingly tame. We 
walked along the Assateague beaches in the sunshine and stiff 
breeze. “This place is magical,” I said as I held you tightly. 
“Do we really have to leave?” But we got in your truck and 
headed back to my car waiting for me in another state. 

We arrived at Mr. Z’s Pizza. The parking lot was almost 
empty. I wondered how long we could draw out the departure. 
We hugged. I got in my car. You knelt on the pavement next to 
the open door, looked into my eyes, and tenderly touched my 
face. “I need to go,” I said. 

“Yes. I feel like crying. Will you write me?” 

I looked into your eyes, and your hand reached for mine. 
Despite our affection for each other, we knew that a twenty- 
eight-hundred-mile commute was not reasonable. Five years 
ago I was willing to move West, but you feared the unknown. 
Your ex-wife had left you a note on the kitchen table. “I’ve 
decided that I don’t love you anymore.” You feared yourself. 
That ambivalence drove a wedge, like the Great Plains, 
between us. 

“Yes,” I said, and gave you another kiss, short, but full of 
the affection of the moment. I shut the door and drove off. 
That night I wrote you and told you how I felt. Understanding 
the lag time of your cross-country trip, I wrote a few more 
letters filled with my thoughts and feelings. When I finally 
reached you on the phone, we talked for an hour. Six months 
have passed since you asked me to write. But you have never 
called or answered a single letter. 

Melanie Robinson 





EVERY FIGHT 


“It’s one on one, they’re evenly matched, and this is what they 
train for.” Heavyweight boxing only sickened me until my 
husband explained it this way. 

Ringside seats of televised matches showed small dark 
men with slicked hair and gold jewelry. Their sideburns were 
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long, and their women tall. Repulsed and attracted, I stayed in 
the room longer and longer with every fight. 

The last fight I watched was George Foreman and a 
fighter whose name I can’t remember. Jockeys of the ring, they 
were identified by their brilliant satins, loosely gathered and 
almost to the knee. Waistbands, three inches wide and padded 
like the bias edge of a quilt, ringed their midsections halfway 
between nipple and navel. 

While the announcer boomed unintelligibly into a 
lowered mike, George danced and jabbed at the air, tassled 
boots moving in a shuffling cadence. His back muscles jiggled 
under a layer of fat. From the other comer, his opponent 
danced his own slugging two-step. 

The fighters moved back, and a tall woman in four-inch 
slingbacks and a French-cut bathing suit paced the interior of 
the ropes, clutching a large placard in her enameled fingertips. 
In the audience, amongst diamond pinkie rings and fur coats 
slung over chair backs, Don King’s hair rose like Medusa’s, 
his mouth curved into a slight smile. 

The bell rang, and my heart pounded as if I were in 
danger. Adrenalin energized me like it did when I was a kid 
and watched a schoolyard fight from the safety of the mob. 

The men threw punches, and when one of George’s 
connected against a face or an arm or a chest, I urged him on. 
He was a good man to neighborhood kids, a role model for the 
inner city, a religious cheeseburger consumer. 

In between bells, the fighters’ comers were guarded by 
small men who alternated between caressing and cajoling. 
They wiped off bands of sweat with smears of vaseline. They 
reached into the fighters’ mouths and pulled out clear rubbery 
guards, trading them for swigs from squeeze-top bottles. 

As the fight wore on, round after round, neither man 
appeared to be winning. Faces swelled. Eyes squeezed shut. I 
thought of a razor slicing through skin. Punches wobbled 
through the air, landing on ropes, kidneys, or nothing. I 
stopped thinking of the fighters as men. Pitbulls in an 
unpainted barn, they were pressed on by the crowd. I wanted 
one of them to fall. I wanted a knockout. I wanted the bell. I 
didn’t care who won. 

Carol Peeples 





WOBBLY KNEES 


How was I? That was a loaded question. After twenty-five 
hours of editing Yeast, Macrorie still found three proofreading 
errors in our issue, two of which happened to be in my piece of 
writing. During class I avoided eye contact with my class- 
mates. Had the confrontations of editing criticism colored 
previous friendships? And if so, did I care? 

The rough draft of a term paper submitted yesterday was 
exactly that—rough. The night before it was due I discovered 
the assigned length to be twenty pages, not the ten I had 
labored to cut and refine. A three-day diet of peanut butter and 
jelly sandwiches and yogurt hardly lifted my spirits. I missed 
my dog. 

The daily grind of Bread Loaf pushed, poked, prodded, 
and irritated me in every direction, and I wanted to go home. 
When my dad called to ask how I was, I asked him if he 
remembered the time we helped the Sullivans work calves. 
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The routine performed every spring on new members of the 
herd reminded me of my agony as a first year Bread Loaf 
student. 

The five ranchers huddled over the coffee thermos, gruff 
and already dirty before breakfast. Two square-nosed stock 
horses quietly chewed hay, bridles in place and girths cinched 
tight. Drake’s gnarled hands worked deftly as he showed me 
how to fit the flat, pea-sized vaccine tablet into the gun. 

“Slide the point underneath the skin, just below the ear, 
then pull the trigger,” he said. I nodded my head, grabbed the 
packet of tablets and moved to my assigned spot alongside the 
calf press. 

Two men mounted their horses and loped off to circle the 
unsuspecting victims and their mothers. It was still spring and 
in the coolness of the early morning the irrigation ditches 
smelled green and burnt from recent cleaning. 

One by one the white-faced calves bawled as the horses 
cut them from their mothers and drove them away from the 
herd. A third man pushed them, one at a time, down the narrow 
fenced chute toward the press. Their cries deepened. Heads 
twisted and eyes wild, they searched for the comfort of familiar 
surroundings. 

Drake and Floyd moved into position alongside the V- 
shaped steel press. I looked to my dad. He’d never done this 
before either. 

“Okay,” Drake said, his razor-sharp knife flashed as he 
waved his hand. “Let ‘em go.” 

The three-week-old calf moved into the press. The chute 
door slammed shut as the metal bars clamped down on either 
side. A steel collar closed over his throat and the press rotated, 
jerking his legs out from under him and exposing his pink belly 
to the early morning sun. 

Drake efficiently castrated the small animal in two neat 
inch-long incisions. Dad pushed down with a sharp twist to the 
right, leaving two small holes a half-inch deep and the size of a 
dime with the dehoming tool. My nose caught the smell of 
burning hair and flesh. The branding was done. Floyd pierced a 
tender ear with the sterile metal identification tag, and I sank 
the vaccine tablet behind the ear, near the tiny skull. Minutes 
after he entered, the calf was swung back down to a standing 
position, released from the calf press, and shoved through the 
next chute into the corral. 

Bleeding and dazed, he circled on wobbly knees. 

Melissa Averett 





EARLY MORNING RIDE 


You rode the mustang well for a Maine dude. You €: straight 
in the saddle sporting a blue t. -jana anc  -id-rims:_ = glasses. 
Early moming mist writhed ts... «een the iingers of ine foothill 
valleys like wounded dragons. The mustang picked her way up 
the steep broken-rock trail while my Appaloosa mare sweated 
and grunted in crazy passion to be first. We rested the horses 
where the spaces between second growth fir allowed glimpses 
of the sheep meadows and clearings below. “I’ve been waiting 
to do this since I left Maine,” you told me. 

“The going gets tougher,” I said. “If you fall off, fall like 
a leaf, without regret.” 

“Okay, Wendell.” You laughed, and I watched your 


| 


poet’s eyes scan the country. In Maine, you published 
passionate stuff about windy beaches and called it Drinking 
Wine Out of the Wind. You taught Latin and the classics to 
high school students. I envied that you could read Georgics in 
the original. 

The trail became steeper, and we dismounted and 
struggled with footing. The dew on the leaves of scrub alder 
closing in the sides of the trail shimmered in the morning sun. 
At the top of the ridge we looked over the checkerboard 
flatlands of the Frazer Valley and Canada’s growing suburbs, 
held in line by an imaginary border. The cool green forest on 
the other side of the ridge was enough to make any man 
wonder if we really were making progress. “Paradise and 
paradise lost,” you said, just as an eagle soared up into a snag. 

We sat on a rock ledge covered with damp moss, and we 
didn’t care if our asses were wet. You rolled a cigarette from 
my pipe tobacco, and we smoked and talked of love and 
women, and shivered when our sweat cooled. 

On another early morning, we galloped recklessly through 
Saar’s meadow with the wind blowing tears in our eyes. 
Elysian Fields rolled in front of us. Virgil had no better 
scenery. We lay down on dewed grass where a log house had 
melted back into the field. We talked about raising teenagers. 
Ebon, your son, had smashed his car into a tree and staggered 
home drunk. 

“I was so angry!” you admonished yourself. 

“Peter, you had good reason to be. You just cared a lot. 
At least you got his attention.” I’d raised one of these 
creatures, too. “Just remember you can’t win, so get the best 
compromise you can.” 

I remember you taking twelve-year-old Kaolin in your lap 
to discuss calmly the consequences of torturing his ten-year- 
old sister Shawnee. You ferried children to gymnastic lessons, 
baseball, basketball, and library night. You taught Kaolin to 
bat left-handed against right-handed pitchers, and helped Trent 
put his motorbike back together. You were proud of 
Shawnee’s part in the play at her school. 

You spent hours of your time editing my work. “I’m a 
nuts and bolts man,” you said, and you held up the loose ends 
so I could see them and bolt them together. You showed me a 
fistful of rejection notices and said, “These guys weren’t even 
nice, at least yours was kind.” We laughed over coffee in the 
early morning. 

I traveled back to Alaska and was frozen in the North 
when your letter came. It told of trouble between you and 
Carol. You were sure it was the end. I wrote that I loved you 
both, the last chapter was not written yet, and counselors were 
great people. I said you should give each other some space to 
sort things out. You flew back to visit your old home in Maine. 
When summer came, you and Carol were together again, and I 
had never seen you more loving. We had dinner and saw 
Thelma and Louise. 

It was Sunday moming when a friend called and told me 
to sit down. In the early moming you had walked out on the 
knoll in back of your house. The sun was shining on the 
mountains and mist crawled along the valley floor. Your boys 
found you there after they heard the blast. Damn you, Peter. I 
loved you too. 

D Lenssen 











TO THE WOMAN ON THE BUS: 


I was struck by how different I must have looked to you that 
day you sat next to me on the bus in Suva. Before it arrived, I 
watched as you poured coconut oil from an old Coke bottle 
onto your arm and smoothed the cloudy liquid into your black 
skin. The oil took away the ash and made you glow. 

You sat by me because the bus was crowded. You looked 
like other Fijian women with your long Afro and broad white 
smile, but you were more beautiful. I remember thinking you 
must be twenty-one, but now that I have watched shades of 
skin age, I’m sure you were older. Tall and lean, you appeared 
cramped in the seat and held your cloth bag filled with 
bananas, cabbage, and potatoes on your lap. 

I caught a glimpse as you stared at my skin, my hair, my 
clothes. With the inquisitive look of a child in a petting zoo, 
you reached out and stroked my arm just once, cautiously. My 
eyes followed the slow movement of your hand down my 
white freckled forearm and then up to my blonde hair. I did not 
flinch. We briefly smiled at each other. You gazed out the 
window. 


From the Woman Who Shared Your Seat 
Karen Field 


OCEAN YEARS 


A crowd of men and women in satiny bar jackets, baseball 
caps, and knee-high boots clambered around boxes bearing the 
names of companies and boats. Tourists with fishing rods, 
tans, and German and Norwegian accents clustered together. 
Beat-up vans jerked out of the dirt parking lot, pulled ahead, 
and left spumes of dust floating in the warm July sun. Against 
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the fence beside the one-building airport, her denim overalls 
and her oversized white tee shirt moved with her hair in the 
wind. She was holding the links of the fence with locked 
fingers. | 

“You won’t believe this river, Tom. It’s so clear it’s blue, 
if that makes any sense. I can’t wait till you see this place. 
How soon can you get here?” Her voice on the phone pulled 
me through the long hours of the final days out west as I fished 
the waters beyond the Alaska Peninsula. On the edge of 
civilization, chasing salmon and fighting miserable weather, I 
had discovered my commitment to her. My nerves eased as I 
felt her strong arms around me. 

As soon as I got my gear, we walked down the dirt road 
from the airport, past the trailer where we would live, past the 
bunkhouse where the Fish and Game crew stayed, to the river. 
Half a mile wide, the river wound through the knee-high grass 
and stunted spruce along its banks. Upstream it tumed out of 
sight, leaving the spine of the Aleutian Range floating in haze 
above the tundra. She asked questions about my time at sea 
and told me about places called Egegik, Kvichak, and Ugashik. 

Our jobs there in King Salmon were tedious. I sampled 
dead salmon from huge bins at canneries, taking scales and 
gluing them to numbered sheets of paper. Using those scales, 
her job was to read the histories of the fish, to assign them to 
particular genetic stocks. I loved to help her at night in the 
office for hours at a time reading the scales. Like trees’ growth 
rings, the scales have concentric circles which tell the story of 
the fish’s life. The rings of freshwater years, where the fish 
grows dramatically, are spaced wide. The ocean years are 
crowded together, representing the leaner food supply in the 
fish’s saltwater life. 

It was after the peak of the run that we got a break and 
took the skiff up river one night. The grinding hum of the 
outboard rattled through my arm while I hunted for the deepest 
shades of blue and followed the cutbanks where the most 
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water flowed. She sat at the bow, looking forward, once 
turning to look back as the engine stuttered where I misjudged 
the depth. “Careful, Tomas.” She pushed her bangs away from 
her freckled face to be sure I shared her laugh. Her eyes and 
the water were the same shade of blue. We picked up speed 
again, and the noise and the landscape released us from 
speech. Minutes later she tumed again, pointed, and smiled. A 
pair of swans flew several hundred feet above us. Their wings 
beat rapidly, as if to keep up with their outstretched necks and 
pointing beaks. They flew silently, diminishing in the huge 
lens of sky. 

At the end of our stay in King Salmon, I was offered a 
new job working aboard fishing vessels in Southeast Alaska. 
We had plans to spend the winter together in Juneau, and we 
needed the money, so we agreed the time apart would be worth 
it. As I rolled my foul weather jacket up and packed it into a 
duffle, she plucked off one of the scales that I missed when I 
washed it. Holding the scale up to the window, she looked at 
me with a wry grin, “Looks like we might come back here 
again some day.” 

* * * 

A year later I would retum to this place, alone. The river 
was grey that evening. The sheet metal buildings, houses, and 
wooden shacks of King Salmon were still crowded along its 
bank, but the water was boatless. The brisk wind occasionally 
lifted sand from the road, and the sun added little warmth. 

Two kids spun circles of dust and rumbled by me on four- 
wheelers as I entered the grove of stunted trees behind the 
bunkhouse. She was in the smell of spruce along the sandy 
path. I thought of her offer to visit me there and her reluctance 
to see me in Cordova. My eyes muddled through the mess of 
footprints in the sand. “We need time,” she had said. Time was 
what I feared the most. 

I decided a beer would be a good thing. I walked the 
footbridge over the creek, towards the lodge. But something 
stopped me in my tracks. It sounded at first like aluminum 
doors screeching and banging in the wind. Cries seemed 
forced, bent through the crisp air before they were absorbed by 
the cold space of grass and sky. I walked along the creek, 
tracing the sounds to the gravel bar where the banks opened up 
to the river and the sky. The wind wrinkled the hard gold light 
that was cast across the river’s grey surface. 

A crowd of swans was gathered in the slow water on my 
side of the bank, just below the gravel bar upstream. The birds 
mingled in and out of one another, turning through the wind, 
which lifted feathers on resting wings. Occasionally a curved 
neck straightened, and a swan’s dark eyes and beak disap- 
peared below the surface and re-emerged, jiggling and 
pointing skyward. They seemed quieter after a while, and I 
watched them for several minutes. One squawked and with a 
great effort lifted off the water. I watched him disappear into 
the darkening sky upstream, where in the following days we’d 
set up the camp. I realized my chill and headed back up the 
slope to the lodge. 

Inside, I remember steering tentatively through the bodies 
in the bar. I had never been in there alone. I took a chair facing 
the river. Through the watery windows in the room, the low 
sun finally had warmth for me. I drank a beer and kept my 
gaze distant, not wanting to talk to the man smoking next to 


me. 





I remember the whiskey on his breath and the dark 
wizened face below his Trident Seafoods cap. “What were you 
lookin’ at out there?” His voice to me seemed too loud for his 
Eskimo features. The conversation in the room hushed. 

“Checking out those swans. Do you know, are those 
trumpeters?” 

He wrinkled his white-stubbled upper lip and lowered his 
eyebrows. “No . . . But them goddamned things are the most 
destructive birds you’ll ever see. They’ll tear up the eel grass 
all around.” 

I expected him to continue, to tell me about the need for 
spring hunting or something, but he looked away after this first 
exchange. After a long silence he seemed satisfied, finished his 
drink, and left. Numbed by the alcohol, I too left the bar and 
started for the bunkhouse, watching the sky upriver. 

Now as I write, I can still see her perfectly, five years 
ago, with her fingers holding the links of the fence. I realize 
how I think in images. Faces, birds, the way the light colors a 
landscape. These images for me are often islanded, surrounded 
in some kind of wordless sea. We haven’t seen much of each 
other over the years, and I now live in the Aleutian Islands, far 
west of what I had envisioned that first summer as the edge of 
civilization. I see a lot of space in the rings that connect those 
early years. A few images stand alone. The circles of memory 
since then seem crowded together, in the lean intensity of these 
ocean years. 

Tom McKenna 





DIANA’S DIET ORDEAL 


Yellow letters scream the news on the front of this week’s 
People magazine. I try to imagine Di in her formal sequined 
gown, hunched over a toilet seat, finger down her throat, 
throwing up Beef Wellington after a State dinner. I have no 
idea what it’s like to be Royalty, to wear an elegant dress, or to 
eat marvelous meals at important functions, but I do under- 
stand Di. 

During college I was anorexic, then bulemic. I had it easy 
compared to Di. In anonymity, I ate my way through town. I 
could devour a dozen donuts, two Big Macs, a large fry, and a 
quart of Neapolitan ice cream in one sitting. If the donuts were 
fresh, I might eat two dozen and cut down on the ice cream. 
Without anyone noticing, I would find an empty restroom, ram 
my finger down my throat, then plan my next binge. I 
sometimes lingered quietly in a public stall for half an hour, 
feet facing forward, elbows on knees, waiting for people to 
leave. It was agony to sit, waiting while food digested in my 
stomach, waiting until I was alone. I'd delicately layer toilet 
paper on the water and watch the white tum translucent. This 
layer kept the water and vomit from splashing back into my 
face, and it muffled the sound. 

During classes I planned my binges, ignoring lectures on 
the Trickle Down Theory. Some momings I woke in a sweaty 
panic. I dreamed of food, but unable to discern dream from 
reality, I rushed to the toilet to throw up. Only my dry heaves 
told me it had been a nightmare. 

I continue through the pages of People, pass the article 
about Di, and stop at the typical sidebar piece: symptoms, 
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causes, and cures. I used to devour articles on weight control. 
I learned about laxative abuse, diet pills, and throwing up. As 
an anorexic I ate only a lettuce salad each day. I refused to take 
the elevator in my dorm, but if I walked up and down the eight 
flights of stairs at least ten times, I allowed myself salad 
dressing. I went from eating nothing to eating everything 
because I found out I could. This People magazine mentions 
ipecac. If I had known about this syrup eleven years ago, I 
would have used it. These articles serve to educate the 
uninformed, but to bulemics they become bibles. 

I once read a piece that described which food came up 
easiest. I’m not convinced we need to hand this knowledge out 
to women who throw up. I once ate a box of granola bars 
dipped in Skippy Super Chunk. The peanut butter clung to my 
stomach, refusing to budge, but I was determined. I broke a 
blood vessel in my eye. I threw up through my nose, more 
painfully than laughing soda through the sinuses. And I blew 
Super Chunks into Kleenex for two days. It got me thinking. 

I used to throw away ten pieces of stationery writing to a 
friend because the D in Dear was not perfectly formed. My 
goals were all or nothing propositions. “I'll never throw up 
again,” only set me up to fail. I learned to take responsibility 
for my actions. I stuck my finger down my throat. No one 
forced me to do it. I had the power to stop. I was proud when I 
finally quit. I still have the scars on the knuckles of my right 
hand that I bit bloody trying to gag, and I have problems with 
my teeth and stomach, but these are the only reminders of the 
person I no longer recognize. 

Karen Field 





SHIP OUT OF TIME 


I first saw her when I walked into Dutch Harbor on a rare day 
when no crabs came. The old grey ship listed to starboard as 
she lay at anchor in the bay. Her hull was long and narrow, the 
wheelhouse and galley were positioned aft, and her stern was 
rounded, like a Dutch shoe. It dated her of war vintage. 

I’d been working eighteen hour days, butchering king 
crab, waiting for my chance to make some real money. I 
wanted a job on a highliner crab boat. Everyone did. 

Fresh sleet splattered against my rubber raingear 
whenever a cloud drifted over Ballyhoo mountain. I had the 
feeling Jack London had walked this very road, with the mud 
staining through the slush under his boots. Except in his day, 
no one cared about crab. It was seal fur and whales that drew 
men to this misty edge of the world. Ultimately though, it 
never changed; adventure and fast money lured the best and 
worst of men to this place. 

Gulls called from the dark line where the sea met the 
snow along the beach. If I wanted a job in this business, I 
needed to be where the people who knew hung out. The only 
bar in town, the Elbow Room, was a good place to look. 

Feet tapped to a Merle Haggard tune along the row of bar 
stools. Cannery workers huddled together in the booths, 
joking, but a fisherman at the stools drank his bitters alone, 
staring into the smoke haze. I sat beside him. “You know any 
boats needing crew?” 

“You really want to go out there? God, if you knew what it 
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was like.” His eyes stared, glazed. “Fifty feet! My God, those 
damn waves were fifty feet. And we were still pullin’ pots, not 
runnin’ for a harbor.” He fingered his glass. “I ain’t goin’ back 
out there.” 

A black bearded man on the next stool answered, “He’ll 
sober up and be back on his boat tomorrow. You'll see. He 
smells that money.” 

“I'd like to smell some too. Does your boat need any 
crew?” 

“Hey Frank, this guy’s looking for a crew share. They're all 
lookin’ for a share. You got any experience? Can you coil 
line?” 

“No, but I work hard and learn fast.” 

“All you guys want to earn a share, but you got no 
experience.” 

Frank, the old man beside him, was clean-shaven. His 
skin was wind-weathered, his hands were thick, and his bones 
heavy. He shed his watch cap and rubbed a bald head. “You 
can’t blame a boy for trying,” he said. “Where you from, son?” 

“North Dakota. I grew up on a ranch.” 

“That’s good. You know how to work.” 

“You better know how to work,” the black beard 
interrupted. “That damn old scow doesn’t have a pot launcher. 
You know how much those pots weigh? Try throwing those 
things over when it’s rough.” 

“Oh, she’s a good ship,” the old man answered gently. 
“Son, we’ll be tied up at the Pan Alaska docks about seven. 
Come down and have dinner with us.” The men drank up their 
beer and left the bar. 

A man in a dirty green coat with sleeves ripped off to the 
elbows came over to sit beside me. “You don’t want to fish 
that boat. The skipper’s crazy. I heard he took a gun and 
locked the crew in the foc’sil. Most everyone who hires on 
only goes one trip and looks for another boat.” 

At seven o'clock, bright points of light lined the shore. A 
black sea lapped the shore under a black sky. The hum of 
generator motors on the processors echoed from the hills and 
between ships. The old ship was moored at the dock. 

The tide was out, and I jumped down to the deck and 
found my way to the steel door of the galley. I knocked and 
Frank met me at the door. “Come in. We were just finishing, 
but there’s plenty left. Cooky, bring a plate. Have a seat, son.” 

I sat at a galley table with the black beard and a wiry 
fellow with greasy yellow hair. The cook brought a heavy 
porcelain plate from the galley. 

The greasy-haired man pushed his chair back from the 
table. “Can he work?” 

He looked over his shoulder at the cook. “No use hiring 
on someone if we end up doin’ their share, and we don’t need 
two cooks who can’t cook.” 

The cook glared. “How do you think you’re eatin’?” 

“We’ve a guest,” Frank said calmly. “Let’s not be 
arguing.” 

I ate a fried chicken wing, potatoes, and peas. I stared out 
small port holes through the hull, which faced the blackness of 
the bay. The men lit cigarettes, and blue smoke circled bare 
yellow bulbs. The cook ran water and started the dishes in the 
sink. 

A man climbed up the steel ladder from the engine room 
down below with labored yet determined steps. He reached the 
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top of the stairs, and Frank spoke, “Bill, this is that boy I was 
telling you about.” 

Bill smiled, but only his mouth moved, as if the sea had 
hardened the rest of his body stiff as iron. 

“Frank tells me you’re a country boy. The last one I hired 
could work like a horse. You got any experience on boats?” 

“T’ve sailed my own boat for years, so I don’t get 
seasick.” 

“No experience, aye.” He ran his fingers through steel 
grey hair. 

“Another greenhor!” the greasy-haired man chided. 
“You can make a cook out of him too, if he can’t work on 
deck.” 

“I need a man, but I can’t pay a full share with no 
experience. You'll have to go the first trip for a quarter share.” 

“Sure!” I said eagerly. I was getting a job on a crabber. 

The greasy-haired man pushed his chair back from the 
table. “You don’t know what you’re doing, man. If they can 
hire deckhands for quarter shares, some of us will be walking 
the docks. You’d better be watching your back if the guys hear 
about this. Someone is liable to stick a knife in it.” 

“Now, George, you can’t blame a kid for trying to get a 
job on a boat,” Frank intervened. “You were green once too. 
Son, where’ve you got your stuff?” 

“At Wakefields’ plant. I’ve been working at Captain’s 
“Wakefields?” The skipper turned his back and started 
back down the stairs. “Well, I can’t use you then.” 

“Why? I can go get my gear.” 

Frank explained, “I’m sorry, son. Wakefields said if we 
hire their cannery people, they won’t take our crabs.” 

The cook spoke as he oiled a cast iron skillet, “You don’t 
want to work on this boat anyway. Wait till we leave the dock. 
You’d see how it is.” 

I took my leave, made my way out the door, and climbed 
the ladder back up to the shore. The wind had started to blow 
again, and it shrieked through the rigging of the old boat. I 
looked back at the old ship listing to starboard in that black 
night. 

I slogged through the slush back to the cannery. There 
would be crabs tomorrow. London’s Wolf Larsen would have 
been at home on that boat. 


Bay. 


D Lenssen 





WINDING THE HAUL-LINE 


When I woke up, no one was home. I opened the bedroom 
windows ‘« let in the summer air and cranked Paul Simon’s 
“She Loves Me Like A Rock.” Twirling around the room in 
my boyfriend’s football jersey and my underwear, I jumped on 
the bed, boogied with the bedpost, and sang into my hair 
brush. What words I didn’t know, I made up. I could change 
all the words if I wanted. I was the star and this was my gig. 
As I pulled the screen off the window to dance on the 
roof, I heard a voice behind me. “What the hell are you doing, 
Jane-man?” I lifted my head, cracking it on the window. 
“Dammit, John, have you ever heard of knocking?” I 
pulled at the hem of my jersey as I walked over to turn do 
the stereo. “Just because you think you’re part of this family, 


and you're over here all the time, doesn’t mean you don’t have 
to knock, you know.” 

“Chill out. I didn’t see anything.” He grinned, putting a 
dimple in his left cheek. “Besides I did knock, man. You just 
didn’t hear me. Where are your brothers? I drove the boat over 
to see if they wanted to go water-skiing.” 

“I really wonder about your mental capacity sometimes, 
John. Do you really think I’d be making an ass of myself like 
this if they were home?” 

“There’s no telling with you, man. You never cease to 
amaze me.” He turned and walked out the door. “Come on, 
since no one else is home, I'll take you skiing.” 

“What makes you think I want to go with you? You are a 
conceited soul, you know that?” I went over to my chest of 
drawers and fumbled around for a swimsuit. 

“Come on, Jane-man. I want to go now.” 

“Can I put on a swimsuit or would you prefer I go in my 
underwear?” 

The red crept from under the collar of his white surf shirt 
and spread slowly up his neck onto his face and up to his 
brown hairline. 

For hours, we took turns driving the boat and skiing. By 
four o’clock, burnt and tired, we were ready to head home. 
John pulled in the haul-line, while I racked the skiis. Finished, 
I watched him methodically wind the rope into a circle. The 
muscles in his back and arms moved rhythmically under his 
tan skin. My eyes moved to the palm-sized brown mark on his 
left shoulder. Although John had little body hair, his birthmark 
was covered with dark ones. I walked behind him and touched 
it gently with my finger. John whipped around, the haul-line 
slapped against my leg leaving three arced welts. 

“Shit, John, watch the damn rope.” I bent and rubbed my 
leg. “What’s wrong with you?” 

He glared down at me and said in a low concentrated 
voice, “Don’t ever touch that, Jane.” 

“It’s just a birthmark. What’s the big deal?” 

“T hate it, man. I don’t like people to see it, much less 
touch it. So don’t do it again, okay?” 

I looked at him for a minute and said, “I think it’s sexy.” 

He picked up the haul-line and began to wind it again. 
“It’s disgusting,” he said. 

“Sexy, “ I argued and bent over to touch it, this time with 
my whole hand. He turned around again. “Dammit, Jane, I told 
you not to do that.” 

“Well, see, that’s part of the problem, John. You’re not 
my brother, although you think you are. You don’t tell me 
what to do. I do what I want.” 

He growled. “If I were your brother, I’d lock you in your 
toom and throw the key out the window, and I sure as shit 
wouldn't let you date Travis. He’s a red-neck and vou can do 
better.” 

“Oh, this comes from you, who dates Miss ‘Y<s, John. 
No, John.’ Susan. I hope you marry her and live in wedded 
boredom.” 

“You got somebody better in mind?” He latched the 
wound haul-line on a clip, walked over to the boat wheel, 
pushed the lever forward, and started the boat toward home. 

“Not a clue,” I said. 

Jane Doe 
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THE WHORE, THE BASEBALL, AND 
MICKEY MANTLE 


Her face was so close to mine that if I’d have puckered up real 
good my lips would have touched hers. 

“What did you say?” she asked. It was the same husky, 
throaty voice we’d all heard many times. She’d say, “Hi boys, 
having a good game?” when she walked past us as we played 
baseball on the vacant lot beside the old post office. But now 
her face was only a few inches from mine, and I could smell 
the perfume and the tobacco resting on the waves of heat. 

“We were just wondering,” I said and pointed towards 
Mike, Joel, and Don standing about 60 feet away, trying to 
include them in my question, “If you really are the town 
who...” My voice tailed off. 

“The town what?” she said loud enough for all four of us 
to hear. 

“Town whore,” I said quietly. 

She looked at them and then back down at me. 

“And what is a whore?” she said. 

I looked at the end of her cigarette, stained from the 
bright red lipstick she always wore, and then at her eyes. They 
were blue, but I noticed there were little lines at the corners, 
and her face looked more worn close up. 

“You know.” 

“You're the one asking questions. You tell me. What is a 
whore?” She puffed on her cigarette and blew smoke into my 
face. 

“Somebody that . . . well . . .” I couldn’t answer because I 
wasn’t sure. 

“How old are you?” 

“Fourteen,” I said. 

“Those other boys put you up to this?” 

“Sorta. I’m new here and it was kinda a test.” 

“You're the Scott kid whose dad’s overseas?” 

“Yes. Look, I’m sorry.” 

“I saw your picture in the Lincoln County Gazette, didn’t 
1?” 

“Yeah.” I was convinced she was now going to tell my 
mother, since she knew who I was. “I’m sorry, honest.” 

“You shouldn’t call someone something when you don’t 
even know what it is you’re calling them.” She started to walk 
away, and I started back to the ball game. 

“Wait,” she said. “Come here.” 

“Are you going to tell my mom?” 

“I remember now. You're the kid with the Mickey Mantle 
baseball.” 

A month before my mom had taken me to see the 
Yankees in Kansas City, and after the game Mickey had 
signed my ball before boarding the team bus. A picture of me 
proudly holding the ball had made the front page of the 
Gazette. 

“Yes,” I said, resigned to my mother now finding out how 
rude I'd been. “That’s me.” 

“Tell you what. You know where I live?” she asked. 

“Sure, up by the old school in the red brick house.” 

“You want to have some fun with me? You know, boy- 
girl fun?” 

pelidoniteriaa 
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“You bring me that baseball, and Ill show you what a 
whore is, okay?” 
I still have the baseball. 
Bruce Scott 


jr 


The silence in the car as we sat at the Maine Tolls deafened 
me. Juliet reached for the toll card, and I shoved it up under 
the visor. I pressed the accelerator down to the floor and raced 
through five gears. The sound of the road and the wind 
comforted me in the void of our conversation. She turned to 
me to say something, but instead I opened the sunroof. Juliet 
reached across to the dashboard, closed the sunroof, and 
immediately said, “What the hell is going on? You haven't 
said a word since we left Boston. I thought you wanted to go 
sailing in Maine.” 

“JT, I...Ican’t go on in this relationship with you.” 
Juliet moved against the door and stared. I continued, “‘We’re 
friends, and that is what we're best at. C’mon, Juliet, you 
know what I’m saying is true. I’ll tum around if you want.” 

“Why do you wait until we’re halfway up the Maine 
coast? You knew this morning, didn’t you? Why didn’t you 
tell me in Boston? You suck. At least you could've let me 
enjoy the goddamned sailing and told me afterwards.” 

“No way, this hasn't felt right since you came back from 
England. It’s like walking on glass when I’m around you, 
careful not to say anything that I really feel. I know I started 
this whole thing and admit I screwed up, but I remember when 
I could talk to you about anything. Now I can’t talk to you at 
all. Look, I still want to go sailing with you, but let’s get this 
relationship out of the way and be ourselves.” 

“Never trust anyone from New Haven, someone told me, 
and they were right,” said JT as she wrapped her hands around 
the shoulder restraint. “I knew you’d do this shit, but I still 
can’t figure where this is coming from. Before I left, you 
didn’t feel this way. Well, I’m glad you got it off your chest. 
Now I have to deal with all the emotion. This hurts, Edward. 
Don’t say another thing and keep driving. We’re going sailing 
for the week, even if it kills us both.” 

“JT, things—” 

“Don’t say another word.” I opened the sunroof and 
tolled down my window. 

* k% 

Ahead, somewhere to the left, I heard Two Bush’s 
foghorn. “How did it over get there?” I whispered. My eyes 
darted around the cockpit looking for the chart. I cupped my 
ear and was doused with water. “Where’s the hom coming 
from?” I looked down at my hands and pointed directions with 
my fingers. “Sometimes it’s to the left, which means we’re 
below the rocks and screwed, and sometimes it comes from 
behind the sails, which means we’re okay.” The waves rolled 
and surged at us in knifelike ridges and broad valleys. I pulled 
the tiller and angled the bow down for an open plain. A quick 
push and another pull and the bow jumped around a dangerous 
precipice on into a smooth trough. Rain drummed against the 
Dacron mainsail. 

I rubbed the salt in my eyes and everything blurred. My 
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eyes ached to be rubbed harder. Despite the cold rain water 
that dripped down the hollow of my back, I felt sweat on my 
chest and along my forehead. The tiller slackened and the boat 
crashed down a wave to leeward. “C'mon Edward, keep her 
moving.” The horn sounded its deep and hoarse warning. 

I stared past JT, past the jib telltales, and out into the 
blanket of fog that settled on top of the turbulent sea that was 
like a rug slipping out from underneath a gray wall. Once 
freed, the water spun and leapt about in all directions. Juliet 
turned away and leaned back against the lifelines, pressing her 
legs against the railing running the length of the cabin top. She 
tugged the sleeves of her rain jacket down over her sodden 
mittens and then tucked them under her arms. Two Bush’s 
horn blared. 

“Where is the damn lighthouse? Where the hell are we?” 
I yelled into the wind. 

Suddenly, Juliet pushed to her knees and pointed 
repeatedly, with an outstretched arm, beyond the jib. She 
shouted something, but I couldn’t hear her. She tumed and 
said, “What’s that ahead?” 

At first, all I saw was a fountain of churning water. Flecks 
of brown surged on top of the abyss between the sea and the 
fog, as if it were being boiled in a black cauldron. Then I heard 
the eerie, hollow roar of waves receding from a shore like the 
sound of water being sucked out of subterranean caves. 

“Oh Christ, it’s a ledge. Tacking!” I yelled and jammed 
the tiller leeward. 

The boat spun quickly, pressing the rail below the water. 
Juliet, surprised by my sudden turn, fell backwards onto the 
submerged lifelines, legs kicking and arms splashing in the 
water. I released the main and jib sheets. The boat righted 
itself immediately, and Juliet bobbed to the surface. I grabbed 
her hands and dragged her across the combing into the cockpit. 
She slumped down on the seat and covered her face with her 
arm. I trimmed the mainsheet and cleated the jib, and the 
sailboat gathered speed away from the horn and its ledges. 

“Oh man, that was close. Wow, what would Andy have 
said if I called him up and told him I sunk his boat. Oh shit. 
Well, now I know where we are. We’ll put some distance 
between us and Two Bush before we head home. Sorry about 
the tack, but I didn’t have much choice.” I leaned over the 
tiller and put a hand on her arm. She pushed it away, stood up 
abruptly, and came at me swinging. 

“Choice! What the hell are we doing out here? You 
could’ve killed us. This is fucking crazy.” 

I reeled back against the seat and fended off her soggy 
blows with the tiller. Then Juliet dropped her arms and 
collapsed onto the seat opposite me and started to cry. She 
pulled her mittens off and wiped her eyes. She raised her head 
and said, “You don’t say anything to me all day.” 

“JT, you’re just as bad with your comment about keeping 
promises. That’s why I told you we had to back off and be 
friends, so I can talk to you. And we weren't going to crash. 
I'll admit I was worried, but we weren't going to sink. We 
sailed in a wild storm and navigated through fog around ledges 
without instruments. That was high adventure!” 

“You sailed you mean. I don’t know anything about 
sailing, remember? You have to include me in on all this, tell 
wha: 1s going on, teach me how to steer. All right?” 

“All right. I’m sorry about today. C’mere and I'll give 








you your first sailing lesson.” Juliet moved around the tiller 
and sat next to me. Her hands rested alongside mine on the 
tiller. ““We’re almost home.” 

Edward Kloman 


NAKED ROSES 


A rose is a rose unless she is my college writing professor, 
Rose Reynoldson. After raising her five children, she went 
back to school for her masters’ degree and then began working 
on her doctorate. She never did get it, though. When she failed 
the oral exam the second time, she decided that it just wasn’t 
worth it. 

By the time I met her, she stood at 5°7" and wore her 
white curls framing her face to her chin. Her big Irish eyes 
danced out over her slightly bulbous nose. She always wore a 
large black blazer, covered with pink cabbage roses, and her 
head shivered a little when she talked in a mild Katherine 
Hepburn way. She told our poetry class that she once had to 
take a strong medication which put a hole in her head that 
thoughts would fall into and she would forget them. 

The first time I went to her office, to pick up work for a 
friend, she looked smiling at me and said, “I think you’re 
pretty,” and I grinned uncontrollably at the floor. I never 
understood why she favored me, always reading my writing 
first in class. She said, “You have a wonderful way of 
capturing an image.” Of course, the image just sat there image- 
ing, but she liked it, so I did too. She had a gentle way of 
talking about poetry, always directing comments to the work 
and not the artist. “Jt wants to be longer,” she would say, 
motioning to a point in the poem, as if it had a mind of its own, 
and I just needed to learn how to listen to its voice. I still think 
this is the best advice I’ve ever heard about writing. 

Rose taught us at a Free Methodist university. I often 
wondered about Rose’s theological stance, but the only clue E 
she gave would be to say, “Bless you,” at departing. She could l 
have been saying the Tibetan, “Namaste,” for that matter. 
Maybe it was her English translation. 

One day she walked into our Popular Fiction class which 7 
started at 10:30 (the earliest class she would teach), set down 
her books, looked at us, and said, “Don’t let anyone fool you, = 
sex just gets better as you get older.” We all exchanged grins, | 
wondering if we would ever have the opportunity to test out { 
her theory. Often when discussing the thrills of loving, my 
friends and I will look at each other and say, “and Rose says it 7 
just gets better,” and shake our heads. 

After I graduated, I audited a few of her writing classes 
and would talk to her on the sidewalk when I saw her. A few 
times, though, she just smiled at me in passing as if I was a 
new student she didn’t recognize. Baffled, I can only guess 
that the Parkinson's caught up with her. 

Last year, I stopped her long enough to ask her how she 
was doing, and she commented, “Wonderful! I’m feeling much 
better,” and told me she and her husband finally made it to 
Ireland. I have no idea what she was feeling better about, but it 
was a relief to see her back to the Rose I remembered. 

My friend tells a story about talking with Rose in the 
flowered courtyard in front of her office. Rose stopped him on 
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an amazingly sunny day in Seattle and said, “Sometimes I just 
want to take my clothes off and run through the flowers.” She 
will retire after this year, and I think this is the way I will 
choose to remember her, dancing naked in the flowers. 

Renée Gould 


THE RED DRESS 


About six months after my parents divorced, Mom bought a 
red dress. She hung it in her pink walk-in closet amidst the 
brown and pastel colors. oh 

“I think I need this dress,” she said to me, but she didn’t 
wear it anywhere. 

One Friday morning in May I woke up first, like I usually 
did, and went downstairs to make coffee and oatmeal. After I’d 
set the pan of cereal aside to finish cooking, I went to Mom’s 
room to tell her to get up. Several minutes later I returned and 
found her in the blue rocking chair staring at the wall across 
the room. She wasn’t looking out the window. The lights were 
still off. 

“I’m just having some quiet time.” Her cheeks pulled 
down slightly at the edges, a shadow of her mother’s longer, 
looser face. 

“You need to hurry. I can’t be tardy for school.” I handed 
her a cup of coffee. “You'll be late for work.” 

That night I lied about where I was going with my 
boyfriend Chris. He came to pick me up in his Volkswagen 
Hatchback and I hurried through the kitchen. “I think we’re 
going to a movie, Jaws or something,” I said, and avoided 
looking directly at her. She stood at the end of the counter and 
slowly stirred a cup of tea. 

I asked Chris to drive the long way to my Dad’s apart- 
ment. When we got there, it was filled with new friends that 
Dad had met when he returned to college. Several bottles of 
wine were on the table, and people sat in clumps, talking 
loudly about classes, tests, and futures. “Congratulations 
Graduate!” cards and gifts crowded the wine. 

Chris and I sat off by ourselves. The apartment had come 
furnished and everything was strange and cheap-looking to 
me. Only a few items, a brass vase, a heavy glass ashtray, 
attested to the accumulations of twenty-three years of 
marriage. g 

The doorbell rang, and I looked over to see my mother 
walk in past the startled friend at the door. She had curled her 
light brown hair and pressed on fresh lipstick. She wore her 
red dress. 

“I thought I should be here to congratulate you tonight,” 
she said, and smiled tightly. 

Nobody said anything. They looked at Dad, then at Mom, 
then at Dad’s girlfriend. 

I didn’t go over to her. I didn’t say anything. The silence 
in the room pushed down like weight. She tumed around and 
walked out the door. 

Chris and I left a few minutes later, and as we walked 
down the dimly lit sidewalk, I imagined Mom’s solitary heels 
tapping their way to her car. 

Kate Hughes 
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STRING HER UP THE FLAG POLE 


Tonight the main topic on the school board agenda would be 
whether or not to include sex education in the high school 
curriculum. The crowd was so big they had to move the 
meeting from the administration office to the high school 
auditorium. The state had mandated some sex education be 
offered, and the task force to study this issue was to give its 
report to the board. A certain amount of time for citizens’ 
concerns had been set aside at the beginning of the meeting. 

The Southern Baptist minister opened. “T stand here 
before you to decry this evil. It is only in our Godly families 
that such things should be discussed. You take that away from 
the family and watch our nation crumble. I say if we can’t pray 
in school, we can’t talk about sex in school.” He received a 
loud ovation as he took his seat. 

“I am just a grandmother,” said Edith Scott, “but I have 
grandchildren in this school, and I must protect them. Did you 
know,” and she scanned the audience carefully, “that when Dr. 
Nary showed a birds and the bees film to the junior high boys, 
he showed those young boys how to puton a . . . . I can hardly 
say the word in mixed company.” But she managed to whisper 
“condom” loudly enough that the back row could hear. “Did 
you also know that Mrs. Harper who would be teaching this 
class in the high school is a known sex fiend? She ought be to 
strung up the flag pole upside down, not allowed to talk about 
such things to our precious children.” In a huff of indignation 
she returned to her seat. 

Mrs. Conklin was recognized next. “Well, I’m just here to 
tell you I never had no sex education and I figured out how to 
have eight kids without it.” 

“I can understand your concerns, “said John Wilson, “but 
I favor the idea, and let me tell you why. People usually get 
into trouble from lack of knowledge, not too much of it. These 
are tough times, and our young folks deserve to have the 
information that they need. Sure it’s nice if they get it from 
their parents, but not many of them do. What happens then?” 

A murmur swept through the crowd as Eldon Mitcher 
came forward. “You know what John just said about giving 
them information? Well, that is just the problem. If we teach 
young kids about it, they’ll sure want to try it. What they don’t 
know can’t hurt them.” More applause. 

The school board voted 5-2 to offer sex education, but 
with one condition—classes be offered to the parents, too. 

Dianne Harper 


SECURITY 


There were no tall walls or towers, just an ordinary looking 
cyclone fence with strands of wire sloping inward, held by 
white insulators. I pressed the door buzzer and the magnetic 
bolt clicked. 

The front desk could have been a hotel reception, with 
friendly service from a chatty black woman, who checked our 
IDs and punched the information into a keyboard. 

“You'll need to leave all your coats, rings, wallets, and 
purses in a locker and wait a few minutes while the computer 
runs a security check.” 

Sue and I waited in the lobby. A display case held 
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leatherwork, small wooden boxes, a few carved bird pieces, 
and a dogsled, all made by the residents. “It’s okay. You can 
come on through.” 

A quick walk through the metal detector, like at any 
airport, and a uniformed escort signaled the control room with 
his handset that he was taking us down. No bars, no keys, and 
no fooling. Heavy steel and glass doors thunked behind and 
the magnetic pins clicked. Our footsteps echoed down four 
flights of steel stairs. The guard spoke softly over his shoulder, 
“Mac’s one of the guys who doesn’t belong in this place. You 
can tell after you’ve worked here a while.” 

“Sue knew Mac when he was a kid.” 

Shielded fluorescent tubes lighted the way through an 
empty gymnasium, through heavy, blue steel doors, and into a 
six-by-six white-painted cubicle. Through inch-thick plate 
glass, we faced another cubicle. A phone receiver hung on the 
wall to right. The steel door rolled shut behind us and the bolt 
clicked. 

Mac grinned as the door behind him slid shut. He looked 
like a linebacker, with Irish blue eyes and sandy hair. He 
turned his chair around backwards and straddled it. His mouth 
said, “Hi. Good to see you guys,” but no sound came. I picked 
up the phone receiver. 

“How have you been, Mac?” 

“Oh good. What can I say? Here I am safe and sound.” 

“How are your days?” 

“Mostly the same. I got them to give me a job cooking in 
the kitchen. I really enjoy that. When I’m not working, or 
working out, I work on my case. I’m appealing for a new trial. 
It’s getting harder though. I’ve waited two years just for a copy 
of the transcript of my trial. They just jerk you around once 
they get you in here. They built this place and now they got to 
keep it full. The system is set up to screw guys like me who 
couldn’t afford a lawyer. Hey, but what have you guys been 
doing?” 

“Just on vacation, seeing a little of the Seward Penin- 
sula.” 

“Whew! I could use one of those. Course, I shouldn’t 
complain. I’ve got three squares here and my own bunk. No 
really, have you guys been having fun?” 

“We stayed at Bill and Kathy’s in Los Anchorage for a few 
days. Shopping malls and restaurants are really fun when you 
haven’t seen them for a while.” 

“I know what you mean,” Mac agreed. “I haven’t seen 
any of those in five years now. I don’t see Kathy much since 
they moved me down here. You know after you get stuck away 
for a while, peopiec stop writing and calling. Can’t blame them. 
They just go on with their lives and get busy. 

“You know, when they let me out of here, I'd just like to 
have a little place to grow garden and have barbecues. It 
Goesn’t have to be much. You know, Sue, kind of like where 
w: grew up in. Remember when we used to play together 
when we were kids? It was kind of like the whole 
neighborhood-everybody’s backyard—was all our territory.” 

“And the woods,” Sue added, “we built the forts there.” 

“Yeah, those woods were the wonderland. I remember 
you and your sister always playing with your dolls. The 
Soderberg girls . . . we called you the Soda cracker girls. Those 
were the days. 

“T guess those days are over. I hear times are pretty tough 











for some people now outside. Lots of people homeless. Maybe 
I’ve got it pretty good here. You know, job security and all. 
And even free health care, just no pension plan. Guess you 
don’t need one, unless you live longer than ninety-nine years.” 

“You probably meet some characters in here.” 

“You said it. Everyone from murderers, to child molest- 
ers, to poor Indians who got drunk and don’t even remember 
what they did. And you know everybody in here has got a 
story. I was talking to a guy yesterday who the DA got 
convicted for first degree murder. He was having a disagree- 
ment with a guy. So he got mad and rigged a bomb in the 
guy’s car. It went off before it was supposed to and killed a 
man who was walking by. It was pure accident that guy got 
blown up. This guy claims he shouldn’t even be in jail for an 
accident. It’s just the state trying to keep these joints full.” 

“Mac, what about the dead man’s family? Do normal 
people settle their arguments with bombs?” 

“Yeah, you're right. He seems like a nice enough guy. It’s 
hard to tell in here though.” 

“What about your case, Mac?” 

“Well, after the video was made and aired on that TV 
show, they did send me my transcripts. Did you guys see the 
video?” 

“Kathy had taped it and showed it to us. That cop looked 
like a real sleaze.” 

“That’s just it! The whole Kodiak cop force had to 
collaborate in order to frame me. They destroyed that report of 
a crab fisherman finding a skeleton in one of his pots. I know 
those bones had to be Laura’s. I’ve got to get that guy to 
testify. It would start a whole new investigation.” 

“Mac, that means somebody on that police force is in big 
trouble.” 

“Exactly, and that’s why they’ve got to keep me in here. 
The whole system, from the cops all the way to the judge, must 
get paid off.” 

“Mac, that’s probably exaggerating, but only one crooked 
cop and the system is in trouble.” 

“Yeah, you're right. But when you're in here, and you 
didn’t do anything, they all look like sleazeballs. Sometimes I 
get so frustrated, I feel like doing really bad things to them.” 

The bolts clicked inside the steel doors. The guard waited 
with his hand radio outside. 

“Well, thanks for coming down, you guys. They even 
gave us a little extra time, regulations and all.” 

“Take care of yourself, Mac.” 

“Well, I ain’t going anywhere, and they make sure I stay 
out of trouble.” 

D Lenssen 





FOOTSTEPS 


I remember you as a silent ghost. Padding about in your tube 
socks, I hoped you’d startle our dogs into barking. Once I 
thought I heard you leap the stairs three at a time, imaginary 
teeth gnashing behind you. I grinned. 

When you arrived I didn’t sing Marshall Tucker aloud in 
my room anymore. You never played music either. The silence 
hung on us in woolen discomfort. I sometimes inspected your 








things when you were out. You barely changed David’s room, 
save for the big Afro pick on the bureau, the handle a ridicu- 
lous black fist. Your books were stacked and the bed was made 
neatly. 

My mother insisted we walk to school together, promis- 
ing we’d grow closer with time. One step behind you, I 
wondered how slow we'd walk. I explained to my friends that 
I was sharing my house, finally empty of siblings, with a black 
kid from the city. They'd shake their heads. You stared at the 
ground and rode the cushion of my confusion. When my 
mother asked me about this arrangement the year before, I 
mumbled some feigned interest. Did they have to persuade you 
to move to this plump suburb? 

You always came to breakfast. I can see your face, 
slumped at the table against a flowery wallpaper I never liked. 
My mom, worried about cholesterol, served cream of wheat. 
Before we left for school, I made you wait a few minutes in the 
front hallway. Clumping down the stairs, I slung a “Goodbye” 
to Mom and Dad in the kitchen. You shouldered your book 
bag and smiled too quickly. 

Sometimes I got personal. “So what do you do after 
school, Mike?” 

“Oh, we go to the ABC House. Listen to some music, 
then study. I’ve got to get good grades here.” 

“Oh.” That was enough for one day. 

We were together again for the ten minute walk to school. 
Silence punctuated every footstep. You kept your eyes on the 
ground all through the park woods, down three streets, and 
across the school parking lot. I imagined laughter from the 
kids who watched us. Finally, we mumbled a relieved, “See 
you,” just inside the nearest school door. 

Mom asked me, with an expectant tone, to join you at 
one of the “A Better Chance” parties early in the fall. Her 
request was not open to discussion and my shoulders, eyes, 
and mouth fell heavily. You came over to talk with me, but 
your noisy friends ended our stiff-legged silence. I left early. 

You were usually surrounded by friends in the school 
cafeteria. In the hallways you walked loosely, contained and 
quiet. It was as if you didn’t stir the air. You always nodded to 
me, even knowing I often tried to slide by unnoticed with my 
buddies. 

I wrote about you in college. I had a black English 
professor. He liked the piece. I got an A. I filed that paper into 
a notebook, just like I rinsed your black curlicues of hair down 
the bathroom sink. 

We couldn’t give each other wide enough berth sharing 
the same porcelain and tile. Your hair gel, musk scent, and 
toiletry bottles crowded the back of the toilet and left a tropical 
smell. My magazines got moved to the floor. I kept the 
medicine cabinet. 

On the second floor of Eton Road in 1975 we found ways 
to tiptoe around each other. My bedroom door clicked firmly 
closed. 

Peter Southworth 


MY BROTHER’S KEEPER 


I had forgotten how he liked to wear his hat, with the brim 
pointing unnaturally high. Still a college kid. But he’d 
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probably fit in, I figured. He looked like a worker in his 
tattered canvas jacket, and he smiled. I wasn’t sure whether to 
hug him or shake hands. For a second we both leaned forward 
and then I offered my hand. His strong fingers surrounded 
mine as I grabbed his forearm with my left hand and looked up 
at him. 

“It’s good to see you again, Art.” 

His voice was calm and he used my name slowly and 
deliberately. 

“How was the flight?” 

“Not bad. Amazing actually. I thought I had come far 
when I got to Anchorage. But it just kept getting more and 
more desolate. Really beautiful.” 

“No second thoughts?” 

“Actually on the way out I made up my mind to really 
make a go of it out here. I hadn’t realized how stagnant things 
were back home.” 

Chris and I drank a lot of beer during those weeks 
together. We'd make some kind of fish dinner, each doing his 
part without ever really telling the other one what he was up 
to, except of course for offerings of Heineken. The local store 
received truckloads from somewhere, and sold it for less than 
Bud. “For transportation use only,” the cans said. That was 
license for us to have one in hand when we drove out to ski or 
fish or when we went exploring in the skiff. Many nights 
though we just stared out the windows for hours. We watched 
boats and matched commercial fishing stories. I suggested 
trips for the end of the summer. Chris often replied with 
something like, “That'd be amazing” as he returned from the 
fridge with another round of cold ones. 

But sometimes the quiet moments worried me. I won- 
dered if Chris would stay. I wanted him to get established so 
he would be around when I came back from graduate school. 
He had been worried about leaving his college friends behind. 
He did find work at the city’s maintenance shop, and despite 
some suggestions that I had about other leads, he claimed he 
liked his inventory job because the people were relaxed. 

One morning after Chris drove off to work I noticed the 
journal he had left on the kitchen table. I was bringing it 
downstairs to his room. Stopping at the head of the stairs, I 
gave in to the temptation. Next to a list of essential fishing 
tackle and dates of when he could expect different kinds of 
salmon, I found my name in a half-written letter to his 
girlfriend. “You asked what it was like to hang around with my 
brother. It’s okay, I guess. I think what you said about Art 
trying too hard was right on target. I mean I love him and 
everything but it seems like I can never do anything right.” 

When Chris came home that night we drank more beer. 
We talked about his plans with Suzy and I couldn’t resist. I 
praised him for his maturity, for his independence in daring to 
spend time away from the girl he loved. “I never would have 
had that kind of vision at twenty-three,” I told him, and I 
meant it. He seemed surprised, but in time I imagined that he 
even found my efforts to be supportive as some kind of 
manipulation. 

I’m heading back home next week and I just found out 
that Chris is leaving to go be with Suzy. I had hoped that we 
could spend more time together, actually carrying out one of 
our many Heineken-inspired adventures. We’ll probably both 
drink a lot less in what’s left of the summer and convince 
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ourselves that we have grown somehow in our relationship 
since the day he stepped off the plane. 

I suppose I have some things to learn from my little 
brother about living in the present tense, about getting the 
tackle together, but letting the fish show up when they do. He 
left me a memory that I need to learn from, but not try to 
understand. 

On the second night of his visit, before all the talk and 
beer, we rode our bikes along the rocky shore, below the 
snowslides and cliffs of the mountains. We stopped at a beach 
where Chris questioned some local folks who were fishing for 
Dolly Varden. Then we rode through puddles and up a gravel 
slope where my dog ran up a hillside to an old war bunker. We 
followed him up there and I pointed out the names of head- 
lands, bays and mountains. We hiked across the face of the 
slope and Chris discovered a steep snowfield. With just a look 
we dared each other. He went first—head first—down the 
slope, with arms out at each side, flying through the snow. I 
followed, with a stream of snow coating my face and my 
stomach burning from the friction. The dog learned quickly 
and the three of us ran up again and again and dove down the 
slope, Chris and I filling our jackets, our pants, our shoes with 
snow. I don’t think we spoke more than a full sentence, until 
we were riding home and I gave Chris my gloves when I saw 
his purple hands on the handgrips of his bike. 

Art Chance 


DEAR CHANNEL 6: 


I’ve wanted to write you about your commercial for a long 
time. Do you remember the one about traffic being backed up 
on I-5 for miles during the morning rush hour, and Channel 6 
was there? It showed a panoramic helicopter view of the cars 
snaking around the s-curves and the accident that stopped 
them. 

It was an old Chevy truck, and an empty logging truck 
was embedded through its bed up to the cab. I understand that 
the Chevy had to stop suddenly for the tourists in front of 
them, and the second truck couldn’t stop in time. 

The driver of the logging truck got out fine. Those beasts 
are built high and sturdy for all those back roads. The 
passengers of the Chevy didn’t. Other people left their cars and 
tried to help the truck driver pry open the doors of the Chevy. 
One of the passengers seemed injured, the other clawed 
desperately at the windows and doors. And then it blew. 

They identified the bodies by the fragments of their 
wedding pictures. The police contacted the church to see if 
they knew their names. They did. The couple had just been 
married at the church three weeks earlier. It was the kind of 
wedding where I thought, “These people really have a shot at 
making this marriage thing work.” 

I went to the funeral, too, and sat silent as grown men 
wept until they almost screamed and gripped each other for 
support. The minister reminded us how we could see them 
again in heaven — if we were saved. My parents came, too, 
and most of our graduating class. I had known Julie since 
eighth grade and she was one of my best friends in high 
school, through her mother’s alcoholism and my father’s 
cancer. She helped me move into my college dorm room when 








she still lived at home and went to the community college. 
Every time I write postcards, I think I should write her too. 

I only saw the commercial once, three years ago, and I 
hope it didn’t get any more air time. I don’t know how their 
families felt, or the bystanders that ended up in therapy, but I 
almost threw up watching the accident re-enacted before me. 
We’ ve all imagined what it must have been like for them, not 
able to escape, but we didn’t need the visual aid. 

E.Y. Eliot 


GOOD HAND 


I met Kibbe in the summer of 1981 at Pinkham Notch Camp. 
Within a few hours of my first day on the job, he introduced 
himself. Because my desk shift at the trading post prohibited a 
regular lunch hour, I grabbed a salad, sat alone, and looked at 
Wildcat Ridge. I heard a soft tread. Out of the comer of my 
eye, I watched him move nimbly along a bank of tables. He 
honed in on me, sat down, and slid across the varnished oak 
bench. “Hi there. Gee, you got lovely eyes. Nice smile.” He 
tubbed my back. “My name’s Kibbe.” Although I initially felt 
awkward about Kibbe’s touch, I grew to accept his way. 

During my first crew meeting, the manager told us about 
him. “There’s a small, seventy-five-year-old man named 
Kibbe who lives here permanently. He worked for the 
Appalachian Mountain Club during the thirties and again as 
the night watchman in the the sixties. He’s a bachelor. Joe 
Dodge, the huts manager who built the trading post, wrote in 
his will that Kibbe would always have a place to stay here. 

“But he does have some eccentricities. He fought in the 
South Pacific and is still shell-shocked. He tends to rhyme. He 
likes quiet, has a temper, particularly when he’s woken up, and 
he can be unpredictable. Oh, and he’s pretty affectionate. He 
especially likes to give hugs and back rubs to women. But, I 
promise you that he is safe.” 

I looked at Kibbe. When standing, his head reached my 
bust line. He had a round face with three days of growth, 
bright blue eyes, and a grin that seemed to encircle his bald, 
shiny head. An old yellow sweater with holes at the elbows 
tightly covered a little Buddha belly. His brown knit pants 
crept up his shins. 

His presence around young people and their affection 
kept him alive and playful. “Hey, feel this.” He lifted his shirt 
to show us his solid paunch. “Tee, hee. Hard as a rock. Doc 
says I’m in great shape.” Members of the crew sitting with him 
raised their own shirts and puffed out their stomachs trying to 
create the same solid belly. Kibbe laughed with them. But 
what the manager did not say was that he especially liked tall 
buxom females. I quickly became one of his favorites. 

Kibbe believed that he was younger than his age. One day 
when the front lobby was empty except for a few crew 
members, he approached me at the desk, grabbed me tightly, 
tipped me over backwards, then continued to dance the tango 
in his head. 

“Kibbe, where did that come from?” I asked. My eyes 
were wide, but I had to laugh. 

“Kibbe,” one of my friends said, “you get away with stuff 
I'd be put in jail for.” 

“Tee, hee, Peter. No sperm, no germ. Good fun with my 
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hon.” He gave me a hug and sauntered off to the crew room to 
play cribbage. 

But most mornings he struggled with an aching back and 
arthritic fingers. This old athlete, one of the best skiers in the 
White Mountains during the thirties and forties, needed 
nitroglicerin pills to keep himself alive. 

“An old guy like me shouldn’t be driving on ice.” He took 
himself off the road from October to April. I drove him to 
North Conway when I could. We watched the ski tourists. 
“Look at that outfit, bright pink jumpsuit. Ouee. Nice line, 
shape, form. Like to draw her.” We checked out license plates 
for their cribbage possibilities. “Look at that NY plate 567788. 
Fifteen two, fifteen four, six, eight and double run of four for 
sixteen. Tee, hee. That’s a good one.” On the way back, we 
stopped at his favorite package store. “Good coffee, only fifty 
cents. Not like McDonalds. They’re charging seventy-five 
cents now. Highway robbery. Won’t go there any more. 
Friendly woman behind the register named Sue. Nice smile.” 

Before the war Kibbe attended art school. He especially 
liked to draw. No white paper placemat was ever safe from his 
pencil. Animals ate with us. One day he drew a picture of a 
fish. “D’know how I got the name Kibbe?” I shook my head. 
“See this picture? I used to like to fish for kivve’s behind my 
house, but when I was five I called them kibbes. It stuck. 
Better than Clinton.” At home he sketched animals from 
National Geographics. But the female form was his favorite 
subject. 

Young male crew members did not understand him. One 
Christmas during our gift exchange, Kibbe received a 
Penthouse calendar. He was so angry that he stormed out of 
the party. “I don’t like that kind of smut. What does he think 
he’s doing?” The surprised young man stood by and watched 
him fume. But he redeemed himself by giving Kibbe a box of 
colored pencils. 

Kibbe loved chipmunks but hated red squirrels. Each day 
he put out peanuts for the chippies which the red and grey 
squirrels tried to steal. He screamed at the intruders and threw 
an occasional pebble. “Get out of here you stinkin’ squirrels. 
Scram! Why can’t they understand the food isn’t for them?” 

The guests used to report him. “There is a little man 
harassing the wildlife.” I tried to explain that he did not like 
the squirrels, and that he lived here. But they had not watched 
Kibbe and the chippies mimic each other, Kibbe on the porch, 
the chipmunks resting on the nearby stone wall, Kibbe puffing 
out his cheeks as they pushed into each pouch the peanuts he 
saved for them. “Tee, hee. Good fun. Hey, look at that one. 
He’s a bold one. He must have three peanuts in each cheek.” 

When he raged, he either stopped talking to the person or 
he wrote a Kibbegram. In 1970 the manager at Pinkham began 
a file of his angry messages, mostly about the level of noise. 
He always typed them. Last night Joe woke me up. I need my 
rest. Next time I’m calling the state police and my lawyer. I 
have a right to my quiet and I’ ll show them. This is no way to 
treat a vet. Next time I might take things into my own hands 
and take out my bat. The manager listened to Kibbe. Life went 
on as usual. In ten years, I never received a Kibbegram of that 
nature, but I was frozen by him once. 

He sat on the porch, and I joined him to watch the full 
moon rise over Wildcat. When it peaked, he howled, slid 
down the seat to close the gap between us, and massaged my 
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neck. His whiskered face tickled my smooth cheek. “The 
moon is so looovely when it shines over you. I like to close my 
eyes and think of you lying next to me,” he whispered in my 
ear. I smiled and shook my head. 

“Oh, Kibbe, you're silly. I’ve got to get back to work.” 
But he followed me inside the darkened dining room and 
chased me around the tables until I gave him a hug. 

The next morning while eating breakfast I greeted him. 
He did not respond and turned his back to me. After a few days 
he spoke indirectly, “Some people have no respect for 
veterans. Noisy boys over in trail crew. Guess she’s got herself 
a boyfriend.” But he said no more than that for a week. 

I finally engaged him. “Kibbe, your sister called. She’s 
coming up next week.” 

“Thanks.” He broke the spell. Later that evening, he slid 
down the oak bench at dinner and rubbed my back. He never 
referred to my offense again despite various boyfriends. And I 
stayed pretty quiet at night. 

Kibbe was my most faithful correspondent. Each letter 
entailed a treasure chest of free association which I had to 
open with care. In the last letter I received before he died, 
Kibbe included an unglued collage: a portion of a letter I had 
sent from England eight years before, a magazine cut-out of a 
bottle of Johny Walker Red, a kitten, a book, a woman wearing 
a bathing suit, a short prayer, and catfood. He wrote the letter 
on the back of an old menu which started as always: Dear Liz 
the Fiz the Wiz the Tiz. And continued. Yorkshire pudding 
much better than beef, too tough. Chocolate cake, good, but 
too much icing. Moose at Lost Pond. Beaver splashed, flashed, 
crashed. Hole in one. Par Four. MA plate 234578. Good hand! 

A packrat by nature, Kibbe jammed full his eight-by- 
twelve foot room. It always looked like a bomb had exploded 
in it. During our last visit the Beware Avalanche Danger sign, 
posted in bold letters, still hung crookedly on his door. When I 
knocked, I heard his feet scurry behind the door. He popped 
his head out. His ruddy cheeks puffed. His blue eyes twinkled, 
and he broke into a smile. 

“Hi there. Quee. Come on in.” I squeezed through the 
crack in the door and ducked under the criss-crossing clothes- 
lines strung with that year’s Christmas cards, circumnavigated 
the pillars of National Geographics, and perched on the lower 
bunk on the left side of the room. The 1940s Remington 
manual at the foot of the bed had a half-written letter on the 
toller. Behind it was a closet filled with boxes of papers, 
books, and slides. On the right side, the drawers of the dresser 
were open. Clothes bought at the Salvation Army draped out 
of many. On the dresser, Kibbe had placed magazines and 
papers, bags of leftover cookies, and some change. The frayed 
green swath of rug still served its purpose as a putting green. 
He kept his eye on the Forest Hills Tournament and his hand 
on my back. We chatted and the conversation turned to 
knitting. “Do you need another pair of socks. How’s the vest I 
made you holding up?” 

“No, don’t need another pair of socks. I love the pair you 
made me for my eightieth birthday. I put them on, slip into my 
sleeping bag and dream of you-ou-ou.” His lips puckered. I 
smiled. Then I noticed a thumb from the green checked mitten 
I made for him last Christmas poking up in the clutter on his 
dresser. 

“Hey Kibbe, I only see one mitten. Where’s the pair?” I 
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picked up the mitten and brought it to his bunk. 

“Lost it a month ago. Looked for it everywhere. Hole in 
one. Good job, Arnold.” While he watched TV, I slipped the 
mitten into my bag to complete the pair. I sent him a new mate 
a month later. But I never heard whether he received it. 

During the visit, Kibbe brought out his scrap books. He 
had been the regimental photographer for his unit on 
Guadalcanal. He told me the story that accompanied each 
photograph. “There’s a picture of Sam and Bill by the tank. 
Funny, funny boys, two brothers. Both killed by the Japs.” We 
looked at ghosts of men framed in his scrap book. While he 
related his stories, I thought about the story of Kibbe’s shell- 
shock. 

Kibbe arrived on Guadalcanal in late summer of 1942. 
The Japanese had control over the island. Kibbe’s infantry 
unit, men from his home town of Haverill, went together to 
fight. One day the unit was overrun. Kibbe found himself the 
only man alive from the unit. Caught in a foxhole with the 
bodies of his rotting friends, he began to rhyme to keep 
himself sane, the characteristic which he maintained until he 
died. 

Kibbe brought us home to him. His birthday became the 
reason for reunions. Every fall, we joined together to celebrate 
Kibbe, the link between all of our lives. His eightieth party 
was the biggest event of any gathering. Kibbe was king for the 
evening. All of his favorite people surrounded him. He teased 
the waitress, drew pictures on the placemats, and laughed with 
his girls. Between courses, his photographer’s eye picked up 
every detail of the decor of the restaurant, even the old license 
plates on the wall. “Hey check out that hand!” 

Elizabeth Keuffel 





THE PENNY LADY 


People do weather checks by Inez. If she’s not out walking, 
they know it’s too cold to put the cat out. They can also tell 
what coat to wear. If Inez has just her wool blazer on, they'll 
be fine in their shirt sleeves. At ninety, the blood runs a little 
thinner. 

Two years ago she had a stroke. The doctors said most 
folks her age would have died, but she’s in such good shape, it 
only slowed her down for a month. Some say she’s too ornery 
to die. 

Although Inez lives in the nursing home, she is allowed 
walking privileges, which she takes seriously. The main 
purpose for her walks is to look for money. That’s how she got 
her nickname, the Penny Lady. 

One day this summer, Inez was patrolling the Seven- 
Eleven parking lot. Two small children in a car yelled 
something at her, and Inez took offense. She strode right up to 
that car and whacited it on the side with her cane. 

A man talkis:z on the outside phone witnessed the attack 
and shouted someihing to her. Added insult. He turned his 
back to continue his conversation and didn’t notice her 
ap2roaching, cane raised for retaliation. She knocked him out 
cold. Inez was grounded fo: a month. 

Dianne Harper 


THE DUKE 


The men stood back to examine the rope, strangely knotted 
around the enormous barrel. “A rolling hitch,” Grandpa called 
it. “Hell, you can use this to lift an object too damned big to 
be moved any other way.” Three generations of family males 
were asking questions as Grandpa Cochran made final 
adjustments on the rope. 

I remembered the first time I had met Grandpa Newell 
Cochran and the years that followed. Long before I met him, I 
was warned, “Don’t take everything that Grandpa says to 
heart.” My new husband reminded me before Grandpa’s first 
visit, “His language is salty, and he’s short on tact.” 

But Grandpa was on good behavior during that visit—no 
swearing, no arguing, and no verbal put-downs for the newest 
relative. He was known for being critical of potential family 
members. “A good ole boy, not exactly presidential timber,” 
was his description of my sister-in-law’s boyfriend. 

He was a river man. He had held many jobs, from 
blacksmith, in his early years, to operator of a barge repair 
company. Before he left, we had stood on Paducah’s river 
banks. “See where the clear water of the Tennessee mixes with 
the muddier waves of the Ohio,” he had said. I had never 
noticed it before, but there was a line where the two rivers met. 

After Grandma died, Grandpa moved to Paducah to be 
closer to his daughter. His once broad shoulders sagged a little 
more, and his steps were steadied by a shilalah. Recent weight 
loss made his slender frame seem fragile. Otherwise, Grandpa 
looked the same-thick, white hair matched shaggy brows set 
above a Roman nose. His dark brown eyes still outlasted 
anybody’s gaze. 

I got to know him in bits and pieces as we visited my 
husband’s family on week-ends. From his house on a lot 
nearby—‘‘Newell’s Woods,” he called it—he supervised most 
of the family’s activities. 

Such was the case when, trying to be useful during a visit, 
I attempted to paint a school bell for my mother-in-law. She 
had insisted that I disregard the rust and paint right over it. I 
dismantled the bell and began painting. Grandpa immediately 
came over to show me how to use a wire brush to remove the 
rust and “do the job right.” As soon as I started and he left to 
attend to other things, my mother-in-law came out and told me 
to forget the wire brush and paint the bell. A few brush strokes 
later, Grandpa Cochran returned. 

“Damn it, girl, what are you doing?” 

I started laughing. “Grandpa, I have a name. Just whose 
instructions am I supposed to follow, anyway?” He laughed 
too. Together, we finished the bell. He used the wire brush, 
and I painted what he had finished cleaning. 

At the invitation of a long-time friend, he took a trip to 
Ireland. There he stayed several days in a castle and became 
the oldest man on record to kiss the Blamey Stone. He told us 
about the castle, local folklore, the peat bogs, and the Blarney 
Stone. “I dang nigh hung upside down to kiss that stone,” he 
said. 

One day he received a letter from the Indianapolis Police 
Department thanking him for his help at the airport on his 
return flight. We never got the whole story from Grandpa. He 
loves a good story, but I guess he felt uncomfortable casting 
himself as a hero. According to the young policeman’s report, 
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Grandpa had helped him subdue a highjacker, pinning the 
man’s arms behind his back and holding him firmly while the 
policeman telephoned for help. The police department also 
sent a copy to the mayor of our town. Grandpa Cochran 
received one of our city’s highest honors. At eighty-five, he 
was made a Duke of Paducah. 

Lynda Clark 


SANTA FE NEWLYWEDS 


We were hungry. We were sweaty. We were overwhelmed by 
the three days of spectacular panoramas we’d seen on the way 
down. We were hot. We were tired. And we were ready to 
settle down, for six weeks at least. We'd spent the year 
between Bread Loafs living three thousand miles apart, the 
three weeks prior to Bread Loaf moving across country and 
across town, getting married, going to Hawaii, and driving to 
Santa Fe. To be in one place, together, for more than ten days, 
seemed like luxury, much anticipated, much deserved. 

We pulled into the fifteen-minute parking lot at St. 
John’s, right between Rhode Island and Texas license plates. 
The Conference Center, once we found it, was wonderfully 
cool. There we picked up keys, meal card, Middlebury card, 
and directions to the Bread Loaf office where there were lots 
of people and lots of shuffling of paper. We had our picture 
taken and were released. 

I carried my large backpack full of clothes, my small 
backpack full of books, one cooler, a camera bag, two water 
bottles, and my purse towards our Santa Fe haven. Past the 
courtyard to the covered walkway, turn right, up three stairs 
and in the door. Down six stairs, turn left. The key fit in the 
lock and the door swung open. 

Dusty beige walls led up to ceilings which looked like 
wet cardboard flung from the floor. Frayed cloth shades striped 
with orange, brown, and gray kept out the light. There was one 
desk and no chairs. Twin beds of distinctly different levels 
filled the room, one plopped diagonally across the center, the 
other shoved against the wall. 

I flung my stuff on the diagonal one, myself on the other, 
and started to cry. 

Elaine Christensen 


ROCK BOTTOM REBOUND 


In The Sun Also Rises, Mike Campbell is asked how he 
became bankrupt. He replies: “Two ways. Gradually, and then 
suddenly.” When I became bankrupt emotionally, it happened 
the same way. The gradual part happened over the course of 
fourteen years, from the time I started using alcohol and then 
drugs. The sudden part happened in November of 1989, when I 
hit bottom. 

It hadn’t always been so bad. For many years I’d had a 
blast. Drinking with good friends until it didn’t matter what we 
were talking about or how hard we’d been laughing. Getting 
stoned before a high school lacrosse game, then scoring five 
goals. Sitting behind the bar of my fraternity for hours, playing 
Cups or Liar’s Dice, watching the ceiling bounce up and down 
from the dancing hordes upstairs. Doing spoons of coke in the 


YEAST Number 5 Summer 1992 


men’s room of a yuppie bar, drinking double-fisted all night 
long, and somehow driving home. Going to concerts, skiing in 
Vermont, getting laid. 

I’d hoped to go on forever living this way. I viewed life 
as made up of responsibilities and freedoms. If I took care of 
the responsibilities — school, promises to friends and 
teammates, family obligations — I could enjoy the freedom to 
play around, to drink, to use drugs. Hangovers and other costs 
seemed unimportant compared to the benefits. What I was 
doing was wrong, irresponsible, even illegal, but I didn’t care. 
I was getting away with it. 

When I left college and began teaching in a boarding 
school, there was little time for play. But I’m stubborn, and I 
saw no reason to change. I partied with a vengeance, trying to 
squeeze in as much fun as was superhumanly possible. 
Vacations and summers became binges. Somewhere along the 
line custom became habit—and habit, addiction. 

November, 1989. I’m drinking beer at a party on a 
Saturday night. I’m twenty-eight years old. I want to leave, but 
we haven’t made a dent in the keg. I stand guard, a pitcher in 
hand, refilling empty cups that wander my way and thinking, 
“Fucking lightweights.” I give my own cup plenty of attention. 
I tell myself I’m not buzzed when the keg spits its foamy 
dregs. 

We go to Linda’s apartment where bottled beers await us 
in her refrigerator. Once there, we discover an unopened bottle 
of Cuervo Gold in a cabinet above the fridge. “You guys don’t 
know how to drink tequila,” I say. “None of this salt and 
lemon bullshit. Give me that bottle. Let a frat man show you 
how.” A frat man who drinks nearly a quarter of the bottle in a 
single swig and minutes later vomits all over the kitchen 
counter. A man who fiercely resents being laughed at, 
apologizes over and over for causing a mess, passes out 
briefly, rallies an hour later, and retums to demand more. 

The next moming, I was hung over for the fourth Sunday 
in arow. But something felt different. My head was spinning 
— nothing new there. In the bathroom, my mirror had been 
replaced by a portrait of a degenerate slob. He looked 
strangely familiar. The glasses of water I chugged didn’t work. 
I needed to shave the hair that seemed to have grown on my 
tongue. It didn’t even help when I tried my hangover remedy 
— bong hits. As I lay in bed, I felt lonely, angry, and tired. I 
wondered if maybe I had a drinking problem. 

Because of what has happened since that day, I am 
grateful for everything that got me there. Grateful for every 
beer, shot, toke, and line. Grateful even for the D.W_I.’s, the 
blackouts, the mystery bruises, the desperate late night hours 
when I couldn’t get enough coke. Today, I am grateful 
especially for those horrible hungover mornings of self- 
loathing. 

The next Wednesday I contacted our school physician, 
asking for the name of a counselor he trusted. I told him I felt 
stressed out, I was worried about my heavy drinking, and I 
needed someone qualified to talk to. He recommended his 
friend Barry. When I met him a couple of weeks later, I was 
still wrapped up in self-pity. Halfway through our session, 
Barry said, “Why don’t you try A.A.?” 

Shortly before seeing Barry, I’d told Mom and Dad what 
was happening. I’d hidden my drinking and drugging from 
them, so they were stunned. They seemed hurt and angry, but 
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also concerned. More than my words, my face and my tears 
showed I needed their help. 

I’d promised Barry to try a few A.A. meetings, but I 
wasn’t convinced. I considered my initial visit a fact-finding 
mission. After all, I was young and healthy, an Ivy League 
graduate. I had a respectable job and wore decent clothing. 
Okay, so maybe I got carried away once in a while, but me, an 
alcoholic? No way. 

Luckily, I was an emotional wreck, ready to try anything. 
Following the suggestions of A.A. old-timers, I found a 
sponsor. He was a year younger than I, a carpenter who was. 
married and had three young kids. Lean and balding, Jim had 
clear blue eyes and a soft smile. 

I often spent an hour or more with him after meetings. He“ 
told me his wife had been ready to walk out, employers had 
wamed him about absenteeism, and his kids had hidden in his 
wife’s skirt when he came home drunk. Two and a half years 
of sobriety had turned around his life. He listened without 
forcing A.A. upon me. I like that Jim chewed Copenhagen and 
was critical of A.A. hardliners. 

The first few months were sad, lonely ones. I didn’t want 
to go to bars or keg parties. My social life evaporated. I missed 
getting drunk to cut the tension after work. Nevertheless, I felt 
good about these changes. My beer belly shrank, and my head 
felt less foggy. After two months of abstinence from alcohol, I 
quit smoking pot and using other drugs. 

My first year of recovery was also the year Mom's cancer 
took over. Weakened by radiation and chemotherapy, she 
caught pneumonia in January, 1990. In the hospital, I started 
talking candidly with her. I told her how much I loved her, 
how much her love meant to me. I finally understood this 
woman who had fought lymphoma for fourteen years, had seen 
her daughter die, and her son push her away. I saw how her 
faith had helped her. While watching her body give in, I saw 
that her spirit was indomitable. 

In 1990, Dad and I began discussing things that mattered. 


He described the strain of watching Mom deteriorate. I told 
him I hoped to marry and raise my own family someday. In the 
spring I resumed going to church and gained new faith in God 
and in myself. 

I started seeing a woman unlike any I’d dated before — 
quiet, thoughtful, unselfish. At work I listened to colleagues 
and students. I lost the attitude of “my way or the highway.” 
That summer I attended Bread Loaf for the first time and 
engaged my mind at an unaccustomed level. I built friendships 
that weren’t based on getting drunk or stoned. 

In August, Mom entered the hospital for the final time. 

{My daily visits were a personal victory. I wasn’t running away 


~” aflymore. Once, she awoke, focused glassy eyes upon me, and 


said, “You're so faithful.” When she died, I was the one to 
deliver her eulogy. I read those words now and they seem 
clichéd, sentimentalized, but they were spoken with feeling 
and honesty. It was no act. Since her death, I’ve watched our 
family evolve. Both brothers have their own families. Dad has 
anew companion. 

In the last two years, I’ve been given new duties at work, 
such as chairing our faculty’s long-range planning committee. 
I’m learning to choose my battles and to stand firm in my 
beliefs. No longer do I feel like a hypocrite warning teenagers 
about their excesses. Students who aren’t in my class come for 
help with essays. Others come for advice on things unrelated 
to school. When we talk, I no longer think of ways to end the 
conversation. I’m more excited than ever about teaching, but I 
want other things from life than just a good job. 

Compared to many, I was a high-bottom drunk. I’ve met 
low-bottom alcoholics who had lost jobs, spouses, and homes, 
who had gone to jails or hospitals because of their drinking. 
Most of my losses are recoverable. Today, I’m not out to feed 
my head and screw the rest of the world. I can look in a mirror 
and like who I see. 

Tom Herold 
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